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‘ W{ULLO!” said Mr, FuN, ‘‘finishing on the 24th of 
June! I must have a Midsummer Night's IDream.”’ No 
sooner said than done, and the great humourist imme- 
diately discovered that after a certain point Shakespeare 
had dreamt it all wrong. The fact is, the quarrel be- 
tween Oeron and Titania was not settled by means of 
that flower-juice (which I am certain would only have 
made the queen’s eyes smart, making her madder 
than ever). No; at the height of the «juarrel Titania’s 

n was called to a magic book, ail magenta and 
gold, which so restored her good humour that she said 
Oberon could have the little black boy if he liked, As- 
tonished at the chanye, Oberon, dropping the disputed 
boy, hastened to examine the book that had worked 
it; immediately his good-humour became as great as his 
consort’s, and they made it up for ever, 

Just at that moment Titania caught sight of an elderly 
lady who seemed nervously suspicious and apprehensive 
of something unpleasant. ‘‘ Let us show her the book,” 
said the fairy. The elderly lady took it, glanced over 
its pages with heightening colour and accumulating 
dismay, until she fell back in hysterics, exclaiming, 
‘The naked truth! The naked truth about everything ! 

h! oh!” It was the British Matron, and the 
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THE (GiAIFTY.—Mr. | dward Terry his re-appearance at this 
theatre on Christmas Eve in Mr, Pinero’s comedy, /# Chancery’, and, I 

‘lieve, considerably livened up affairs at this lately somewhat doleful 
house; but for re asons not wholly dissimilar from those mentioned 
in connection with Drury Lane, I am not in a posit.on to give a 
personal opinion. _ 

THE SAvoy.—Without exception the most wonderful and delightful 
entertainment in London at present is to be found in the children’s 
performance of the /’rat Pen-ance, at this theatre. Juvenile 

erformances are usually characterised by a sjueaky and mechanical 
precocity and of wire-pulling 7 evégence to. an extent more interesting 
to the student than amusing to the generality. Nothing of the kind is | 
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resource. Miss Lillian Itussell looks noble and handsome, and an in- 
deed Ureat White Pearl as the heroine; her singing is very charming, 
and she almost acts—which is a great advance. "A better xponent of 
Captain Smith, mus ically, and a much bet ter ditto histrionically, than 
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PLEAS! INCLUDE 
OTHER DAY 
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Wa t/ bhai 
YRFAR > PRESEN, 
I 1!FARD YOU Y THE 
SEK ANOTHER NE\W YEAR, 


~~ 
iN] 


AY, GGRAN’PA, WHILE YOU ARE GIVING MI 
T YEAR’S: “(AUSE, YOU 
THAT 








REQUEST. 

A Nt 
KNOW, 
NEVE! 


AFTER Tills YOU MIGHT 


A BIRTHDAY CARD 


NOUR Ol MR. GLADSIONE’S 751TH 


THRER-OUARTERS of a cen 
And earne: tie we trust that 
In strength for many a year ; 


In El 


BIRTHDAY, DECEMiEt », ESS4, 


tury hast thou seen ; 
thou'lt live on 


for, when thourt gor 


Who is there that, with such a dauntless micn, 
Will steer the Ship f State by Wisdom’'s |] re 
And! for the People’s cause so bravely fight 
nseliishly, uprightly, hast thou trod 
Phough Polits teep, labynnthine path, 
\ll heedless of the jeers and puny wrath 


Of those who worshy 
res, onward to Fk ane 
by Trickery and | 


\4 } ritcrhié +7 la } mrrir 
Well might our Jand ‘ignor 


\t this thy birthday as ** St. 
[fail thee, who hast 


lingo ast 
ummit hast thou 
ishonour ne'er begrimed, 


; the € wh ) 


cir god, 
climbed, 


nce 
Gladstone's Tay 


for Right e’er led the fray 


Thy noble record well might we revere. 


Thy Ie ere stne 


Shall l la 


in I] 


acred pla 


1 
7 


and (senius evermore 


tory’s lore 











Air!” said the doctor, ‘‘you are suffering from indigestion, At Chirstmas 
time we are apt to—-er——., ‘*T live by rule i interrupted the patient ‘Then 
possibly your dyspepsia is induced by nervous worry,” suggested the man of 
physic. ‘‘I think it is,’ returned th atient; ‘‘the fact as, I’ve got a bill to 
meet at the er f next month, and you told me tly last week that probably 
my rich o father-in-law may survive till the spring. It’s killing me, it really 1s. 
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MISS DAMPER’S DEVOTEES. 
tired of London life, for it was no life, 
she was concerned. Her surname was 





M1 ER Was 


o far as 


DorotHuy DAM 


vut merely an existence : 








she chilled, and did those 


ltogether unselfish compassion on her loneliness. 


cheer, 
Alone 
in the world, indeed, she was, for when she attained the age of twenty- 


‘ 
no 


mining up of hercharacter. 
wih tor k 
left this earth two legacies—his body and his 


five, her remaining parent 


laughter with /&§ a year attached to her, KRelations she did not 
possess 5 friends she did nut create. But a young lady owning passable 
charms and a comfortable income could not be allowed to while away 
he balance of her existence unmolested, so the friends created them- 


elves, and to no inconsiderable « Miss Dorothy dwelt in rather 


fashionable part of London during two years after she became an 
tphan, and, as all fashionable mammas possess eligible and hard up 
ons, she was naturally pounced upon as lawfal prey. The mammas 
ind theie sons bowed to her cc ming out of church ; s religiously as they 


remark 


oht to 


f tune inside it; the bolder ones ventu 
uther or the sermon, and thus vain: 


any the hymi 


rtwo about the thes 


leave a card, which would be followed up by a call and an invitation to 
a revelry by night of some kind, The persecuted Miss Dorothy Daniper 


iccepted those that she could not well refuse, and fora year, more orless, 
7 ire } lecrvact : ; ¢ al ‘ } si] : 

impaired her digestion with ill-made claret cup and evilly-cut sand wiche: 

at various ‘Sathome Martyrdom, however, has its limits, and 


idenly, 
to the dismay of every one, Miss Dorothy | lamper lefta I’, 1 


CC. card «1 








Wl the hardworking mothers who bad for so lone been striviny in the 

«d cat their non-workiny Ihe martyr let her howse ar 
eparted—a spinster 

Woodford-on-the-Marsh was surely the most out of the world plac 

it the ldamper ( ld select fora whereon to I hers of 

er It only loasted, according to the census, of 1517 1nhal itants, 

bre l ‘ = miles away en a railway tat To Wor rd-on-the-Marsh 

ithe sy er accor gly be k her virg f, having lear: through 
| t medi ly paper th lovely ¢ with irden an 

h uttached wa he let 

ied at oa very t erate 

WID the y 

ner Mi Dorothy 

her new 1 lence all that 

id desire. The cottave 

nted an attractive exterior, 

nterior wa nly scarred by 

ence of heery-looking 

x ively ty ind lual 

thie ly itor 

} rp nly 

| rile “ - 

r-tr 
Worl mot Wit! 








up both vocations in peace and quietude. The village seemed to be a 
sleepy old place consisting of the necessary shops—mostl) poe nd 
very pretty picturesque old church, and avery hideous modern chapel, 
KRound about were , 7 

sprinkled a number of 
villas of a more or les3 
pretentious nature. Miss 


Dorothy Damper we 
satisfied. 

> 

A week had passed. 


The flowers, under their 
mistress’s Care, looked 
brighter than 
Arctic regions had 
t poetical at 


ever, the 


ceived va 

tentions, but—that wee: 

had been dev ted to a 

very different purpose by 
1 the villa 


the dwellers 1 
aforesaid. Twelve se] 


rate Liing 

ent to twe faithf 
Lon if] 

twelve answers, mar 
private,” had be re: 
ceived, containing a de 
cription of the late ] 
mented Wamper’s wall. 


Of course the enquirie 
were made from purely 
disintereste:| motives. 
‘These individuals merely 
wished to know whether 
the new. arrival was 

ropes sort of person to 
ms a card ou Being quite satistied on this bead, Wocdford-on 
the-Marsh swooped down upon the persecuted poetess, who, seeing it 
once more, and 





n«TeE 


was no use doing anything else, threw up the 5] { He 
opened her doors to her neighbours. 


+ + ¥ 


} Was agala in 


efure six months had passed Miss Dorothy [Damper 
state of matrimonial siege, for nobody in Woodford-on-the-Marsh had 
‘soo could not go unmolested, The first tu assail the 
virgin heart was the village /-a, Mr. Terence Harrington ; but as this 
young gentleman might also have done duty as the village idiot, lie was 
oon dismissed. Major Badger and his son Benjamin tried tu cut one 
another out, and are not now on speaking terms, The widow boxer 
upbraids her son Jiarnaby to this day for his failure. but the prize was 
carried off. Monsieur le Chevalier Cretonne, music master, possessed 
that diplomacy which the others lacked. He secretly set one of the 
Damper’s poems to music, and dedicated it, By Vermission, to the 
‘tueen, This master-stroke was too much. Poor Dorothy was at last 
won; she saw a prospect of fame, and gave her hand and heart 
Chevalier. But the orely atilicted that gifted 
person, Ile was poor; worl v4 

say he married for money. 

executed a deed whereby / 70 


any money, and 


7) thie 


re was one obstacle which 
he was rich, and the malignant 
This was nothing to the fame-seeker. She 

a year out of her 4 S00 became the pro 
perty of M. Ice Chevalier. 
‘*Now you may take me and 
laugh at the world’s sneers. 
You have the wealth, not I,” 


he said nobly. The Cheva 
ler was moved to tears, and 
went off to London to make 
proper preparations for the 
ceremony, 


A week later a gentleman 
engaged a very comfertable 
apartment in a hotel at lou 


) 





rne-sur-Mer, where he lives 
in most luxurious manner 
| | is. calle Le Chevalier 
Cretonne, 
In a dingy bed-ro In 
msbury dw ecte 
» Whose 1 ' 41s 
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FUN. 
THE PEERS’ PANTOMIME. _ . 


Dk. KOSEBERY AND HIS CELEBRATED PILL 
Prefar 7 ‘ f LOK L£€vEAUATY) «Ali 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


\WHEN the Pantaloon’: ill, 
And in want of a pill, 
There is nobody who 

Will so readily do 
k of a learned physician, , 
As the go-chead ( lown, “ 





— 
; 

- 

= 





| ince he’s gained a renow! 
' 
‘4 ‘. . } . 7 
| ! I { mi! Cc 
ry 
When JQ alle - Lio | i I 
leels a littie bi ueer, 
h vdse 
It ] Sy tO: $@e@, 
Like the l’antaloon, | 
Is ne ng the dc rs atten 
And, for fear a rm, 
] 
| ernai I rm 
V1 wh ren a 
I 7 . 
Vi Nn ] Ga-s a) : 
is see that f 
be w gv a 


| Crime with a Vengeance. 


Tiik fact that two cases of ** woman’s vengeance ” has been 
‘ollowed by similar conduct on the part of a son shows that 
he epidemic is infectious, Notwiths | 

fry weather, the vengeance in question—very much In 


tandin 
sandaln 


ASTRONOMICAL OBSERVATI 


svOn—has Neen mM wedi /thel,—** MAMMA, WHAT ARE TIIR STARS I v 

Mamioia.—** TURY ARE OTHER \WOR!] JdKAR,’ 
AN INVETRRATS GAMBLER.—~The man who ‘tossed Ethe/,-** WORLDS, MAMMA lf YHOUGHT THEY 
ht in bed. rO LET THR KAIN ‘THROM 











all ment 1 
| 
| % ~ ’ , J } ’ Pe ‘ , ° " 
KNICKNACKS the fate of Fur | huny,. lout what mattere:s the favourite d a hac 
1 2 bse ° sii <4 } } om, ee — a lf r hi inner, and must he attendee i te hi t¢ V’ af ' 1p 
THE names of the islands New Pritain il New Ireland, which have ; ipa eat Nats ‘“ ne | me ; Mm. em 2 rani 
been recently annexed by Prince Tismarck, are to be changed respec ag ne Unhancellor threw a French roi to his magoilicent pet ang 
tively to “ Ananias’’ and mstant companion, the intelligent creature turned up its nose with 
ay ‘y 4 ‘ bac « 4 cS 3: ba k ? og : sc 
“Sapphira.” ‘This alteration evident disgust, however, immediately the princely diplomatist spread 
! Aap jiita, , il AlLC . re ; ES ERE Hy ,. . rm : 
is to be ide at the especial _ Fast bi obi ae jor ra ove r the Galhe bread the savaciou 
vy f Pjous Wlliat ‘he nimal not only ate it with avidity, but he wagved his tail and uttered 
i } | y ! + } ’ 
| r I - | \\ r I ii i ] 
| . 
\’ t a) i] wn | 
; IONS are already being (Germany to cele] 
rity me! itie ir ' : * t i ny il 
' ’ . Py ‘ Pe ty P 
er\ ‘ vware ( I ie! ber Tit y wh h ] | irtic Marly like yto Ke pl 
ef ; p - Rang 
a Intense I Wwe trust ney r ry ement not 
° ] } 
{ - ro-glycerine n 
r royal fami y |! 
th (ic! I pero! 
) ] t I I I YU A ‘ th i Til W iil ] ? rm 
(; a anne lrince J dates phism grea! rce ol t intimate frien 
: “Pee 1 1 ? nec} l f ‘ } ? en] 
rck shall retain an Englis! \ Riast, UNnCD, dinner, r tl I I I x 
ignation.§ It to be calle rt to those around m, Phe in r only speaks as he 
hoe p ( il f.54 tre I KS, Wn J Cnatti iscontente ty } } ‘ t - lonely 
| Erno te n afternoon tea wher th hoste nd guest are 
— THE J\aiserbund—z.e., 2 se , try visitor has ] Ppearance to admire 
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Cret understanding between ine "= pie ‘ 
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ys, they may | ingly he fines that are inflicted on them for beating their wives. This excellen: 
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OUR THEATRICAL ROUND. 


Or pantomimes and theatres we’re going for to sing, 
For Christmas time has come again, and Pantomime is King, 
For Pantomime is King, my boys, and Comedy is Queen, 
And Mr. Fun, as usual, to everything has been, 


He’s seen Augustus Harris’s affair at Drury Lane 

(It’s all about Dick Whittington), and means to go again, 
And means to keep on going there as long as there it lasts, 
With its wonderful processions and its merriest of casts, 


St. Geervgie with his Dragon is at Covent Garden found— 





It’s played by little girls and boys; you'll like it, I'll be bound. 
Aladdin, at the Surrey, shows right comically ; and 
There’s Puss in Boots elaborately given at the Grand. 


The great Iritannia Theatre presents us Aing Aootoo ; 
Red Riding Hood is what the far Pavilion brings to view ; 
At the Elephant and Castle, where a Cave presides, you know, | 
The celebrated Frog appears, Vio would a-wooing 20. 


At Sanger’s they’ve prepared for us the legend of Dame 7rot, 
While the Standard for its pantomime has Cindere//a got ; 
And so you see, or will before we finish with our round, 

The only West-End pantomime at Drury Lane is found. 


But all the shows are busy now, let’s hope that ‘‘ile” they’ve struck, 
They've had a rather rocky time—may Christmas bring them luck ; 
Though some have done quite well enough—Princess’s has, to wit— 
Where Wilson Barrett's //avz/et s made a most decided hit. 


The Lancrofts with Diplomacy have filled the Haymarke/, 
And Aomeo and Fuliet is drawing well, you bet 

(Fxcuse our rather Yankee twang, contracted, as we think, 
By recollecting Mary comes from over that ** big drink”), 


Twelve months ago, when we went on this round to earn your thanks, 
Those gay Adelphi people were performing /7 ‘ie Kanks, 

The year has slowly ground us in its everlasting mill, 

And /n the Ranks is what Adelphi folks are playing still. 


Our Boys—the longest running play of any in the land— 

Is found as fresh as ever at its quarters at the Strand ; 

The Vaudeville, with Sain/s am? Sinners keeping up the ball, 
Are not inclined to hurry 7/e Pledeian up at all. 


The Gaiety and Empire (which, from Hollingshead we learn, 
Is nothing less than practically just the same concern), 

Ilave got /n Chancery (a play), and none need hold aloof, 
And /ocahontas, what, I think, they call an of’ra doof, 


At Toole’s 7%e Hades are flourishing as though they’d never stop, 
It seems as though they meant to go a running till they drop ; 
And at the Globe a similar phenomenon you'll trace, 

Where still Zhe Private Secretary ’s keeping of his place. 


The Grand Mogul (the Comedy) some people's fancy take 
(Though some have an antipathy to creepy, crawly snakes) ; 
The Sorcerer is sedulously crowding the Savoy, 

The children’s daily /ira‘es supplementing parties’ joy. 


And here’s a way of curiously shuffling the pack— 

To go to the Olympic, the sensational Called Back 

FE vacuates the Prioce’s, which, now Christmastide begins, 
Receives from the Olympic the eccentric drama, 7w7ms, 


French plays are at the Royalty, and doing extra well, 
As he who likes to go and see can accurately tell ; 

And that Young Ars. Winthrop, on reliable report, 

Has grown extremely popular, and nightly fills the Court. 


The /ronmaster occupies the bill of Saintly James, 
And, wonderfully acted, has the very strongest claims ; 
But if you want to see it you must hurry on your way, 
For As You Like /t’s very nearly ready, people say, 


The Holborn, and the Novelty, and O. Comique are shut, 
And at present there is no one means re-opening thein, but 
The Cri, is overflowing with the ‘‘ screaming ” Candi.ate, 


* 


And the Avenue, with Lives, boasts the same delightful state. 





Her Majesty 


a> > 


pair f splendid Aliet and a lot | com) jongs— 


’ 


REASON OR INSTINCT ?—(OR NEITHER ?) 
(70 the Editor of FUN.) 


DkAR SiR,—I have taken the greatest interest from the first in the 


important discussion now going on as to the presence or absence of the 
reasoning facultyin man. I have 
paid great attention to the matter, 
and have come to the decided con. 
clusion, after mature deliberation, 
that most men are entirely devoid 
of the faintest glimmer of anything 
approaching the nature of either 
reason or instinct. 

It seems to me that the power of 
recognition—the recognition of 
common and tangible objects, I 
mean—is about the most elemen- 
tary form of reason that exists ; and 
yet I have found this power wanting 
in a marked degree in many of the 
‘*subjects” I have studied. Let 
me quote the case of a master ] 
have, and I think you will admit 
that a more distressing case of utter 
absence of the faculty of intelligent 
recognition of common objects 
could hardly be found. One day 
my owner and myself put on ow 
collars and went the round of his 
acquaintances, Irom each of these 
acquaintances my owner bor- 
rowed a small sum of money— 
from half-a-crown to as much more 
as he could get. Now, I am quite 
sure that on that day my owner 
at once recognised each of those 
acquaintances ; but about a month 
later we happened to meet one of them (who had lent five shillings) in 
the street. What was my surprise at noticing that my owner lIcoked 
straight at him czthoud a sign of recognition? I called his attention tothe 
acquaintance, who was endeavouring to catch his eye; but quite in vain. 
My owner was apparently wholly unaware that he had ever set eyes on 
the acquaintance before. 

After this we encountered the other acquaintances in turn; but I was 
more grieved than I can say to see that my poor owner failed to recog- 
nise one of them; indeed, on one of them following him, he walked 
away at a rapid pace, as though actually trying to avoid him. 

On another occasion my owner was in company with some other 
acquaintances on whom he happened to be particularly anxious to make 
a good impression, when, in taking out his pocket-book, he accidentally 
let fall a pawn-ticket on to the floor, Although I am quite certain that 
the ticket was reflected for an instant or so on his retina, yet apparently 
the optic nerve entirely failed to convey the impression to the brain ; in 
other words, the power of recognition was absent ! I barked vociferously, 
danced round the ticket, and pulled at his coat-tails, in order to call his 
attention to the object; but in vain. I may here add—although this 
has no connection, of course, with the incident above related—that that 
same evening, after we had taken leave of our friends and turned the 
corner, he gave me—accidentally, no doubt—a, kicl: which sent me 
flying over three lamp-posts, But I digress. I have seen my unfortu- 
nate master fail to recognise bills sent in to him, and other such familiar 
objects ; and on an occasion which I well remember, when I had re- 
moved a chop from a butcher’s table, and bitten three persons who had 
attempted to take it from me, my owner actually failed to recognise ze / 
However, by jumping up and licking him, and other marks of fami- 
liarity, I at length succeeded in causing a ray of intelligence to enter his 
poor brain, and (after some persuasion) he paid for the chop, and gave a 
wrong address to the bitten persons. He then began looking about for 
something or other, and at length picked up a discarded piece of stout 
cord ; but at this point I left him and retired to the Dogs’ Home. 


I am, dear Sir, yours very truly, 
** NIPPER,.” 























A Word for the London Cottage Mission. 


JusT now, while New Year and Twelfth Night feasts of pleasure 
and plenty are gladdening the hearts of many, it is not pleasant to learn 
that the London Cottage Mission, which distributes Irish stew dinners 


I 1 left-off clot thea a 
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MARS AND JUSTITIA. 























Two dashing swells you here may see, 
They belong to the Heavy Cavalree ; 
One ‘‘ mashing ” defender 
Looks somewhat slender ; 


But the other makes up by obesitee. 
Wot a sight !” 





LATEST FROM PARIS. 


AN EXTRAORDINARY OMISSION, 
(From Our Special Correspondent, ) 


PARIS, January 20th.—Much sensation is caused here just now by 
an event which took place the other day in the Rue Pétroleuse (formerly, 


as will be recollected, the Rue Trente-deux Juillet, then the Rue Cin- | 
| evident that no revenge is to be taken by the lady so inexpiably insulted 


A lady entered! the shop of a marchand de nouveautés for the purpose of | by the garcon de magasin, Popular opinion is unanimous in its con- 


quante-neuf Septembre, then the Rue Cent-quatre-vingts-dix-sept Janvier). 


buying a piece of stuff, when, on her choosing a piece to her liking, the 
garcon de magasin remarked that he considered some of the other articles 
prettier. In an instant the news of the affair spread like wildfire ; all 
Paris was on the tiptoe of expectation; business on the Bourse closed for 
that day, and vast crowds collected on the public places to discuss the 
probabilities as to the form of vengeance likely to be chosen by the lady, 
Meanwhile enterprising tradesmen in the Rue Pétroleuse and the neigh- 
bouring Rues de !’Absinthe, and du Sang, and Place de l’Abattoir, have 
been erecting stands from which the act may possibly be witnessed. The 
seats will be five francs each. Feverish expectation is the order of the clay. 





Later,—Paris is puzzled. The lady who was so grossly and unpar- 
donably insulted by the carcov de magasin in the Rue Pétroleuse (which 
has been altered to-day to the Rue du Gargon Destine) has as yet given 
no sign of taking action, Enquiries have been made of the chemists and 


of thrilled anticipation. Crowds of gaily-attired visitors are flocking 
down the street with the purpose of at least seeing, if not speaking afew 
words with the doomed shopman, who is now entirely bald from having 
parted with locks of his hair to curious visitors, 

Next day.—Paris is more perplexed than ever, as the lady whose 
honour was so ndelibly outraged has not even yet given any sign of the 
approaching ‘‘ execution.” The name of the Kue du Garcon Destine is 
to be altered to ‘‘ Rue de la Vengeance Retardée.” The doomed garcon 

¢ magasin has parted with all his clothes in little shreds to the sight- 
exhausted. 


Lo! here is a learned and legal light, 

Who sees that Miss Justice behaves aright ; 
And a Knight of the Blacking 
(A customer lacking) 

Cries, ‘‘Lor! ’ere’s a beak! Twig his ‘air! 


And here is an officer, blithe and gay, 
A Light Infantry person, in smart array ; 
But ’t would seem that cabby 
Considers him ‘* shabby,” 
And thinks, by his ‘‘ fare,” that the swell’s on 
half-pay ! 


Next day.—The universal expectation has changed to a sentiment of 
unutterable surprise and consternation at the unprecedented delay of the 
insulted lady, and it is even darkly whispered, though with some hesita- 
tion, in certain quarters, that she does not purpose taking any revenge. 
This, however, is too incredible to be true. The Rue de la Vengeance 
Retardée has been altered to ‘* Rue des Soupcons Honteux,” 

Next day.—The universal sentiment of unutterable surprise and conster- 
nation has changed to one of horror, indignation, and disgust. It is 


demnation of the foltronnerie and perfidie of the female; and her hus- 
band, an eminent deputy, has publicly announced his decision to cast 


| her off for ever. The people are loud in their complaint that they have 


been betrayed. It is felt among all circles that France is on the decline. 
The RKue des Soupcons Honteux is to be called ‘* Rue de la Femme 
Perficde.” 

A /ter that.—The orders of the day have been suspended in order that 
the chamber may decide upon the course to be pursued in regard to the 
shameful and unprecedented affair of the Rue de la Femme Perfide, 
The President is of opinion that the welfare of France and the cause of 
murder demands the execution of the defaulting female. It is the first 
execution he has ever approved—but then this offender Aas#’¢ murdered 
anyone, so there are no extenuating circumstances, 
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No Better as Yet! 


WITH the reader’s kind permission, my opinion I would speak 

About this New Year Eighty-five; ’tis now almost a week 
Since on Time's busy stage he made his bbw— 

A lot of stuff was written, and a lot of stuff was said, 

To show that he’d be better than the year that now is dead ; 
But he hasn’t been much different up till now. 





He has worked no transformation that is startling or sublime, 

The papers still are teeming with starvation, vice, and crime, 
And the weather’s still as fickle, you'll allow. 

Politicians at each other are already casting jeers, 

And the lofty folk are scorning those who move in Jower spheres— 
So you see there’s nothing different up till now. 


_ The New Year's cards were bright with many a word of hope and cheer 
armourers all over Paris, but none of them has received a vast order for y pe , 
poisons or revolvers. This only serves to increase the universal feeling | 


Making people think that Eighty-five had only to appear 

To stop all wicked rivalry and ‘‘ row ;” 
But the youngster has deceived us, for he starts just like the rest, 
And even in his infancy he fails to stand the test— 

He has not been an improvement up till now. 


_ On New Year's Eve / vowed that I’d turn over a new leaf, 


But all my resolutions ‘‘ to be good” have come to grief, 
Yea, shattered lies each grand and lofty vow ; 
I suppose ¢ha/'s what's the matter—’tis because we don’t improve, 
That we find we don’t towards the goal of gladness onward move— 
Yes, ‘tis we who are no better up till now, 
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A Telegram* 
From JOuN Buty, Great Britain, 
: 4 TO 
Fun, Esa., Piet Strect. 
| Handed in at 12.30a.m., Fan, 1, 1885. 


AT twelve o’clock this morn 

An infant New Year was born ; 

And his tone, as I saw him arrive, 
Seemed to promise that he would thrive, 
Ife already begins to crow, 

And a *‘ noticing” air to show. 

Ife says on this Jand of ours 

{ell exert all his finest pow’rs ; 

I believe, if he’s treated well, 

Ife won’t be much of a ** sell.” 

J trust, to your readers and you, 
Of blessings he’ll bring not a few ; 
Of happiness may he be full, 

!-or you and for 


Yours, JOHN BOLL. 
m with any other New \ 


Octavius Ebenezer Potts. 


HIS FILOSOFY—CHICKWEED. 

| owes much to its riters, but 
radesmen; we kood live with- 
, but not withowt bred. 

Thair iz no moar pretty word in the 
langwige than ‘‘frenship,’’ and no wurd 
that meens less. 

Feminine buty iz the rock of maskeline 
intelligense. 

There is very little nown in relashun too 
jeenus, the opportunities for observashun of 
the saim being fue and far between. 


- wurl 
ts t 


i) 










































ZS. —7——“a _Impresshuns are ezier formed than got 
fe ea rid cv 
- a — . = aa . ~ = e ; ° . 
Yy BE Z- If yew ve got an ass to argue with yew 
- 4 tinge —* ° ° } 7 . . 
en a om mai just az well adress yeurself to his tale 
—— ~~ = | . i, ee 
< | az his hed. 
} 6 Po. a) | , ec ° 
IONING DAY CHARGES,” — Double 
ah , 7 VW . T > = ra ? i Ph T 
THE NEW GUINEA PRIG.—A SPECIMEN OF GERMAN CLOWNING. fares on the tramcars. 
- ae , 
New Volumes. Lrice One Shilling. Post-free, 1s. 24d. 
LN as,—From month to month it is a pleasure to record our Ty CD V Hj ie © TL © LU LD SS: 
— 7) ‘ Qe 4 } 4 / I~ " . or j 4 ‘ . r ‘ ae wr) Y oh OA Tf* TT 
ud mirati ne tk i ) , usty Vaca-ine sou holks, A STORY OF LOVE AND REVENGE, 
cond y Mary May i y na n tis! ion Of 
Bye ( kins lie , By JOHN LATEY, Junr. 
ra pl yt! erior na Imber, which W potas oe * 
ke of si ul If at wer bestow higher ¢ ses 2: Me 
mm) n re now ! lor i554 are “ TRUT Says 
fore us, 1 ? ‘ ne, if ¢ r¢ I estim re ¢ ily I ight t ive tl inked y r ‘ Love ( louds,’ to whose title 1 ll were attra ted 
uusted when any other than those of reme satisfaction cannot be y toa flower. But the title could hardly have prepared you 
‘ 1 } F = } t y 
he art crary talent, t! lection of s “ g ‘ Dark Days’ style of story 
| 4 , i ' " c ¢ 
' {ty R layf c f { cy, al artfulness of putting : PUNCH . sa y 
4 ether es, or * . , ie be es, how a mastery over | : I Love Cloud weil wortn ¢ mendat 
' ; ; a pe, and genuine sensat 
ne. I to comn - are hat | ce fa as above everv Ee = ' 
he vazin eC, th e Saint’s con yr is, to speak, | Uniform with the above, 
every ** Dodge 
g WELO LIVED THBRE 
sy gee Lod . , By THE AUTHOR OF “*My NEIGHBOUR NELLIE,’ . 
‘(Mer frinds !’’ croaked an Inish teetotal lecturer (there are not many (ia 
f them by the way). ‘* Me frinds, the ould year’s closing scenes are | The , Bes 4 : ; 
generally jist half an hour too late bedad! Fur, bar Saturdays and ell written tale called ‘ Billy Po ms, aru dita esis pemeen ies ts cay 
7 - { "Ss 4 } P ‘ | 1 7 ‘ ; “se ° ; ’ , A -} = ones i a a ne tcnuer verses, 
Sundays, dont they begin about twilve thurty the firrst of January, whin ted, * I resin the Fire 
toime yintlemen! to:me has been calle: ral tol _ ; ' a 
th as i 6é ’ , ve | ) % Y 
< yr ‘ ‘ -~y . wr yy y , . “ 
FUN OFFICE, 153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 











“The Richest, Softest, and wost |! 


Fal vented tus 


ever in 


seear 









neckitts - 
Biue 














le 


oA 


"ae 















} t 1 
ner tea 

] t ; 
} 


er ee — en Se eS eee ee 





ae 







Sui: lay Schi ol Teacher,—'** Now, THE 


FERI. ABASED 2?” 


Norah.—‘*A BASTE? SHURE IT’ 


U, 


/ 


-— S 
> 


! 


ih 


OOK SAY 


ee ee es eo 


ih age 


: Yip Wy? / 
me 
hy Vif Si) 
/ Yj /, 
: > / 


j 
ia f 


ASS-TONISHING, 


H 


THE BLUNDERBERRYS AT BREAKFAST, 
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FRE, ‘TIE FFI 


ro BE A CRAYTURE—A DONKEY, MuM.” 


‘© Oit, I am so glad,” cried Mrs. Blunderberry excitedly, as she waved 


her elbow. ‘Solomon, have you seen it? 
dear Princess Beatrice is going to be married at last. I 


1 
} 


on in the air and tipped the toast into the sugar-basin with 


I{ave you read it? That 
9» 


the bloater he was busily engaged in dissecting. 


pretty story 
Then, after a pause, he added, ‘‘ The story book 
than to make marriage a reward for good boys. No; 


m 
Ww 


into a hoop, you could, on an emergency, be used as a wedding ring. 
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> ought to get married. 


hy ;ecause she’s so nice and so go 
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‘“Why?” asked Mr. Blunderberry grumpily, without looking up from 


10n; th t’ why 


**Oh, I daresay !”’ sneered her lord and master. ‘£* Acc 
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ooks every nice, good girl is rewar led with 
writers know better 
they 
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‘*That’s why there are so few good husbands,” retorted Mrs, Blun- 
derberry with a snift of triumph. 
**Ugh! Why don’t you set yourself up as the child’s guide to matni- 
ony? If it wasn't for the cold weather, you might go about, disguised 


ith a bow and arrow, as Cupid. 


If you were beaten out thin, and bent 


‘Well, Solomon, I know what I’m talking about, and I a glad the 
Princess Beatrice is going to be married.” 


‘‘ Ugh !—you old match-maker.” 


“What? What, Mrs. B.? Morm 
in’t you ashamed of yourself? Do I 


04%—in your Own proper person, av 


h, Mrs. Blunderberry, Mrs, Blunder 


your own to be a feminine Lbrigham 
** Sol n, you know I didn’t me 
r Iw er have anothe 
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inderstand your 
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Say what you like, I’d marry everybody if I could.” 


and under 


my 


own roof! 
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marry everybody. 
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**Stop, woman, stop! That way madness lies. Why don’t you get 
a coat of many colours and a trumpet, and set yourself up as a herald’s 
college? With a dozen or so extra arms to wave in the air as branches, 
with little medallions hung to each, you’d make a splendid family-tree. 
You only want to be engrossed on vellum, with a few unknown mon- 
sters emblazoned down your left side, to become a highly respectable 
pedigree. Youre almost old enough, and musty enough asit is, to be a 
parish register.” 

*€ You may go on like that, Solomon, till you’rea widower, but I shall 
still say all the same I’m glad the Princess Beatrice has found a husband.” 

‘Bah! Do you think the Queen’s youngest daughter has been 
hunting around for a marriageable male, and is going to hold Prince 
Henry up between her finger and thumb, as the clown does in the 
pantomime when he says, ‘I’ve found a farthing’? Do you imagine 
husbands have been playing hide-and-seek with her for the last twenty 
years? ‘Founda husband?’ Where do you suppose she found him? 
Think German princes are concealed in the water-butt at Osborne, 
waiting to be hi-spy-hi’d and married? Found a husband! What, in 
the name of Ifymen, makes you suppose she ever lost one?” 

‘* No, dear, of course she didn’t, or else she’d be a widow. I’m not 
so foolish as you think Iam. You may try to confuse me; but, all the 
same, | don’t see why you should forbid the banns when Mr. Gladstone 
says Ae don’t mind.” 

‘‘ Forbid the banns? No, no—let ’em be married; I hope they'll 
like it,’ said Mr, Blunderberry bitterly. ‘*If the Princess wants a few 
hints for worrying a husband into an early grave, let her apply at this 
genteel semi-detached villa. All I know is, that if I were single you 
wouldn't catch——” 

“© The omnibus, Solomon—the omnibus,” shrieked his better half, and 
Mr. Blunderberry was on his way to the front gate before he had com- 


tense 


peaerroer. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 

HE BADDELEY. 
—It is perhaps 
unnecessary to 
explain that this 
is not the name 
of a theatre; it 
was originally 
that of an indivi- 
dual, but time 
and circum- 
stances have ob- 
literated the in- 
dividual entirely, 
so that its sole 
significance now 
is **cake.” It is 
pretty generally 
known, more- 
over, that the in- 
dividual referred 
to left one hun- 
dred pounds ‘‘in 
the Three per 
Cents” that the 
interest thereon 


bursed in cake 
and punch on 
Twelfth Night 
for the delecta- 
tion of the actors 
ofthe Drury Lane 
company. Could 
the ninety-one years dead-and-gone testator have been present at Old 
Drury last Twelfth Night—albeit the festival scarce commenced till 
Twelfth Night waned—he would have been fully satisfied that the master 
of finance, ‘‘ Gus” Harris, had laid out the three pounds at his disposal 
to the very best advantage. Where the pantomime was so expeditiously 
put to, so that the elaborate feast was so promptly ready, is one of those 
mysteries we cannot expect Mr. Harris to explain lest rivals be unfairly 
benefitted. Where the good things provided were put to is another 
matter, and the large assembly of all that is good and beautiful, and 
wise and great, with the slight moiety of the insignificant (one of whom 
Nestor caught sight of in a casual mirror) always and increasingly pre- 
sent on these occasions, are answerable for much; but shall I be far 
wrong in guessing that many a scene-shifter’s expectant wife, or extra- 
lady’s mamma, were gladdened at heart by the surreptitious scrap or the 


snapped-up unconsidered trifle? And a good job too! 





SANGER’s,—Having a pantomime here, you may bet your hat Lady 
Godiva is in it somewhere. What’s the use of having ‘‘a magnificent 
white palfrey ” if you don’t use it, eh? And here she is as large as life 
and giving every excuse for Peeping Tom. She is a medieval Mrs, 
Ww (1 leave you to guess who), and in the person of Miss Lizzie 
Kelsey sings a topical song with uncommon spirit, as well as acting 
generally with sprightliness. The pantomime is called V/d Dame Trot, 
and Mother Hubbard, and St. George and the Dragon and the Seven 
Champions (St. George seems to make eight, but I'm not quite clear 
about that) all get involved in it somehow, It’s a very well got-up 
pantomime, with plenty of fun in it. Little Sandy was very funny (he has 
unfortunately hurt his leg since, I’m sorry to hear, and so, strangely 
enough, has the harlequin in the same piece, and in exactly the same 
way, though with a different leg—speedy recovery to them both. There 
is an anxious little boy who leads a chorus of juvenile hunters, and 
Coventry seems to run a good deal to unusual animals in its streets, 
besides at one time exhibiting the presen of a pair of pink legs 
dangling from the sky, There ought to be a good deal of talk during 
the next month or so of the Grand Pavilion of Pageantry, which is very 
brilliant, and the Bird Ballet, in which live parroquets and such like 
decorate the dancers, is certain of that fate, it is as effective as it is novel. 
The company is a right sprightly one, and among them can dance most 
things. Miss Carrie Lee Stoyle is an ideal and shapely St. George, 
and, Carrie though she be, decidedly fetching ; Messrs. Harry Stuart, 
Harry Malcolm, Fred. Shepherd and E Falcon, are all as pantomimically 
funny as can be desired ; Miss Violet Russell is ‘‘a duck of an Elaine,” 
and Miss Grant Washington (you bet that's like a name and address all 
in one) asserts individuality from the ruck of the champions by singing 
exceptionally well—bless you, Nestor found her out, in spite of a little 
kangaroo pretending it was he ! 

Ni AND WINKS.—On Saturday week Zhe Sorcerer was played 1 


Duke at che f Edin 





might be dis- | 





John Child commenced his ‘‘annual series of four recitals” at St. 


‘eorge’s Hall on Thursday last (of which more anon) ; the remaining 
haat ane the 29th instant, February 19th, and March 14th. Those who 
have experienced a taste of Mr, Child’s quality need no recommendation 
from me to try him again.—Mr. Harry St. Maur contemplates pro- 
ducing a new comedy-drama at the Imperial shortly. It is from the pen 
of Miss Emelie De Witt, a lady who may be remembered as having 
figured as an actress in a short season at Sadler’s Wells : or even better, 
as an exponent of the heroine of Plot and /assion at a morning per- 
formance at the Vaudeville. Miss De Witt will take part in her own 
piece.— Venice, or the Lady of the Locket, an original comic piece in 
three acts, by Messrs. H. Hamilton and W. Fullerton, will be produced 
at the Empire when Miss St. John joins the company; Mr. H. Bracy 
will also be in the cast.—At the Lyceum it is in contemplation to play 
The Hunchback at matinées, with Miss Anderson as Julia, as a sort of 
relief from Juliet (relief to Miss Anderson, of course).—Mr. Boucicault’s 
Ola Heads and Young Hearts will be the next (and probably the last) 
production of the present Haymarket management.—Mr. Charles H, 
Ross has given a very funny title to the ‘‘ operatic drama” he and Mr. 
Frank Musgrave have concocted—BSelphegor, or the Tumbler Broke, 
tickles you up into the laughing mood at the very start.—Sazs/s and 
Sinners, at the Vaudeville, has passed its hundredth representation 


with flying colours, NESTOR. 








An Old Offender. 
(Or, ST. JINGO’s OFFER.) 


(‘*The new Jingoism is just as unreasonable as the old, and far more dangerous,’ 


—Spectator.] 
St. J. (407.) THERR’s a something in the air, 
A sort of warlike scare, 
And my pet word ‘‘annexation” now on sundry lips I hear, 
Many a Tory organ speaks 
With loud hysteric shrieks, 
And the dogs of war are eager to resume their mad career ! 


And I, who was adored 
By the thoughtless Tory horde 
Once more perceive a chance of making people go insane. 
Though my deeds make many sob, 
You may bet I’m on the job, 
If there’s gore about, why (a /a clown) lo! here I am again! 


Even so-called Liberal prints 
Are indulging in strange hints, 
And seem to thirst for greed and gore as though some magic wand 
Had caused them to exult 
In the rabid Tory ‘‘ cult,” — 
All of which revives my spirits, which were ’ginning to despond. 


I have therefore called to see 
If I any use can be, 
These gore and glitter tactics I can very quickly fan. 
In about a tick, you know, 
I can call fiends from below— 
Yes, to rouse up warfare’s hellish crowd, I fancy I’m your man, 


Make me your God again, 
Absolutely let me reign, 
And havoc and dire slaughter will I scatter far and wide. 
Through the earth from end to end 
Red ruin will I send, 
And your fathers, sons, and brothers will I soon destroy with pride, 
* * * * * * 
FUN’S reply. 
What, again you dare appear ! 
Dare again your head to rear, 
In this nation which, some years ago, you struggled to degrade ! 
We do not need your guile 
In our well-beloved Isle, 
So avaunt! If there be cazse to fight, the Briton’s not dismayed. 


If to war we have to go, 
(Which the Fates forbid !) the foe 
Will find that England’s still as brave as in the days of yore, 
On land or on the sea 
True patriots are we, 
50 we require no help from you, O God of Greed and Gore, 


For justice and the right 
We courageously will fight, 
And not as you would have us, just for fancied slights alone, 
No! each true British breast 
Will for bravery stand the t 
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Treacherous Tipperary. 


[Tipperary has rejected the candidate recommended by Mr. Parnell, 
and by that fiery prelate, Archbishop Croke. ] 


Och, list to a story av base ingratichude 
(Which, as ye know, is the wurrust of vices), 
’Tis relatin’ to Tipperary’s attichude, 
And is likely to cause our Parnell a crisis. 
Up till now, begorra, we damed it thrue to us, 
And e’en thrated that county in manner airy ; 
But now, be the pow’rs! it up and says ‘* Pooh !”’ to us— 
What a smack in the oi from Tipperary ! 





That county has dared to decloine the candidate 
Purthy Parnell had sint down for election, 

Wid instructions, d’ye moind, to look out for a handy date, 
Yes, our Layder has suffered rejection. 

Och hone! tare an’ ’ounds! wirrasthrue! an’ the rest av it, 
Shall we stand this gratchewitous insult ?—(quary ?)— 

Oh! we groan that Parnell hasn’t got the best av it— 
What a smack in the oi from Tipperary ! 


Is this the returrn for the blissings we’ve scatthered so? 
Kefusin’ our chice, wan Misther O’Connor? 

Are our hopes in that county to all be shatthered so? 
Is a slur to be cyast on aich Layguer’s honour ? 

Sure, we'd fling down our coats, and say, ‘* Trid on the tails 

av ’em!” 

Were it not that just now we must be more wary— 

But hurroo! we’ve just beaten our foes!—(hear the wails av’em!) | 
And we'll run our O’Connor for Tipperary. 


Going in a Bust-er! | 
ANOTHER striking bust, it seems, has recently been made 
Of the Premier, against whom much Tory hatred is displayed : 
We're certain that the G. O. M. is worthy of our trust, 
But the Jingo folk would like to see him altogether ‘‘ bust,”’ 








At West Ilam lately, John and Ellen were accused of 
stealing some plated spoons and forks. What more natural, 
therefore, that among those instrumental in bringing the 
atfair to an issue should be Detective Hallmark? There 
must be sterling qualities in a man of his stamp. 





VERY ‘* SHOCKING.’’—The earthquake in Spain. | 



































THICK OR THIN, 


Small Boy.—‘*I WANTS A NICE HADDICK, PLEASE.” 
Fishmonger.—**‘ DO YOU WANT A ‘ FINNON’?” 
Small Boy.—** No, I DON’T; I WANTS A Fick ’uN.” 
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WINTER EXHIBITIONS. 


THE ROYAL ACADEMY AND THE GROSVENOK 
GALLERY, 


Ir may be laid downasa general proposition that not to admire every 


work on view in exhibitions of pictures by old masters and deceased 
modern masters, constitutes extreme heresy ; but the public will have 
their faith in the miraculous powers of certain departed brethren of the 
brush, strained to the uttermost in order to accept many of the produc- 
tions now exhibited at Burlington House and the Grosvenor Gallery as 
meritorious works of art. There are numbers of sane-looking paintings 
in both shows, more or less cracked. The anomaly adds to their in- 
terest. 

To begin with the Academy entertainment. A ‘‘ Portrait of Eliza- 
beth, Marchioness of Lothian,” by Sir Joshua Keynolds, is as delicate 
in colour as Dresden china, and the lady in question presents the 


suddenly after having her face thickly enamelled with créme de lis, Sir 
Edwin Landseer’s life-size figure of ‘fA Fallen Monarch ’’—repre- 
senting the British Lion lying dead on a Turkey sponge—is a veritable 
bit of nature. The bilious hue of Johann Zoffany’s work, ‘‘ Portraits of 
Colonel Blair and Family,” bears out the truth of the statement that the 
picture was painted in India. ‘Saltash, Devon,” by Turner, is a grand 
masterpiece. Would that the Exhibition hash were flavoured with 
much more such salt. Sir Joshua Reynolds shows satisfactorily what 
semen power he possessed by the magnificent portrait, ‘‘ Miss Penelope 
Soothby.”’ 

Watdtonen of tea-board painting will be delighted to find that the 
various Jans, Jans Van, and numberless other “‘ vans,” contribute the 
usual quantity of highly-polished Dutch metal pictures. _. 

While in the gallery chiefly devoted to the Italian school idolisers of 
scriptural subjects painted in rich blues, reds, yellows, purples, greens, 
and oranges, may sit down in the centre of the room and suck oranges (if 
the y will oT ly put t he | ee] in their ] ( ket ) and gaze serenely at thie 
‘aad , ‘eturec that de the walls to their heart 


A 


content. In our opinion, one of the best works in the Academy show is a 
simple study by Velasquez, entitled, ‘* Head of a Man.” 

The Grosvenor Gallery is entirely devoted to an exhibition of works 
of Gainsborough, and a collection of drawings by that fantastic humour- 
ist, the late Richard Doyle, Gainsborough’s works, of course, forming 
the chiefattraction. His portrait of ‘‘ David Garrick” is said to be an 
excellent likeness of that versatile ‘genius; the actor wears a tolerably 
happy expression considering that he is propped up bareheaded against 


| a pedestal in dismal grounds, while a dank, damp riverside-looking fog 


is creeping up towards him in the background, ‘‘ Colonel St. Ledger”’ 
is another interesting portrait. The gallant colonel was born in 1756, 
became a great friend of the Prince of Wales, an! was made Colonel of 
First Foot Guards in 1782, which shows that promotion in the army 
was considerably more rapid in the good old days tlian it is at present. 
Colonel St. Ledger once gained great distinction by making one of a 
party who gave an extravagant dinner. This proves that glory was not 


appearance of a reckless dame who has ventured into a hot room tov | 89 terribly difficult to gain in the good old days as it is in our unappre- 


ciative times. We hardly think the warrior’s head compares favourably 
with Lord Wolseley’s. Yet in his day he was quite as much talked about. 

‘* The Blue Boy” alone is worth a visit to see, and makes up for much 
of the flimsy stuff which has been thought deserving of hanging. Most 
great men perpetrate bad work, and the popular painter of ‘* Master 
Jonathan Buttall, the Blue Boy,” was no exception tu the rule, It isa 
pity that the inferior specimens of this talented painter's work were not 
excluded from the gallery. The above remarks apply to the Doyle col- 
lection. We have the greatest respect for the fanciful sketches of the 
true-hearted man who, years ago, threw up a lucrative appointment on 
a comic contemporary from conscientiously religious scruples. Because 
of our veneration for his ability we sorrow to see so many of his 
historical weaknesses exposed to public view. 

The versatility of Richard Doyle’s talent can easily be tested by com- 
paring his drawing, ‘' Battle of Elves and Crows,” with his charming 
work entitled *‘Isel Hall.” Doyle never thrust himself impertinently 
forward ; but when he died England lost and missed a great, though 

nabie t artist. 
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AIRY FORMS. 
{On and after 1st January forms of certificate will lie at the post-offices, and any one bringing et age to post may fill up one ot those forms with the name and 
° 


address of the person to whom the parcel is directed, when the officer in attendance will stamp the form with the office stamp. 7Zhis certificate, it must be clearly 
understood, does not indicate that any liability attaches to the Postmaster-General in the event of loss or damage.) 
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There's a stupid, hard, matter-of-fact business friend of ours who can't understand any little delicate attention like the above. He took a parcel to post. ‘‘ Would 
you like to fill up a form? What sort of form would you prefer?” asked the officer in attendance most genially. 
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Some days after he called again. ‘“‘ Wher that parcel? he 1 ked “Why * A ‘You’ " aad j aly, 

‘ ’ he called again. Vhere’s that parcel?” he ask y, it’s lost,” replied the officer. ‘“‘ You'd better f ” sai 
one, “‘or recoup me.” ‘Can't do either,” said the officer. ‘‘ Then what was the form I filled up for?” See 
. ” . . ° . ° . 
intercourse, and amuse both,” said the officer ; and such, indeed, were the kindly aiins of the P. M. G. 
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“ LOITERING AND FREQUENTING.” 


Police Constable J. B—“NOW THE 
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THE MAID-OF-ALL-WORK: A STORY OF 
OSTENTATION. 


Ir was their first ; there are people like that, people who look almost 
like you and me, only not nearly so beautiful. During fifteen years they 
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had managed to live and grow fat without a menial in a cap awry and a 
heavy hand with one’s best dessert service. They had managed to live 
with the help of an occasional charwoman and a man twice a year for 
window-cleaping and weeding the garden, but when Mr. Smythers re- 
ceived his long-expected promotion, and had a desk all to himself in 
‘* the office,” with an increase of salary of twenty pounds a year, it was 
immediately decided by Mrs. Smythers that they must start a maid-of- 
all-work,—call her general servant if you will. 

She was asgeneral servants generally are, dishevelled asto hair, disagree- 
able as to temper, and obtuse as a milestone with the miles obli- 
terated, 

But at first she was a joy and aglory. Mrs, Smythers felt like a feudal 
chieftain when she commanded Elizar Ann to change her cap, her badge 
of servitude, twice a week, It was a triumph to tell her that servants 
must not ‘*answer,” nor be cross, nor ill, that they must always hand 
letters with clean hands, although they have just been scouring the 
kettle ; it was a pure delight to lead her into those prim paths of strict 
morality where followers are less welcome than pickpockets, 

And then a cloud appeared on the horizon ; the picture was dimmed, 
the ambrosial cup had now and then a flavour of wormwood, 

‘* Capital Irish stew, this,” said Mr, Smythers, in his happy innocence, 

‘* Capital—with that horrid flavour of onions !” 

** Well, yes; there zs a little too much of the onion,” Mr. Smythers 
acknowledged, basely, 

And straightway Mrs. Smythers exclaimed, 

‘“*Take this disgusting mess away, Elizar Ann, and don’t call me 
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j m 1s the only wi rd allowed in genteel circles,” 
Mr. Smythers } nly a perspiring cheese for dinner that d 
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from the office next day. Mrs, Smythers, on the contrary, was sombre 
as a Scotch Sunday, and responded to her lord’s City gossip with a— 

‘You haven’t heard about Elizar Ann?” aah 

‘‘No,” returned Mr. Smythers, thinking of burglary, suicide, infanticide. 

‘* Well, she has broken the sugar basin.” 

‘‘ That all? It didn’t cost eighteenpence !” 

‘‘But that eighteenpence, Mr. Smythers, I am going to deduct from 
her wages for the sake of the example. And I beg you won't go and 
fetch your slippers yourself, but ring the bell and tell Elizar Ann to 
bring them. What's the use of having a general servant if you're obliged 
to find your slippers yourself? But you never had any proper self respect, 
Mr. Smythers, and—and I’ll deduct one shilling and ninepence, for I’m 
sure that saucer wasn’t cracked before she came.”’ 

When Elizar Ann brought master his shaving water some three days 
later, it appears that he looked at her. He positively gazed at his 
general servant. There was no use denying the fact, he had even 
‘‘made eyes” at his general servant. Why should he deny it? She 
was a pretty kind of girl for people who liked that blowsy style of com. 
plexion, and long arms, and monstrous feet, and a waist that was forty 
inches round if it was one. Some people had such coarse tastes. And 
of course, when a master had long talks with his servant in the street— 


in the open street. ’ . A 
Here Mr. Smythers cut himself savagely, and raised his meck voice in 


protestation. , 
‘Talked to Elizar Ann in the street? It’s ridiculous—monstrous !- 
Just asked her to get me another shaving brush, for all the hairs are 


dropping out of this—look aS ae 


at it!” 

That evening Mr. Smy- | 
thers came home rather — AT = 
late and rather rosy; he ' Si | 
had been at the annual 
dinner of the Three Jolly 
Postboys’ Club, and it was 
amazing how fondly in- 
clined he felt towards his 
species, even when repre- 
sented by Mrs. Smythers, 
with her hair in curl 
papers. 

**Give me a kiss, Ange- 
lica,’ he exclaimed, bois- 
terously throwing his hat 
on to the sideboard. 
‘*What a splendid moon 
itis!” But Angelica only 
answere | enigmatically, 

**A pound used to last 
us four days.” 

**Don’t you remember 
when we used to go court- 
ing by the riverside, Ange- 
lica, when there used to 
be moons like these—when 
the poetry of motion——”’ 

** I'll count the lumps of 
sugar to-morrow,” said 
Mrs. Smythers, falling 
asleep. 

And then came the crisis, 
Smythers had said at din- 
ner that he didn’t mind red 
hair, and Elizar nn had a head like a comet. It began in the middle 
of the night ; it began with sudden gasps and sobs and a {flood of tears 
that saturated the pillows in two minutes and a half, 

** What is it, my own dearest?” inquired Mr. Smythers drowsily, 

** Oh—ooh—ooh—oh! Let me go home to mamma.” 

** It must be a nervous attack—where are the salts?” 

** You know—you know you said it—in your sleep !” 

‘* Said what ?’ 

*¢ Said—El—Elizar Ann, and—ooh—ooh—you—you confess that you 
adore red hair—and hers is—carrots !” 

In one bound Mr. Smythers was in Elizar Ann’s bedroom. 

_ “Now, get up, Elizar Ann; get up, and go away immediately. 
You're an excellent servant ; you’re one of the best hands at an upper 
crust I have known; you almost make rice pudding eatable. But, 
there, Mrs, Smythers is convinced I’m in love with you, and——” 

‘“*In love with me! I'll Missus Smythers her-——” 

‘I know, I know she’s idiotic, but she is Mrs. Smythers. I think 
you hideous, repulsive, disgusting ; but, for heaven’s sake ! go away at 
once. Here’s a pound—two pounds—ten—but go. For one more week 
[ Smythers and her first servant will 1: traightway int 
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Situate beside a distant ocean, SSS 


Far from mighty European nations, w 


Uninhabited or only dwelt in == 


By a despicable race of niggers, 


Somehow happens to attract attention = —1 


To the simple fact of its existence ; 
Either no one thinks a jot about it, 
Or, if thinking, thinks it doesn’t matter, | 
But should they who learn of its existence | 
Also get a pretty strong suspicion 

That some other fellows are designing 

To annex that certain bit of country, 

And to such an end begin to loiter | 
Nigh its shores and to frequent its harbours ; 
Thereupon the once-neglected region | 
Grows into a region of importance 

In the eyes of all that look upon it, | 
Then arises an engrossing question, | 
3reeding cause for serious heart-burnings : 

If this waif of land can be adopted 

By the first that likes to play the parent, 

Which of all shall grab the foster-darling, 

Who shall be the fortunate annexor ? 

And the principle on which ’tis settled wi 
Seems to be the old one—‘‘ Ev’ry person 

For himself, and devil take the hindmost !” 


A Comet-y without any Tragedy. 


[Mr. Knobel, of the Royal Astronomical Society, says that he lately 
'* picked up” Encke’s comet, at Braintree, at the precise hour indicated in 
astronomical calculations, ] 


WE need not Enck(e)quire too intently, methinks, 
Regarding these strange astronomic high jinks, 
But all will admit that this scientist elf, | 
Who comets *‘ picks up” without hurting himself, yor 
Acted Knobely, and so, may his fame flourish long, = 
For he with a comet can com(e)-it most strong. 





Tue ‘‘ Derby Stakes” won't be on for some months yet, 
but a good many people are making a great fuss iust now 
about what they call the ‘* Derby (Mis)-stakes.” 
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A TEMPTING OFFER, 


— Shoeblack (to Elderly Inebriate).—‘* SHINE YER Boots, SIR? PuT vYRR 
FOOT UP ’ERE, SIR! I’LL POLISH YER BOOTS AS BRIGHT AS LOOKIN’ 
GLASSES, SO AS YOU'LL BE ABLE SO SEE ’OW TER FIX YER FACF PROPER 
AFORE GOIN’ ’OME TO WISIT THE Missus,” 








MORE FROM PARIS. 


SHE was really a good little wife, and full of the domestic virtues. 
She absolutely doted on her husband, and would have done anything 
for him—rolled cigarettes all day long, read out to him all the latest 
theatrical notices—anything. No, she was not one of your heartless, 
artificial, brainless little things, devoted to pleasure : far from it. 

‘* She is a treasure—a pearl,” mused Monsieur her husband. ‘‘ But 
truly her life is dull, poor little! Her cheek grows pale for want of the 
enlivenment. The theatre palls upon her; she tires herself of the Bois ; 
the ball wearies her; she dries of exs:uz.” 

He went and patted her curly head compassionately. ‘* You yearn 
for some fresh diversion, sweet one, is it not?” he said. 

A slight rose tinge touched her cheek ; she clasped her hands lightly, 
with a slight sigh. 

‘‘T knew it,” he said tenderly. ‘‘ This little face grows pale with 
dullness ; can my poor little suggest a new diversion?” 

She looked at him wistfully—longingly ; her rosebud lips parted with 
eagerness ; her eye sparkled at some unexpressed idea. 

‘© Speak,” he whispered. ‘‘ What thing of new would delight——?” 

‘‘Tt is not much,” she replied at length, ‘‘ It isa little thing; but, 
oh! what pleasure—what diversion. Hold, if I could only be the nearest 
relation of some one who had murdered somebody! Not a dull, com- 
monplace assassination—my faith, no! But a proper sensational dra- 
matic crime! Will you kill somebody? It does not matter whom ; 
only it must be a cruel deed. Say, then, is it not? Then the good 
judge will give me tickets for the trial, let us see, is it not? And, my 
faith ! all my female friends that they will be jealous, for example.” 

He pressed her admiringly to his heart, and mused: ‘*A thousand 
faiths, let us see! Hold now, what could be more natural and as it 
must. Am I not deputy—poet—eminent literaturer? Will it not amuse 
the little ? and, beyond, will it not render me famous?” 

He called excitedly on his good friend the judge. The judge was de- 


lighted with the idea. They enlarged upon it between them, those two ; 











‘* You shall murder Jules, your clerk, because he is in love with ma- 
dame, and you shall throw him in the Seine in the presence of a large 
crowd, who shall clap! I shall be distinguished too! And we will have 
a wax model made, representing the whole tragedy, and I shall be in 
it!’ exclaimed the judge, beside himself with joy. 

** But you will make the giving of tickets for the trial a great honour 
—the obtaining them a great difficulty? This is the great point, in order 


that madame may be the centre of envy. You will send her special 


tickets, on pink satin?” 

‘*Tt shall be done, what you say, for example ! ’ exclaimed the judge, 
eagerly. And they shook hands over it, and arranged details. The 
affair is at present actively arranged, and is expected to be a success of 
the most incredible. 


Real Cause for Sorrow. 


FuN lately met a distracted swain standing moodily on the Thames 
Embankment and gazing fixedly on the pure and limpid waters that were 
flowing silently on towards the sea, He was tearing his luxuriant 
tresses out in handfuls, and despair and frenzy were marked upon every 
feature of his careworn countenance, ‘‘* Why this anguish ?” asked Fun, 
ever ready to succour the suffering, ‘* thy loved one rejected thee?” 
‘* Alas! I know not” replied he, ‘‘I have bad no opportunity of learn- 
ing. To-day, I dressed myself in all my best, and rushed madly to her 
house to offer her my hand and heart; but, on arriving at her father’s 
doorstep, I found to my horror that I looked a fright. And then I re- 
membered that I had forgotten to use, before leaving home, Hamilton’s 
Patent Portable Trousers Stretcher ; and so I rushed away again,” Poor 
fellow ! his distress of mind is easily understood, 





A CERTAIN popular author announces a new novel called *‘ Malt,” 
Doubtless the “‘ temperance” party will consider that the story needs 


some (m)alteration. 
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KNICKNACKS. 


Ir an American millionaire sees an unmarried daughter drifting into 
4 state of sweet melancholy, he invariably asks her if she would like to 
be aprincess, Woman-like, she 
jumps at the idea, and is half 
cured atonce. Pa and the young 
lady pack up their traps prompt- 
ly, and make tracks for the sunny 
blue-skied land of yellow vine- 
leaves, mellow white marble, 
lizards, and _ princes—Italy— 
beautiful Italy. On arriving at 
the precise spot he has fixed on, 
the millionaire takes rooms in 
the best hotel, goes to his sleep- 
ing apartment, mixes and im- 
bibes a private cocktail (for 
though he is ready to trust Ita- 
lian princes, he will not trust 
Italian drinks) and starts off to 
find a scion of royalty. Within 
an hour or so the object of his 
search is discovered, unwashed, 
perhaps, and seated in some 
tenth-rate restaurant playing 
dominoes, But no matter! he 
7s a prince, and the next day the 
millionaire’s daughter is mar- 
ried tohim, All are happy, especially the prince. Later on such a young 
lady generally hasa return of melancholy, But it isn’t sweet melancholy. 





THE patriot business is not at all a bad branch of industry to follow. 
Mr. Parnell has already done capitally by engaging in this occupation, 
and Mr. Healy’s latest /es/7monia/ from his admirers amounts to £1,000, 
While the peasantry are starving, the agitators fatten on ould Erin, 
There’s one comfort, neither Mr. Parnell nor Mr, Healy are likely men 
to spend much of their profits on dynamite. 


ARCHDEACON DENISON is an able, eloquent man, but he is too am- 
bitious in his flights of fancy. Kecently the respected Archdeacon 
cleared his throat loudly, and soared wildly into the mysterious regions 
of the adulterated cheese question. Finally, and with great declamatory 
power, the Archdeacon bade everybody eat the ‘* sweet cheese of Ched- 
dar instead of filthy substitutes of English or American manufacture.” 
In his enthusiasm, however, Archdeacon Denison lost sight of the fact 
that the large mass of English and American-manufactured cheese is any- 
thing but filthy, and he forgot also that if the Somerset manufacturers of 
genuine ‘*Cheddar” were multiplied a hundredfold, they would find 
some difficulty in supplying everybody of the cheese-eating fraternity 
with sufficient material even to make a yearly Welsh rarebit. 


Tue Archdeacon predicts all sorts of pains and penalties for the per- 
sistent consumers of American cheese, and advises people ‘‘ never to 
touch or go near ” this popular article of milk curd food. Had he made 
the same remarks anent Limburg cheese, we could have understood the 
raison d etre of his counsel. To our knowledge several innocent would- 
be gourmands have been either suffocated suddenly by the amazing fumes, 
or paralysed promptly by the pungent flavour of this all-powerful and 
much beloved luxury. 





SOME men are almost pathetic in the delicate way they explain cause 
and effect. We met Brown the other day, and remarked in our most 
jubilant manner that he looked very ill. ‘‘ I’m feeling dreadful,” said 
Brown ; “‘ fact is, I went out last night to dinner, and had two or three 
glasses of champagne. At least—when I say two or three,” he con- 
tinued, *‘ you know what I mean.” We assured him we didn’t know 
what he meant, and strode away hastily. 


MOuRNFUL British subjects who are so muchly distressed about our 
Navy being in such a starved-out, neglected condition, may derive 
comfort and joy from the glad tidings that the (Queen’s yacht has been 
refitted for the paltry sum of £50,000. It appears, too, that all the 
fittings have been made in the most luxurious style for this monetary 
trifle. Should such businesslike economy as this be shown for a few 
more years, we shall be able to build an extra man-o’-war—some day or 
other. i 

THe Lord Mayor wants to find constables with lucidity of thought, 
perspicuity of language, and keenness of observation—all for a few 
shillings a week, you know. Still we ave making strides. Within a 
century it is possible magistrates may sit on the bench who possess all 
whese desirable qualities, and a few years before the millenni thes: 
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OPEN-HEARTED CONSPIRATORS. 


Au ! how for a long time past has the bitterest envy gnawed at our 
hearts at the success of some of our serious contemporaries in persuading 
members of secret societies, and such like, to reveal the most sacred 
secrets—secrets which they have sworn most solemnly to preserve, and 
upon which hang the lives and liberties of all their fellow-plotters. The 
other day—after reading the engagingly open-hearted ‘‘ unbosoming” 
of his views (and plans), by a ‘ Leading Anarchist,” to the happy Paris 
correspondent of an evening contemporary—we could stand it no 
longer. We rushed off and inserted an advertisement in a Nihilist publi- 
cation, the existence of which is kept profoundly secret, except to 
members of the general press. Itran as follows :—*‘ Wanted, members 
of secret societies and others engaged in underhanded proceedings, to 
‘ reveal all’ to a writer for the press, Send photograph, correct name, 
and aliases, to ‘ Publisher,’ 153 Fleet Street.” 

We had not long to wait. Ina day or two a small crowd stood at 
our door clamouring for admission—persons, to a man, to whom revela- 
tion meant instant death at the very least. We could not interview 
more than one at atime, and we keenly sympathised with the disappoint- 
ment of the many whom we were compelled to turn away. The fortu- 
nate one we admitted, on the other hand, beamed all over with frank 
and unconcealed joy. 

‘You are a conspirator?” we asked. 

‘‘T am,” he replied. But before I dare to reveal the dangerous 
secrets in my keeping. you must swear to me that you will employ them 
solely for publication in the daily or weekly press.” 

‘‘ It is for that purgose we want them,” we replied. 

Every shade of uneasiness passed from his face, as he said witha 
simple frankness which endeared him to us at once, ‘‘I am a head- 
centre of the Clan-na Brotherhood of Irish Murderous Sneaks, Every 
member is bound on joining, by the most terrible oaths, never to betray 
the organisation ; in fact, to do so is equivalent to certain death at the 
hands of the Brotherhood. I am known as ‘Father St. Gwinnery,’ 
but my real name—which it is instant ruin to reveal—is Patsy Gorey. 
I will tell you the names of the other members, although to do so is to 
ensure not only ruin to them personally, but also the failure of all our 
most cherished plans. You had better jot them down.” 

And now as to your present plans?” 

‘* Our greatest effort is ripe for execution. To breathe a word about 
it is to put the authorities instantly on the scent, and defeat the ends for 
which we have laboured so zealously.” 

**We will inform no living soul except the authorities at Scotland 
Yard and the general public,” we said ; and he was instantly re-assured, 
and continued : — 





** Well, then, all is arranged for the destruction of St. Paul’s, the Palace 
of Westminster, and the Home Office at six this evening. I have here 
the machine destined for St. Paul’s, and on leaving you I shall proceed 
in a hansom—(No 22,915,348; dapple grey horse with bay points and 
strawberry-roan mane and tail; driver in white hat with red feather, in 
order to avoid remark)—to Holborn Viaduct, where I shall pick up Mr. 
Rory O’More (generally known as ‘Number One’), Tall. stout man 
about five feet one in height, slender figure, wearing a light overcoat of 
deep brown colour, and a stiff black hat of soft green felt. After this we 
shall proceed together on foot, in the same hansom, by way of the Marble 
Arch and Kennington Oval, to Birdcage Walk at the back of St, Paul’s 
Cathedral, deposit the infernal machine, ignite the clockwork, and pro- 
ceed on a Putney Bridge omnibus to St. Pancras, and so by the South 
Western Railway to Cambridge, en route for Ireland, where we shall 
catch the train to America.” 

He left, and, keeping in mind our solemn promise to him, we at once 
telegraphed the particulars to Scotland Yard. There was no attempt on 
St. Pauls, Westminster Palace, or the Home Offce that night ; but no 
doubt our informant had made one or two important mistakes in explain- 
ing details, That night, however, the Underground Railway was blown 
up In its entire length, 
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REASON OR INSTINCT ?—(OR NEITHER?) owner of mine never failed to recognise, not only myself, but the old 
in 5 To the Edit “Fon lady, about once a month, in spite of two changes of residence on the 
a ene eee part of the old lady, and to renew the invitation to me to spend a few 
ay en DEAR S1R,—Like the other dog ‘‘ Nipper,’ whose letter you published | days with him at the East End. If I grant that, in this instance, intel. 
in your last week’s issue, I, too, take a great interest in the discussion ligent recognition of me was induced by affection for the object recog- 
1 wi nised, does that in any way disprove the undoubted fact that the power 
per of recognition was there? Certainly not. 
a Nor does that owner of mine supply the only instance which has come 
— within my experience. I well remember that, during one of my short 
berger sojourns with him in the East End, a gentleman called once, and gave 
= _ the clearest proof that he also possessed the power by recognising some 
Gantt spoons and a watch and chain which my owner, obviously with a view 
many to solving the very point now under discussion, had removed from his 
os premises, I am, dear Sir, yours, &c., 
all our FIDO,” 
about Whe(at) tell you this. 
ids for Mr. CHAPLIN has reduced, to the extent of fifty per cent, the rents on 
all his land that is under wheat cultivation, From this it would seem 
otland that the Hon. Member for Mid-Lincolnshire, apart from his rather rabid 
sured, now proceeding on the question, “Can men reason?” but for my part, politics, is the sort of Chap-Lin-colnshire should honour, 





I am more than half convinced that they not only can, but do do so on 
many occasions. ‘*' Nipper,’ in support of his theory of man’s inability 
to do so, quotes the case of an owner he had, in whom the power of in- 
\ telligent ‘‘ recognition”’ of familiar objects was absent, and tells us of 
occasions on which the man in question entirely failed to recognise 
acquaintances of whom he had borrowed various sums; and of that on 
; which, having accidentally let fall a pawn-ticket in the presence of those 

on whom he was anxious to make a favourable impression, he appeared 
wholly unable to recognise the article as his own, Now, Sir, I happen 
to have kept company for a considerable period with the very owner to 
whom ‘* Nipper” (whom, I confess, I have never had the pleasure of 
seeing in the samme company; although, of course, he may have been 
there, as he states) alludes; and I unhesitatingly assert that on many 
occasions I have observed in him the most unequivocal signs of the power 
of recognition, which ‘‘ Nipper” declares to be the most elementary form 
of reason. I have clearly in my recollection a remarkable instance of 
this. I remember how one day, when I and my owner were walking 
down a quiet street, we meta man. Now I am quite sure that my 


lace 

here owner had never before seen the man in the same clothes he was then r 
ceed wearing—an ordinary walking-suit of tweed—as, whenever we had seen 

and him before, he had invariably worn a dark blue tunic and trousers, black 
r, in belt and helmet, short truncheon in leather case, and sometimes a bull’s- 


Mr. eye lantern. Yet it was evident that my owner not only zecognised this 
man. but actually ‘‘associated’’ him in some unexplained way with 


man weg 
t of some unpleasant or repulsive idea; for he suddenly turned down an = 
we alley and walked away very quickly, as though anxious to avoid a meet- 


rble ing. Now, Sir, can any reasonable animal assert that the power of re- 
cognition was wanting in this case? 
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Vide S/andara. 


ul’s _ , =y 
ro- Another (to my mind) very convincing proof of this power was the = as 
uth way in which the same man never failed to recognise me. I have spoken = ee a 7 
nall of him as my ‘‘ owner,” but he was only so at intervals, and for short S we 
times. = s ££ 
o - . . . a ; ~ f= Jit $, 
ate When he and I first met, my owner was an old lady residing in Ken- — Vi 
on sington, and I happened to be out for a run by myself. As the man += Ved, 
no appeared of a kind and affectionate nature, and seemed to take to me, I <=> = : LEA LA 
: | was induced by the offer of some very tasty meat to accompany him to = DY ped '— LOA 
onil hse hz ; } : at A} ‘ ’ ; ’ = pond eli, ge Eile da ; 1s “felt, Stl ae - 
-_ | his home in the East End, and be tied up. About a week after this, how- . 
to the old lady in Kensington, and ‘THe STRUGGLE FOR THE WORLD HAS COMMENCED, 


‘ver, a friend of his took me 
f f . Nov r. after this that occasiona! 
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THE RISING SON!—(As 


* ‘ . ~ 
, GhIHs) 


Our genial Heir-Apparent’s son and heir,x— 
(Termed by Fun’s artist here, *‘the Rising Son”) 

A youth whose talents e’er have promised fair, 
To-day attains the age of Twenty-One. 


Among the thousands who their greetings send 

To you, young Prince, on this auspicious day, 
You'll not discover any firmer friend 

Than Fun, who makes your grandma’s subjects gay. 


‘* Prince Edward !”—most of those who bore that name, 
In England’s history justly are renowned ; 

The First and Third as warrior-chiefs gained fame, 
And one great Edward lived not to be crowned. 


And the Sixth Edward—meek and earnest youth, 
In doing good spent all his too brief reign, 
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seen on January 8th, 1885.) 





He warred, in peacefulness, for right and truth, 
Two pillars they, our empire to sustain. 


So Fun would counsel you, young Edward Eight 
(Whose name to-day is talked of through the land), 
Now you have happily reached man’s estate— 
To take as patterns this illustrious band. 


And for frank courtesy and mood serene, 
Your royal pa will an example show ! 

For gentleness, heed well our future queen, 
Your mother—e’er beloved by high and low! 


And let your Sovereign Lady’s noble traits 

Serve, with your mother’s counsel, as your guide, 
So shall you truly earn the unfeigned praise 

Of this our nation, famous far and wide. 








The Omnifarious Oxford. 


However the catering ability of Manager J. H. Jennings maybe taxed, 
it always rises equal to the occasion. The present seasonable and reason- 
able entertainment he gives at the Oxford is so excellently well varied, 
that in the small space at our disposal it is almost futile to attempt to 
particularise, But we may say that boys, young and old—yea, bald heads 
and shrimps— gaze on the tastefully mounted Spanish Ballet Juanita with 
exceeding veneration. The ladies among the audience do not seem to be 
in the slightest degree jealous of the sylph-like jumpists’ charms, but 
audibly express their approval of Paul Valentine’s “invention.” This 
is saying much. Let us go further, and remark that though it is a gross 
breach of etiquette to die in any place of public resort, the confirmed 
‘* neggist out’ might be excused for dying of laughter through the unctuous 
whimsicalities of James Fawn. Several moral lessons, too, are to be 
learned at the Oxford show. The Loisset Troupe, in an eccentric gym- 
nastic performance, shows how human beings can twist and turn them- 
selves about, without injuring either themselves or lookers-on. These 
artistes are grotesque, graceful, and ingenious. Young couples who 


contemplate settling down in life may gain valuable experience by pon- 
dering over the suburban song, ‘‘ The House that Jerry Built,”’ while to 
their advantage gay young bachelors should listen to Charles Godfrey’s 
chant, ‘* Why con’t you go and get married,” to the bitter end ; and then 
meander towards the American bar, where the intelligent compounder 
of mysterious drinks dispenses fluids which would even gladden the heart 
of a father of twins. 





A RICHMOND correspondent writes to say that it is too bad to think 
of trying the young woman who did not succeed in drowning the two 
little girls at Chiswick lately. He says he feels sure that she must have 
been actuated solely by the interests of the Richmondites ; she had doubt- 
less heard of the talk as to the dryness of the Thames bed and the ne- 
cessity for a lock further down the river, and wanted to try how a couple 
of little Weirs would answer as a substitute. 





** LIGHT” TRAPPINGS.—The new luminous harness. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 
je Y)., DRURY LANE.—Mr. Har- 


ty . ° . 
hi Ae be ; ris's pantomime is rattling 
4 Avs A ~] a 


he ae 


through its fourth week mer- 
rily, which is, of course, 
nothing to what it will do. 
It is a real good pantomime 
from all points of view ; the 
smothering process has not 
been applied to the story, 
and the excellent comedians 
engaged do not appear to be 
at a loss to make fun within 
the limits assigned. The 
company is altogether a 
strong one, and everybody 
has something to do with the 
story. Miss Fanny Leslie 
is an ideal pantomime hero, 
as few need reminding; her 
dancing is particularly grace- 
ful and original; and Miss 
Kate Munro is a pleasant 
Alice, but I am not, and 
never was, among the ad- 
mirers of this lady’s singing. 
Now for a glance at the cast—each member of it with something 
characteristic to say and do, and all at their best—is it not tocall up 
retrospective and prospective visions of many a merry hour, and an in- 
citement to book seats for the rest of the run, and “ sit in them every 
night?” But I can’t leave out Mr. Charles Lauri, jun., as the Cat— 
the cat, mark you !—surely the cattiest cat ever seen on the stage. 





< THE ‘Sacred La 


LHe SURREY.—ALADDIN 


ut what am I to say of the scenery, dresses, processions, and the 
rest of the elaborate setting? Look at that comical combination mask, 
‘*the five senses ;”” look at Madame Katti Lanners—most indispensable 
of Drury Lanners—Catty kittens in Catland ; look at that lovely scene 
of Highgate Hill, and weep sorrowlully over the parting of Dick and 
Alice ; laugh at the merry gambols of the little Wills-o’-the-wisp; say 
**O-o-0-0-h!” at the wonderful flying of the kind and nice-coloured 
Robin Goodfellow, and smile gently at Richard’s jerky dream ; look at 
the realistic wreck scene off what is obviously the coast of more-rocky ; 
look (until you can scarcely look at anything else, for the dancing-motes 
born of its brilliance), at the dazzling, myriad-hued, magnificent, and 
only-by-Harris-to-be-surpassed Oriental marriage procession ; look at the 
comical Lord Mayor's Show ; look at the elaborate transformation scene ; 
and look—oh, I say de look !—here he isagain! Dear old Ilarry Payne— 
bless you! Grimaldi isn’t in it !—and then tell mehow I’m to describe it all! 


THe SuRRkeY.—Exactly a month from to-day will be your last oppor- 
tunity of seeing the pantomime here. It is called 4/adaim, and is got 
up with all the completeness in every department which has characterised 
the Conquest productions this many a year. Mr. Victor Stevens, who 
plays the widow with untiring drollery, is a comedian rich in humorous 
resource ; and I congratulate West-enders on the fact that he comes 
‘*their way’ next season along with the clever Albert and Edmund's 
troupe, companions of his in this pantomime. Mr. Kh. Courtneidge, 
who is new to me except by name, seems to have a good deal of comi- 
cality in him, too, and Mr. G. Conquest, junr., ‘‘ doubles” a part ina 
somewhat novel fashion. Miss Maude Stafford makes a bright and 
ready hero, over whose efiorts I could go into raptures, only I’m 
Maudered not to by my Editor. She sings well, dances expertly, has 
all the necessary ‘‘ go,” and may be safely trusted to ‘* uphold the sacred 
lamp” ‘‘ wherever she may be.” 


Tre GLose.—Mr. W. Lestocq’s, 4 Bad Penny, first produced at a 
Vaudeville matinée, has just ‘‘ turned up again” here. Without being a 
work of startling originality, it is sufficiently likely and interesting to 
serve its purpose as a deer de rideau, and is played ina manner rather 
above the average by Messrs. Stewart Dawson, and A. Beaumont, and 
Miss Noad. Zhe Private Secretary here threatens to emulate the ron 
of Our Boys. 


St. Georce’s HALL.—A most er 


yable evening in every way was 
spent here on the occasion of Mr. 


bn Child’s first reading of the 


aeae 


mhild hi } in enlendid f ; : 
season. Mr. Child himself was in splencid form, and gave his season- 
ably-selected recital of Dickens's Ciristmas Carel ina style that left 
little, if anything, to be desired—all the humour, all the pathos. all the 
C ~? too ({f “hild h he esate fe<0% Re : . 
character, too (for Mr. Child has the enviable faculty of making, with a 

coe mht , o> ‘ . a a coe ? . . a we ’ 

ght touch voice OF Manner, every character stand individualised). 
were 07 Pit OF With acmuira art ar r r Wf Aner 
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jury have leapt from the box, and are embracing her. 


PARIS QUITE HERSELF AGAIN, 


THAT TRIAL. 


(By the most special of arrangements we secured a special wire all to 
our special selves to enable our special correspondent to keep us 
informed of each incident of the trial as it occurred. Owing to unac- 
countable delay in transmission all the telegrams have just come to 
hand, rather more than a week or so late; but here they are.) 

Paris (we suppress the date because we found it would not keep any 
lonzer).—The affaire Leclinquant Descoulisses, the trial of which is 
about to come off, absorbs the whole public attention. By a special 
order of the chief of police, anyone found failing to betray violent 
emotion on the subject is to:be taken to the nearest depot. The Presi- 
dent of the Court, M. L’Eclat Despaillettes, has arranged that the 
trial shall commence at the stroke of midnight, as he considers that 
this will make it more dramatically telling. 

Five minutes later.—A small crowd is waiting at the door leading to 
the cells; it is composed of the stage-‘‘dressers” of Paris, a prize 
having been offered by M. Descoulisses (the eminent poet-deputy) to 
the ** dresser’ who shall make up Madame Descoulisses most effectively 
for the trial. On hearing of the offer the ‘‘dressers” wept, shook 
hands, and embraced one another. The President has instituted a 
grand lottery for the last ticket for places in the court. It has been 
won by M. Hystérique Radoteur, the eminent poet and moralist. On 
hearing of his good fortune, that gentleman wept and embraced 
himself. 

Five minutes later.—The competition among the dressers engaged in 
making up Madame Descoulisses is most exciting. One of them tried 
the effect of a blue nose. One, however, has just made her up asa 
skull, and been declared the winner. On hearing the decision the crowd 
outside shook hands, embraced one another, and wept. 

Five minutes /ater.—QOwing to a hitch in the apparatus of the blue- 
light effect to be thrown on the face of Madame Leclinquant Descou- 
lisses as she enters the court, she is unable to enter, and the trial is 
delayed. In consequence of this her counsel, Maitre Gate-nigauds, 
has just rushed frantically round the court, shrieking wildly, ‘‘ Justice 
is betrayed! Weare lost!” On this the President, M. L’Eclat Des- 
paillettes, has jumped frenziedly on the table, howling madly, ‘‘ The 
Majesty of the Court is traduced! Usher, behead that assassin !”’ 
The spectators have risen in a body, and are now weeping and embrac- 
ing one another. The police are yelling wildly, ‘* Order is assassinated,”’ 
and embracing one another. 

Five minutes later.—The blue-light apparatus having been put right, 
Madame Descoulisses has entered with a shriek. The spectators in 
court are fainting, weeping, and embracing one another. 
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minutes later,—Maitre Gaite-nigauds has just spoken most 
eloquently in defence of Madame Descoulisses and murder in general. 
The jury, wrought toa pitch of enthusiasm, have risen as one man, 
and are yelling, ** Vive /’assassinat! Elle est innocente comme un anze!” 
and embracing one another. On hearing this, the counsel for the father 
of the lady’s victim, Maitre Diabli, has sprung to his feet, and is 
screaming mamniacally, ‘‘ Meurtriers! Ow'ils sont des chiens oue ces 
‘urés la!” and fainting. ; 
_ Five minutes later.—Maitre Diabli has just spoken most eloquently 
in condemnation of Madame Descoulisses, and in praise of defamers. 
The jury have risen in a body, and are howling, “ Vive ies agences ! 
Vive des diffamateurs! Elle est coupable comme un démon! a la 
lanterne!” and weeping. 

five minutes later.—The President has taunted the prisoner. The 
ury have leapt from the box, and are yelling at, and threatening her. 

five minutes later.—The President has wept over the prisoner. The 
As it happens 
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the trial is now finished, the prisoner is 
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Where Had I Seen Him Before? 


He held out his hand, and the greeting I took 
With warmth, though I could not tell why ; 

And, in turn, he my dexter extremity shook— 
With a sinister glance in his eye. 

’Tis but fancy, I thought, that expression belies 
The good of his innermost core ; 

He is doubtless a gentleman, though in disguise— 
But where had I seen him before? 


’T was not at the Barkers, nor yet at the Browns, 
’Twas neither in Venice nor Rome ; 


And hoped we were all well at home. 

But first he insisted on taking me in 
To Short’s—we were just by the door ; 

And we tossed for some sherry, and I didn’t win— 
But where had I seen him before? 


We tried all the sherries they give you at Short’s 
(It had now set in wet for the day), 

And after the sherries we tasted the ports— 
And he never attempted to pay. 

Hie said that next time ’twould be his turn to treat ; 
Was I sure I'd not take any more ? 


Where cou/d I have seen him before? 


I used to be famous for knowing a face 
Years after a first hurried look ; 

Could always remember the name in each case, 
And tell it right off, like a book. 

My sudden forgetfulness seems rather strange— 
Good heavens! My watch! Whata bore! 


Oh! where did I meet him before ? 


In search of the base one I hurried away, 
When, lo! at the corner we met ; 


But you've not heard the worst of it yet. 

I called a policeman and gave him in charge, 
And then, on the station-house floor, 

I stammering stood, but could only enlarge 
On the fact that I’d—seen him before! 


They placed him among a mixed-up kind of lot, 
And told them to walk in a line, 

And I thought I saw one I could venture to spot 
As the man who'd been sharing my wine; 

but, looking again, to my grief and dismay, 
There were ‘wo as like pipes in a store. 

I had made a mistake, it is needless to say, 
For I'd never seen either before ! 





TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THE EpITor or ** Fun,’ 








No matter! He knew me, and borrowed three crowns, 


No? Well, then, good-bye! He was off up the street 


Itis gone! It has vanished! And so has my change— 


He was counting his booty. Cool? So you may say, 











Jtinevant Vendor of Pills,—‘' THESE ERE PILLS ARE COMPOSED OF THE 
PUREST AND BEST ’ERBAL PREPARATIONS, AND I GUARANTEE THAT FOR 
THE CHILD, HADULT, OR HELDERLY PERSON, THEY ARE HEQUALLY 
HEFFICACIOUS: THEY WILL ‘DO FoR’ HANYBODY AND Hevexrysnopy,” 


Your valued 
Correspon 
dent (by 
whichexpres 
ion, I need 
carcely say, 
I allude to 
myself) has 
had a long- 
ish rest 
since he last 
wrote; he 
has been 
looking for 
that ruby 
pin every- 
where, but 
can’t find it, 


He has, however, now risen, like a giant refreshed, and had a wash. 
Having done so (and put on his coat), he casts a prospective eye over 
the sporting future. The survey reveals nothing unusual to his prac- 


tised optic. 











continue as heretofore. 


There is every reason to suppose that horseracing will 
There is no trustworthy evidence of a speedy 


tion of giving or taking the odds, nor do the noble arts of *‘ welsh- 
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“THERE’S MANY A TRUE WORD,” &c, 


own, which are undeniably the worst to be had), seem likely to suffer no 
diminution whatever, and all bids fair for a merry season. 

Coursing (and swearing at the results!) will go on as usual, and long 
may this truly Engleash sport continue to do so, The regulation number 
of broken legs and shrieks of anguish will result from foot-bawl, and 
cricket will flourish.—There will be short-sightedness amony the bats, 
noisy factions with the ball, and many an impecunious secretary ‘‘ among 
the stumps.” Dog exhibitors will be yappy together; billiards will be 
on the spot; yachting, in which we yawl delight, will be to the fore, be 
the summer a cold or a yacht one; cyclists will look after their own 
weal; oarsmen will be under the coach; and *‘ glovists” will be ‘‘ on 
the box.” As for the old man, he will be all there as ever, and has 
several good things (a good salary, a good appetite, a good opinion of 
himself, and a good cheek.) Send stamps (attached to ‘*’ good” paper.) 
Look out for his selection for the Waterloo Cup almost directly. 

Yours, &c. TROPHONIUS, 

P.S. Used telegraph stamps and invitations to Salvation Army meet- 

ings not accepted, ae ee es eee | 
JAcK Frost is a person who's careless, methinks, 
And therefore not good as a guide ; 
For when he prepares to go in be high jinks, 
He’s inclined to let ev’ry one slide!” 
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Ba! Pehaw! 
A. Tory organ refers to Mr. Chamberlain as the ‘ Birmingham 
Bashaw ! To judge from the tone of this and similar shrieking 
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pecimen case of a series we’ 


ANOTHER PURE ARTICLE. 
ve had lately. A gentleman sued D. Dietz, of London Wall, to recover expenses incurred in keeping and restoring a stray dog. The 


S log. 
animal followed him, and he took care of it, advertised for, and restored it to, its owner, who refused to pay expenses. ‘‘ Unfortunately, you cannot recover,” said the 


magistrate. ‘‘ You have acted very properly, and been treated very scurvily.” Djetz's Solicitor : “* 1 ask five shillings expenses” ('! !) 





“as 














eed 


“Is there nothing unadulterated in this age of shams?” we mused despondently. But a pleasant figure appeared at our elbow. ‘‘Take comfort,” it said; ‘‘I 
represent an article poe aed 
law, and then asks for costs. a 
ag 


re. Iam the latest thing in vogue—the litigant who is in the wrong, knows he is in the wrong, delights in it, Wins by a flaw in the 
m the embodiment of pure cHERK. Am I not lovely?” 





** Just compare me with the miserable opposing litigant. He is in the right ; but the miserable creature, simply from lack of cheek, loses everything. Are there no’ 


contemptible creatures in the world?” ‘‘ There are, indeed !” we said heartily. 
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THE FAIRY OF DEADMAN’S GULCH. 


A TALE OF THE “WILD WEST.” 


Tue Fairy of Deadman’s Gulch we called her, with that rough 
yearning after poetry which characterizes the miner when he has got 
one or two drinks in him. 

Never since we pitched our camp by the rushing torrent of Rawbone 

River had a voice so angelic 
“—~ chanted the simple nursery 
‘ | shymes of innocent childhood 

























\h | to a gang of men, to whom 

+, pV \F | the revolver was judge, jury, 
—\ bef > | and executioner. 

LMA te As she sang, big brawny 

\ Mies | Dick Death, the fear-nought 

} eel hero of a score of murders, 

4 \7) let the glistening tear drip on 







his shaggy moustache, while 
his thoughts reverted to his 
cradle and that long ago era 
7 ¥] when he had never shot a 
shh iM man, As she sang, bright 

nev) blue-eyed Arthur Amor, the 
4 flute-voiced professional gam- 
bler, recalled that even he 
Ny.) had once owned a mother, and 
B/' heedlessly let fall the four 
—_.) aces he invariably carried in 
=| his sleeve on the blossoming 
= herbs which thrust their buds 
through the coarse rank grass, 
as he listened to the Fairy’s 
voice, 

The stage had dropped her 
Jone early Spring morning, 
/) when the birds were carolling 
| their matins in the pure clear 

air,at Skeleton Creek. Thence 
<y/y'| she had come on to Dead- 
4 ////| man’s Gulch, riding Bill Black- 
ee eye’s lame donkey. She was 
a schoolmistress, — a simple 
teacher, and she it was who first introduced conic sections as an evening 
amusement instead of draw poker, and substituted logarithms for whisky, 
Never before had such innocent, clear, grey eyes gazed upon the 
flashing lightning, as it darted from Mount Gallows to Hangman’s 
Peak; never before had such shell-like ears listened to the roar of the 
resounding thunder, as it echoed down Drybones Canyon till it lost its 
hnndredfold reverberations in the recesses of Redblood Cave, 
Not a man in camp but would gladly have laid down any other man’s 
life for her; not a man but would willingly have stolen his partner’s 
whisky to solace her lonely hours, But she craved for neither, Her’s 
was one of those sweet ethereal natures which rose superior to mun- 
dane needs, She asked neither for bloodshed nor for ardent spirits. 
When one glorious summer afternoon, shortly after she first came 
amongst us, handsome Steve Slaughter, the admiration and the terror 
of the camp, drew, and shot down Bully Bounce and Bald Bunkum for 
denying the supremacy of her beauty over that of the Queen of Sheba, 
it needed but our Fairy to say ‘‘ No more of this,” for Slaughter to 
return his pistol to his hip pocket, though he had still three shots left, 
and three men stood facing him. With these few simple words she 
taught him moderation. 
Such was her influence over this man, that he even followed his 
victims to the grave we dug for them beneath the whispering pines, with 
the chill moonlight glittering on the stones which marked their last 
resting place. 
In a broken voice he murmured as a requiem that he forgave them, and 
we wondered what had wrought this great change in so relentless a hero. 
The reason was not farto seek, He loved and was beloved. He, 
with the face of an Apollo and the figure of a Hercules, became as a 
mere child before the a influence of the clear grey eyes, the rose- 
bud mouth, and the sunny hair of the Fairy of Deadman’s Gulch. 
As we met night after might at the bar of Nick Gore’s saloon, we all 
declared with singular unanimity that they were made for one another 
for noble Steve Siaughter had sworn that he would blow daylight through 
the first man who questioned his right to make the Fairy of Deadman’s 
Gulch his bride. 
Tt was a sweet idyll to see these two together, He, the rough miner 
with clay-stained hands and bristling beard; she, the neatly-dressed, 
cleanly-washed school teacher. He with his rough dialect and terror. 
aa oaths; she, with her sweet low voice, softly carolling, ‘* How 
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Many a strong man wept as he saw the sight, many a reckless devil- 
may-care fellow of six foot two sighed as he tossed the caustic whisky 
down his leathern throat, and sighed again as he filled another glass. 
She, by her graceful presence, had changed our camp from its state of 
wild disorder and wholesale disregard of law and propriety to a peaceful 
haven of rest, tempered by liquor. 

It was Black i, the + robber, who proposed to change 
the name of our camp from Deadman’s Gulch to Cupid’s Bower ; but 
there always was a touch of the sentimental about Blazer when he was 
not professionally engaged. 

So matters edd. whan, one day, the Scalp City coach pulled up at 
Skeleton Creek, and set down a solitary passenger, who, failing to find 
any other means, hired Bill Blackeye to convey him over the mountains, 
to Deadnran’s Gulch, in a wheelbarrow. 

He gave his name and address as Mr. Smith, of London. He was 
dressed in a big check suit, like a perambulating chessboard. He was 
further decorated with a terra-cotta tie, and he wore his hat jauntily over 
his left ear, and smoked cigarettes, Three months before, he would have 
been a job for the coroner, within an hour of his arrival ; but as it was, 
in the altered condition of affairs, we let him set up drinks for the crowd 
at Nick Gore’s saloon, and not a single shot was fired athim. The boys 
had lost heart, somehow, and had got out of the way of shooting. 

Well, before he had been a week with us, he had met our Fairy. 

It must have been that checker-board suit that did it; but when we 
heard that, two nights running, the schoolmistress had been teaching him 
double equations by moonlight, in the pine wood where Bully Bounce 
and Bald Bunkum lay buried, there wasn’t one of us you mightn’t have 
knocked over with a gallon of Kentucky whisky. 

Steve Slaughter was away prospecting up in the mountains; but we 
knew when he came down, and discovered the state of affairs, there 
would be a terrible day of reckoning. We called to mind how once he 
had taken a burly Irishman in his arms, and tossed him headlong into 
Rawbone River. We spoke to each other of the never-to-be-forgotten 
day, when he had wiped up the floor with a Mexican greaser. And then 
we looked at Mr. Smith, of London, and sized him for a coffin. 

It was a bright moonlight night when Mr. Smith, of London, entered 
Nick Gore’s saloon, where we were all assembled, his face radiant, and 
his manner hearty. : 

‘‘ Gentlemen,” said he, ‘‘I'm going to marry the schoolmistress. I 
want you all to drink long life and happiness to us both.” 

While he was speaking the door opened behind him, and we saw 
Steve Slaughter standing there in the moonlight. ; 

Then we pulled ourselves together, for the fun was about to begin. 

‘‘ That’s a lie,” said Steve in a voice of thunder, striding across to the 
bar. ‘*You ain’t going to marry her, for / am.” 

‘Don’t you try to bully me,” said Mr. Smith, of London. ‘* I’m 
armed, and I can protect myself ;” and with these words he pulled out 
a little revolver about as large as your finger, all mother-o’-pearl and 
nickel plate—the sort of thing you’d find in a toyshop, and about as 
much use as a pea-shooter, 

_ We all looked at Steve Slaughter, and stood aside to give him a clear 
aim, as we saw his right hand reach for his hip-pocket. 
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John Gouger (practical John, as we called him), ran off to warn the 
coroner. 
But Steve Slaughter, if he meant shooting, changed his mind. He 
walked up to the youngster, who was flourishing his toy pistol, and laid 
a heavy hand on his shoulder. 
** Look yowhere, Mister,” said he, ‘* if you shoot me in the face with 
that thing I’ll box your ears.” 
There was a dead silence for a few moments, and then, one by one, 
a dozen disappointed men stole noiselessly out into the moonlight. 

The camp was never the same after that. 





| London: 


Mr. Smith left by the next stage for Papville, on his way back to 
& magistrate chancing along married Steve to the Fairy of 


Deadman’s Gulch; and one by one we al ft, disgusted at a place 
which had wholly lost its distinctive character. 
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Bismarck’s “Happy Family.” 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


THOUGH we are not aware that as yet 
It has been, and ’twould surely beget 
(Did it ever occur) an amount of ecstatic surprise, 
It is possible that we may see 
All the nations of Europe agree 
In a state of harmonious glee, 
Happy family-wise. 


Then the Eagle will curl up its claws 
Just to toy with the velvety paws 
Of the Bear, that complacently thinks its fierce aspect asham ; 
Whilst the rest of the beasts in the show 
All their natural hates will forego, 
When the Lion—a wholly-tamed foe— 
Lieth down with the Lamb, 


To establish an era of bliss 
And contentment and peace, such as this, 
[s a much-to-be-wished consummation and excellent plan ; 
And could Bismarck but bring it about 
By his single endeavour, no doubt 
We should say that he was, out and out, 
The most wonderful man. 





Sharp’s the Word! 


CONSERVATIVES find another proof of the fatal delays of 
the Government, in all the steps they take in Egyptian affairs ! 
Months ago General Gordon asked for money, and yet, even 
now, Mr, Gladstone declines to send out B/unt / 





A “Vision”-ary Verse. = 
[A well-known journal speaks somewhat slightingly of what it calls = 
‘lhe Apparition of the Tory democracy.”] 
Our Tory friends will say to this, 
‘* We take thy rude remarks amiss, 
For in these ‘ spirit ’-ed attacks, 
Thou ghost to rather ‘ shade’-y snacks 
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From the unfortunately large size of their feet, several 
English ladies have been arrested at the Hague on the sus- | 
picion of being men dressed in women’s clothes. Poor | 
girls! they were wearing goloshes ; their tootsies are really 
very small—they only take ‘‘ threes ” in boots. 


Our Parson,—** WHAT A BEAUTIFUL SNOW STORM, MARY. 


CARITAS, 


IT SEEMS 
AS IF KIND NATURE HAD WRAPPED OUR SLEEPING VILLAGE IN A PURE 
WHITE SHEET.” 

Our Parson's Wife.—“ VS ; BY WAY OF REMINDING US, DEAR, THAT 
LOTs OF OUR POOR VILLAGERS ARE IN NEED OF BLANKETS.” 












































OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL GOES ANNEXING. 


(By ExTRA-SPECIAL CARRIER PIGEON.) 
An Extra-Special, Sir, is the slave of his employer, and when, in the 


of your usually curt but peremptory communications, bidding me to 
‘be off at once, and annex something somewhere,” I only lingered long 
enough to ratify the engagement of two stamp-lickers for the use of 
Mrs. E.-S. and her family during the card season, and to accept the 
tender of Messrs. Fulescap and Demy for the supply of large card enve- 
lopes (assorted sizes) at 11s. 6d. per thousand, carriage paid. 

This done, I strapped up half a dozen cheap fishing-rods I had pur- 
chased with my sticks and umbrellas, crammed three dozen Union Jack 
pocket-handkerchiefs, a fireman’s helmet, an old copy of the Articles of 
War, and a few seven-bladed pocket-knives and hand-mirrors into a bag, 
selected six of my trustiest carrier-pigeons, and started off for the South 
Pole via the Antipodes with the six pigeons, in that Extra-Special balloon 
which, with the reckless enterprise of modern comic journalism, you keep 
ready inflated for me day and night on the roof of your office, moored 
safely to the chimney-stack. 

As soon as I got well out to sea, I — a sharp look-out below for 
unannexed islands, &c. On New Year’s Day I was fortunate enough to 
espy an extensive iceberg, seemingly at a standstill. I at once descended, 
fitted together a fishing-rod, tied on a Union Jack handkerchief, and 
sticking it in a soft place in the ice, took possession of the berg in the 
name of the Queen, calling it Funday Island. — 

I was not a moment too soon, As I rose again to the clouds I noticed 
two ironclads, flying the flags of France and Germany, bearing down 
rapidly on the iceberg from opposite sides, and had the satisfaction of 
hearing, though faintly, the mingled sounds of “* Sacre bleu! Pot- 
anzend Teufels!” ‘*Le Diable!” ‘* Donner und Blitzen!” and simi- 


themselves forestalled. 





The next day, finding 


myself sailing over an evidently fertile country, 
. I cou no sign of a flag-pole of any kind, I again de- 


at 


middle of my Christmas and New Year card distribution, I received one | 


_ scended, and seeing no natives about, proceeded to annex left and right. 


| 





larly emphatic expletives which arose as the French and Germans found | 


I soon used up my fishing-rods for flagstaffs, but I was able tocut y 
saplings instead. And I took the precaution of tearing up the handker- 
chief fiags into four to make them last out. 


Later,—I am still annexing, Sir, and having a really high old time. 
As I was putting up my fifteenth flag-pole, a curly-headed native came 
up with a broad grin and a spear. I at once presented him with a 
hand-glass and a seven-bladed pocket-knife (with an implement for 
extracting stones from a horse’s hoof), and expressed, by vived panto- 
mime, that I expected him in return to make over to me all the land I 
could see. He grinned more broadly than ever, and began to bore 
holes in his thigh with the gimlet-blade of his new knife, which I take 
to be the local way of sealing a conveyance of land, 

I have no idea where I am or what I am annexing. Should it turn 
out that it is New Guinea I am on, I should say I have annexed at least 
thirteen and sixpence worth of it already. But I must admit also that 
in that case complications may arise. However, I shall go on till I am 
stopped, and if you think of sending out a relief expedition in the spring, 
don’t forget to send plenty more handkerchief flags, a puncheon of rum, 
and a bishop ! 

Latest,— we my pigeon to tell you I think that it is New Guinea I 
am annexing. I can see a German flag in the distance, andI have just 
heard an unutterably terrible sound which I feel positive must be a 
Dutch oath. So I must be wary. To make my position stronger, I 
have had a pantomimic interview with my grinning friend again, I 
allowed him to hear my watch tick, and gave him two effervescing 
lozenges ; and he in return, as I take it, has conveyed the whole of the 
island tome. At all events, he swallowed both lozenges, and then la 
on his stomach and kicked. This is doubtless the simple way in whi 
these guileless people seal a land sale. So you will see, Sir, that Herr 
Luderitz is not the only man who can pick up land bargains ! 

In any case I shall to-morrow start for the Antarctic Circle, There 
ought to be a nice field for annexation there ! 


P.S.—Don't forget the puncheon of rum and the bishop, Sir. 
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ENICKNAOKS. 


STABBING and shooting affrays between Irish patriots should not be 
too much discouraged, either by law or by severe comments on such 
conduct. Patriots ‘‘ removing” each 
other in a brotherly fashion are acting 
in a generous way towards ratepayers 
in these hard times—by saving the 
hangman’s fees. 





Ir would be well in cases of 
prisoners charged with dynamite con- 
spiracy always to confine two of them 
in the same cell, allowing each plenty 
of food, and sharp knives to cut it 
with (whisky ad. /4., of course). No 
gaoler should be permitted to enter the 
dungeon for at least seven days from 
the first hour of their incarceration. 
At the end of this period two warders 
might go into their place of confine- 
ment, and sweep out and decently 
bury what remained of the patriots. 





CONSIDERING the lax manner in 
which that effusive advocate of dyna- 








accounts, ‘tis passing strange his gentle breast has not been mangled 
yet by some half-starved, aggrieved son of Erin. 


Bismarck that their navy is strong enough to vindicate German authority 
wherever Englishmen defy it. How rapidly that navy must have 
increased during the last two or three weeks! [Bless us! that navy has 
sprung up nearly as quickly as Aladdin’s magic palace. 


Prince BISMARCK once said that war between Germany and England 
would be as absurd as a combat between an elephant and a whale. 
Since both countries are now wrangling over the territorial food which 
each is voraciously anxious to snap up and gorge, a war entered into 
for greed at present would more resemble a combat between a hyena 
and an alligator. 


THE reputation smashers have been hard at work on Prince Albert 
Victor’s body and mind. Now, we really do know something about 
this young man, and can affirm that he is frequently troubled with a 
cold in the head during damp weather. Poor lad! he likewise has a 
small corn on the little toe of his left foot, which makes him very 
peevish when it is trodden on while dancing. Again, he is sadly 
diffident, and does not wink at the Jadies-in-waiting, as a true Guelph 
should. Added to all these defects, he is awkward in his gait when 
his boots are too tight. And, sad to relate, he is not expected to settle 
down in life and take American drinks before breakfast for some time 
tocome. We had almost forgotten to state he has a most vindictive 


buttered crumpets to eat next morning at breakfast. 


ALL the world and his wife knows that over chemists’ counters many 
most useful drugs are sold, which can, if taken in large quantities, 
be used as a means of self-destruction. So it is proposed to render the 
purchase and sale of such excellent medicines as chlorodyne and chloral 
exceedingly difficult, by placing them under the ‘‘ Poisons Act,” ‘‘in 
order to minimise suicide.” Strange to say the well-intentioned folk 
who are much exercised in their minds on the chlorodyne and chloral 
question, don’t trouble themselves a bit about the thriving everyday 
trade that is done in revolvers, razors, pocket knives, vermin destroyers, 
clothes-lines, and tinned mushrooms, Neither do they express any 
wish that the Thames should be levelled to a uniform depth of three 
feet, or that the Bristol Suspension Bridge should be moved forthwith, 
After thinking over the medicinal suicide business, we deduct that the 
human, with a ‘‘mind unhinged,” bent on destroying him, or herself, 
will always readily find some means of doing so. Therefore the more 








Chess-ter Charge! 


(Lord Tennyson has accepted the presidency of the British Chess Association. ] 
Our Lordly Laureate, by his last wise ‘* move,” 
His popularity will sure improve ; 
He gains no *‘ check” or ‘* pieces” for his post, 
And yet ’tis one of which he well may boast. 
But we would inti-‘* mate” that from A. T. 
No poem on the subject shall we see— 
Already every reading man recites ait 
His Idylls of the ‘* King,” and Table ‘* Knights,” 








RADICAL-OUS NONSENSHE. 


Mr. Fon’s Aunt Lucy went out in the snow that morning. I mean 
that morning when it fell so thickly. She had no sooner got out of the 
front gate than she saw a middle-aged male person bursting with glee 
over something or other, and dancing about like a lunatic. 

‘* No, it ain’t because I’m so fond of snow,” he remarked, in answer 
to Mr. Fun’s Aunt Lucy’s look of astonished inquiry, ‘‘ nor it ain’t to 
keep my feet warm, neither. You see I’m such a Radical.” 

Mr. Fun’s Aunt Lucy gave an alarmed little squeak. 

‘‘ If you talk like that,” she said, ‘‘I skall call my pa.” 





| gentleman, reassuringly, turning a summersault at the same time; ‘‘] 


mite, O'Donovan Rossa, keeps his | 


GERMANS are no doubt delighted to learn from the mouth of Prince | 


disposition, and has been actually known to strike a French poodle for | 
snapping at him, showing his revengeful nature by giving it ten hot | 





decently, such miserably ghastly acts are performed the better. Putting 
valuable domestic medicines under the “‘ Poisons Act ” will cause incon- 


venience to many ailing people, and add to the pain and horrors 
incurred in cases of self-destruction. | 


Wr hope that Mr. Caine, the new Lord of the Admiralty, will stop | 
the brutal flogging of boys in the navy. When we learn that in one | 





ship, on a short cruise, batches of from six to eighteen bovs were caned 
w birched for trivial ofiences every morning, till they were bruised, 
, — . a — ental nsensi 7 we thir 3 , - . 


rec 


‘‘Oh, I don’t mean that I’m a gay dawg,” said the middle-aged 


mean I’m a regular political Radical—Chamberlain—Dilke—Brum- 
magem—you know.” 

*“‘Oh!” said Mr. Fun’s Aunt Lucy; “fand do all of you— Mr. 
Chamberlain and the rest—always stand on your heads in the snow, and 
wave your boots like that ?” 

** Well, no, it’s not usual,” the middle-aged gentleman admitted ; 
‘*but you see, it gives him another chance.” 

‘* IVhat gives who another chance? What a strange middle-aged 
gentleman you are!” said Mr. Fun’s Aunt Lucy. 

** Don’t you see—Snow—Gladstone,” he answered, pirouetting on his 
left leg, turning a double back somersault, and finishing up with the 
splits. Then seeing Mr. Fun’s Aunt Lucy still puzzled, he exclaimed, 
‘*here, 1’ll show it you in the paper.” 


- , 
- y 
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He gave her a folded newspaper,and pointed out a passage, then he 
began patting the snow flakes aside as they fell to prevent them obscur- 
ing the print, but there were so many of them, and only one of him that 
they soon had very much the best of it, and Mr. Fun’s Aunt Lucy looked 
as though she’d got the top of a wedding-cake from somewhere, 

‘* Never mind,” said the middle-aged gentleman, ‘‘ I know it by heart,” 
and he repeated the following words in a beautiful alto voice :— 


‘Mr. Gladstone walked from the Castle through the village to the 
church, a distance of nearly half-a-mile, through a tremendous north- 
westerly gale, which was accompanied by drenching rain, without the 
protection even of an umbrella. As far as outward appearance go, the 
Premier is quite himself again.” 


**There you see!” said the middle-aged gentleman, exuding delight 
all over, ‘* when he’s got a bad cold, "2 yo out in the wi meee Newey an 
umbrella, ‘iat’s what makeshim happy, he does enjoy bad weather so—and 
catching cold—likes to take his east winds in evening dress, he does. 
Hooray! Andnowhere’s snow! there’sachance forhim tobe happy ! Can’t 
he stand on his doorstep in his shirt sleeves, and without his hat, and 
get covered up init! Hooray! Rum-tum, tiddy-iddy! what a Grand 
Old Manheis!” Here the middle-aged gentleman turned two catherine- 
wheels, one across the road, and one back again. ‘‘If it would only 
come a hard black frost now,” said he, confidentially, ‘‘so that he could 
go skating in his night-dress, I believe he would never sigh again.” 

t Mr N's Aunt Lucy was out th are ention of s 
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THE AGE OF ADVERTISING. 


[It was recently stated by a contemporary that Lord Wolseley’s prize had been eclipsed by an offer of a well-known firm to give £150 to the first man who placed one 
of its handbills on the door of Gordon's palace at Khartoum ] 
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We imagine it will shortly be made public, that the Also, that the cost of the Egyptian Expedition When we eventually meet the Mahdi's forces, 
additional expenses of improving our Navy will be gua- will be borne by private enterprise, the only stipu- we may expect to find that they have also turned 
ranteed by another well-known firm on the above con- lation being advertisements as depicted above, the advertisement mania to some account. 
aition. 

THE WORST FORM OF MURDER, | TO THE EDITOR. 
(A HINT TO VERMIN-CATCHERS.) | The Funior Scan and Skimmer's Club, 


IT was many years hence that a wretched old man crept along unfre 
quented places, keeping as muchas possible out of the sight of his fellow- 
creatures. 

His downcast eye, his averted face, his hunted expression spoke un- 
equivocally enough of some awful and inexpiable crime, whose memory 
unceasingly haunted him. 

He looked nervously behind him; and at times when his backward 
glance appeared to encounter some terror-striking sight, he uttered a _— HE $3 94 
short, agonised exclamation, and threw up his arm as though to ward off —= . " 44s oa 
the vision ; then he would curse himself, and beat his breast with his = - ee 
bony fists as though in hate. [oe 

We felt pity for the old man, criminal though he might be, and evi- Dy oe 
dently was : we followed him toa sequestered place, and laid a kindly ) YN 9 gee 
hand on his shoulder. He shrieked at the touch, then braced himself —<“ Si o an Wy Y} ee, 














to look us, though falteringly, in the face. ——— LS — Li «7 
‘*‘ Ah—you are ot a ghost of one of them—one of the many—many— “if, ny iA Adil) UH 
alas! I know not how many !” “4 “ i ot ewan AO 


ata ‘ 
‘What many?” we asked. 24) 4 eg 


‘*The many of my countrymen whom I have foully murdered,” he 


sobbed ; ‘‘the dozens—possibly hundreds, crowds, city-fulls !”’ lM, ee: » 

‘‘ What?” we exclaimed, recoiling from him; ‘‘is it possible that es = = ; ¥ 
one man, not an emperor, can have thus slain wholesale? Nay—slain : si 
so many that he knows not the approximate number of his victims? Dgar SiR,— 

Were you, then, perchance, a fraudulent contractor for a railway-bridge ?” I drop this line to say 

** No—worse !” és I’m glad to see the paper states 

‘* A manufacturer of putrid sausages? **To Federate is sure to pay,” 

** No—worse ?”’ Though / prefer to starve the rates. 

‘* A small-pox convalescent who travelled in a public conveyance ?” And there's one of our Water Co.’s 

‘* No—worse !” Supply on “‘ constant service” aims— 

‘* A paid agitator?” A constant ‘‘ service,” I suppose, 

‘ Then fadecd * not conceive how you can, to so terrible an ex oS OES SRN Pag See 

en indeed we can i y ’ ~ | 
tent, have stained your hands with blood——” be a ee oy " — 

‘‘I did mot stain my hands with blood!” shrieked the old man. | But mente h wa od eT . Nola 
** That is my crime. Listen. Br ndh on. as I a ay my —_ = ‘Bpudtiden a6 pousiag ne , 
suspicions were aroused by an Irish-American with a strange parcel. . ° 
tdlenan him into an mos aasler train, getting in the next compart- | =. a el has been to speak 
ment, and watching him over the partition. As he was about to lower So . aehen think be ig oo 
an infernal machine on to the line, I leapt over and caught him by the | iF tabs he hed an ~ ~ theese). 
throat——” | 

We grasped the old man’s hand, embraced him fervently, yelled, | To look into the Crofters’ *‘ vex,” 
“‘And squeezed the life out of the vermin—broke his neck? Great | That Hassan-Fehmi’s coming here, 
benefactor !” And Bismarck’s going to annex 

The old man groaned, and hid his wretched face. ‘* No,” he mur- | Our stock of Tott’nham Lager Bier. 
mured, ‘‘ I gave him in charge, and he was let off scot-free by his aider I hope you saw what Burnand wrote, 
and: abettor, the Law—that is, with three years’ penal servitude! I let And also read what Holling-said. 
him live !—oh, I let him live !’’ And the miserable old criminal rocked | Ta!ta! Excuse this hurried note. 
himself and gnashed his teeth. We flung him from us with loathing and Yours very truly, 


shut our eyes; he was the worst murderer we had ever seen. Merpie Heap. 
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TOM TIDDLER’S GROUND. 


AWFUL APPARITION SEEN BY THE LAND GRABBERS, OR GROUND LANDLORDS, 
WHILE ENGAGED IN PICKING UP OTHER PEOPLE'S GOLD AND SILVER. 





FA ox 


A Ditty on the “Dumps.” 
i rs state that melancholia is vy 
Bia dong myn agnor among the educated pos | 
well-to-do classes. ] 
Can we believe this startling tale? 
Does melancholia so prevail, 
As medical authorities affirm ? 
And are the learned, wise, and great, 
So oft in this despondent state, 
That ’neath melancholia’s heel they daily 
squirm ? 
Can people, from misfortune free, 
Such horror in existence see, 
That they must often groan in grim despair ? 





Have all their sufferings been such 
That they must dwell in sorrow’s clutch, 
Over it but a *‘ fashionable air ” ? 
Of brooding some are much too fond, 
O’er merest trifles some despond 
| In terror at the smallest passing cloud. 
| Ah! some in these high-pressure days 
Are apt to act in foolish ways, 
And by the slightest crosses they are cowed, 
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No doubt some ave distressed in mind, 
And scarce a ray of hope can find ; 

But with some ’tis only affectation’s pranks— 
They mule, and pule, and cry, and sigh, 
At but a fleck in Fortune’s sky, 

And for their many blessings give no thanks, 
Arouse, all ye afflicted thus, 
So prone to fidget and to fuss ; 

Tisn’t English such a coward form to show. 


| And though, perhaps, you are not rich, 
You'll find you have some blessings which 
Should quickly make your melancholy go. 


ad i ite sa $ - ‘ 
Vag amend y | When work and worry strain your mind, 





Endeavour cause for hope to find ; 
| And through trouble’s clouds will quickly shine 
Hope’s sun. 
Your duty’s crosses boldly bear, 
And ne’er give way to dull despair ; 
And if you want a tonic—why, read Fun! 





THE new building added to the Stock Ex- 
change has raised this place of business up a 
bit. It now is reckoned the biggest gambling 
show in the world. 











NEW LEAVES. 


*“Wuo LiveD THERE,” by the author of ** My Neighbour Nellie” | 


(Fun Office). This attractive and beautifully illustrated little book is 
now upon the stalls, inviting our attention, It is a story told by ashop, 
and speaking from a full knowledge of its merits, we advise our readers, 
by buying the book,to make the acquaintance of all the nice people, 


evidence of the spirit and enterprise of its producer and its editor. 
From Boston (D, Lothorp and Co), we have the Christmas. Number 
of ‘* Wideawake,” which, for beauty and variety comes nearer to ‘* S¥, 
Nicholas” than anything else we have seen. From the same house we 


| have also *‘ Baby Land,” ‘* Pansy,” and ‘‘ Our Little Men and Women,” 


both old and young, *‘ who lived there.”—‘‘ Love Clouds,” by John | 


, ‘ y + ; ; sé | 
Latey, Jun, (FUN Office). Those who read this book will have a good | we must not miss mention of these. 


time "’ while waiting till the clouds roll by,—which they do at the last, 
and all ‘‘ clears up.” 


Christmas leaves from ‘‘ the other side.” In the Christmas ‘‘ Holiday 
Number” of Zhe Chicago News Letter, which, over and above its pro- 
portion of news, has a lot of fully and ably illustrated stories, anecdotes, 
and jokes ; and there is in addition a splendid print produced in “ photo- 


George Clarin of ‘* At a Masquerade Ball,” which is in its way simply 
superb, The whole number, in its characteristic cover, is a powerful 


each and all of these are excellent in themselves, full of beautiful things, 
and admirably suited to young minds. 

On our own side we have Leaves that seem to have ‘* come late,” but 
The Theatre Annual has its eight 


| Separate portraits of favourite actresses, and its group of sixteen distin- 


| can take of it. 


| 


| 


graveur” by W. A. Cooper, of Chicago, from the original picture by | in its. own locality,” 


After our own Christmas is past, there comes to us specimens of | guished authors, who, together furnish forth a bill of fare, both fair and 


funny. ‘St. Stephen’s Saturnalia” is deserving of more notice than we 
‘The Pall Mall Christmas Extra” ought to have had 


| the favourable notice it deserves at an earlier period, but better late 


than never. ‘‘The Bayswater Annual” will find its greatest admirers 




















tk DOME 
Cleanliness in use, 


“The CLEAN Black Lead.” 
JAMES’ GOLD MEDAL | 
for Excellence of 

Quality and 
BLACKLEAD | 





Keckitts 
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. Largest Sale 


in the World” 








CAUTION.—If . 
addition of Starch. 0 CGOd 


WHAT we should like to see the ** last ” oft, —The Bootmakers’ Strike. 
Cocoa thickens in the 
PURE!!! SOLUBLE!!! REFRESHING!!! 








London eri J y Vaiziel Brothers, at th (a ¢ Pres tiigh Street 


Wednesday, 
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January 21st, 1 
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As these were proceeding away down Time's track, 
By great MR. FUN they bave just been Called 


B ck ; 
If over the page you your optics will cast, 


You'll find in n notes of the month that is past. 





THe DrRaMA OF Lirg,—‘‘CALLED BACK.” 


The Spirit of Pantomime reigning is found, 
The snow has in some places covered the ground, 
A ¢ ne ass wonders where ‘‘ labour” he’il 


And at Mr, Gladstone is getting so wet. 





Our final Princess is—hoorah !—is engaged, 

While r Mr. Yates is led off to be caged, 

And Maskelyne finds (very like) that he’s ‘*done,” 

While Edward, the Prince, has become twenty- 
one. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


HE Comepy.—This house, 
having resolved to relin- 
quish the ‘‘ Follies” of its 
youth, and thenceforth act 
up to its title by producing 
comedy pure and simple 
(round which the leaven of 
the pas‘ will linger, how- 
ever, in the shape of bur- 
lesque), what more natural 
than that it should revive 
Offenbach’s Aarbe- Bleue 
with pretty much the same 
cast that presented it at the 
Avenue in June, 1883? 


Barbe- Bleue is, of course, 
only a stop-gap stratum 
between the coming co- 
medy period and the short- 
reigned Grand Mogul, but 
: it is got up and played— 
: i particularly played—with 
. a spirited completeness 
that should certainly ensure 
it much popularity, if nota 
long run. The sustained 
and alert vivacity of Mr, 
Arthur Roberts’ King Bobéche is simply astonishing ; no circumstance, 
rehearsed or unrehearsed, finds him at a loss, and he is consistently and 
iproariously funny throughout—his humour is certainly of the boisterous 
kind,land draws its illustrations something too much from the pot-house, 
race-course, and music-hall to be quite in place in a first-class theatre, 
but there can be no question of its utter comicality, or the comedian’s 
exceptional cleverness, and there is nothing in absolute bad taste. Mr. 
Il'red Leslie, in the small part of Popolani, exerts himself with similar 
good results, In the face of this Popolani, dressed in funereal garb, 
and endowed with the laugh of a catarrh-afflicted duck, I defy the 
most stolid waistcoat to go home with all its buttons on. M. Marius’s 
demure solemnity and punctiliously exact behaviour (conceived in a 
capital real comedy spirit) cause considerable amusement in another 
vein, 





THe Comevy.—How 1s HeE?—OQOH, vRETTY 


Miss St. JOHN'S singing is as enjoyable as ever, but it is an open 
question whether she does not over-vulgarise Boulotte’s vulgarity. Miss 
Lottie Venne is quite her sprightly self as the peasant girl who has ap- 
parently established herself as a florist in an obscure village at the foot 
of the Jungfrau, but who is subsequently discovered to be of royal bir h, 
and triumphantly departs for court in what is described asa ‘‘ palankeen,”’ 
but is nothing of the sort, being simply a perambulator without wheels, 
in its pre-painted and pre-upholstered stage, ornamented with a pair 
of valuable muslin curtains at a halfpenny per yard, and a lively green 
cushion which they evidently wouldn’t stand at court, for we afterwards 
find it relegated to the obscurity of Blue Beard’s family vault. Mr. H. 
Bracy sang his part like the sweet-singer he is, but he cccasionally found 
some difficulty in makirg his voice and the music fit, 


Ii ever the practise of ‘‘ gagging” had excuse, this piece supplies it. 
As played at 


the Comedy, 
he actors 
have suc 
ceeded in 
“talking 
out” most 


of the origi- 
nal dialogue; 
the words of 
the songs 
are, of 
course, 
but sparsely 
heard, and 
1) only some- 
body wou'd 
come along 
and al er all 
but one or 
two p tions 
yf the music, 
his version of Blue Beard would be capable of rir 














Tue Prince’s.—A more than usually expectant audience assembled 
here last week, attracted by the announcement that Mrs. Langtry would 
reappear on the London stage, after an absence of two years, in a new 
play and three new dresses, or (to put them in order of their interest 
and Worth), three new dresses and a new play. 








It is a very difficult character Mrs. Langtry has chosen for this 
occasion, and one which would probably tax the powers of the most 
skilful actress to endow with interest, and so, as Mrs, Langtry is by no 
means a skilful actress (although an earnest and painstaking one), the 
result is not exciting. In some of the quieter scenes, such as her first 
conversation with the Notary, there are not wanting touches of a certain 
art, but, as a whole, there is an utter inadequa, y and want of depth 
which betrays the absence of the real acting spirit—the spirit which not 
all the drilling or study in the world can create. The peculiarly un- 
dignified language of this Princess is not, of course, due to the actress, 
but the jerky and chatty manner in which she plays some of her 
‘strong ’ scenes does nothing to hide the barrenness of the land, 


THE play, as it stands, is not, probably, the worst play ever written, 
but it is pretty bad, being seemingly little more than a bald, school-boy 
translation, with all the ‘‘ impossible” to it cut out, and nothing put in 
its place, a 

THE story is not of a kind to command the sympathy, scarcely the pa 
tience, of an English audience at any time, and told as it istold. A 
change of programme will probably soon occur. There is some excellent 
acting in the piece, too. Besides Mr. Coghlan’s incisive and vigorous 
rendering of the hero, there is excellent work from such practised artists 
as Mrs. Billington and Mr. Everill, Miss Amy Roselle plays the adven- 
turess with an art which almost conceals the fact that she talks a good 
deal of arrant nonsense. A portentously artful valet (whose artfulness 
comes to nothing, however), is played with praiseworthy care and finish 
by Mr. Smedley, and Miss Rosina Phillips shows uncommon tact and 
intelligent readiness as a confidential maid. 


THE O.tympic.—A very good melodrama, with the common faults of 
most melo- 
dramas —a 
too, too in- 
genuous 
heroine, a 
constant re- 
minder that 
other plays 
have pre- 
ceded it, 
and a not 
very high 
standard of 
literary 
merit, has 
been pro- 
duced here 
under the 
title of ln 
flis Power. 
Mr. Mark 
Muinton is 
the author, and shows no mean skill in stage craft, with the result that 
a capital play of its kind, interesting, and with plenty of grip, is pre- 
sented, It serves as an opportunity for the re-appearance of Miss Ada 
Cavendish after the severe illness from which she has, happily, quite re- 
covered, and probably much of the unstinted applause she received 
partook of the nature of pleased congratulation. A goodly portion was, 
however, her undoubted due for her excellent performance, which 
showed undiminished power, and enlisted thorough sympathy for the (of 
course) sorely-tried heroine (who might, however, assume a bonnet 
before sallying forth to the Quartier Latin). Mr. Kyrle Bellew can 
play handsome young heroes; Mr. Cartwright, one of our ablest villains, 
is also in the cast. The author snorted overmuch, and spoke too 1n- 
distinctly in the small part he contented himself with. Mr. Elsworthy 
and Miss Lizzie Claremont supplied the somewhat farcical but necessary 
relief, and the spirit in which the play was received may be gathered 
from the fact that the author and Miss Cavendish each received a double 
call, and Mr. Edgar Druce came in for half like honour, 





THe Otyvuvic.—"In His Power,” or (GAIETY) “IN CHANCERY. 


NESTOR. 








Wuy does a beautiful young lady gliding gracefully past you remind 
you of a doleful chime ?—Because she is a passing de//e (bell). [For the 
safety of the public, we feel it to be our duty to inform the Lunacy 
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Greenmeat! 


(Referring to a speech by an eminent scientist on the advantages of 
vegetarianism, the Evening News asks, ‘* But who will write a song on 
the cabbage and boiled greens of Old England?”]) ss cxu ~'} nau?W, 


** Ou, who'll write a song (now at once don’t all speak) 
On the cabbage and greens of our land?” 

Why, behold ! notwithstanding the task is unique, 
** Yours truly ” will take it in hand.” 

Not much comes amiss to your versatile bard, 
Providing ’tis made worth his while ;' | 

So he'll sing (for a price) of his earnest regard | 
For the cabbages grown in this isle. | 


CHORUS, | 


Then, in praise of the brocoli shout, dear boys, 
Of the ‘‘ savoy”’ and bold Brussels sprout, dear boys ; 

So suited to folk both of high and low means 

Are the cabbage of England, and England’s boiled greens ! 





Let others write lyrics on England’s roast beef, 
From ¢h7s vegetarians shrink ; 
A ‘‘ joint,” they say, causes of evils the chief— 
’Tis, according to them, worse than drink. 
But boiled greens and cabbage are innocent fare, | 
In these no iniquities lie, 
As are hidden in meat, people’s minds to ensnare— 
Besides, they’re much cheaper to buy. 


CHORUS, 


Then the cauliflower’s virtues let’s greet, dear boys, 

And the gay summer cabbage let’s eat, dear boys ; 

For good enough food e’en for kings and for queens 

Are England’s boiled cabbage, and England’s boiled greens ! 





} 
Meretricious is mutton, and vile is all veal, 
And pork should be always pooh-poohed ! 
Beware, too, of beef—peace of mind it doth steal fe 
Whenever you take it as food. Ze 
Then fish, flesh, and fowl do not chew, but eschew, == 
For all ‘hese vegetarians ban ; 
Yet I dont mind confessing (of course entre nous) 
That / eat these three F’s when I can, 
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CHORUS. 


Stil, greenmeat is awfully gay, dear boys, 
If with meat ’tis combined every day, dear boys ; 
If served up with good joints, then your bard always leans 

To England’s boiled cabbage, and England’s boiled greens ! 





S6Wo'’s THIS? 
HET UP BY THE WOLF. 
*“GReT OUT. 


THE PANTOMIME SEASON. 

Why, THIS Is LitrLe RED RIDIN’ ’OOD, AS WAS 
THAT ’ERE CHAP’S THE CLOWN,” 
SHE MUST BE THE CLOWN TO GEL HERSELF HET UP.” 














THE BLUNDERBERRYS AT BREAKFAST, 


‘Ou, Solomon,” gasped Mrs. Blunderberry, entering the breakfast- 
room at a run, and catching her morning wrapper in the door-knob, 
‘‘Oh, Solomon! /s it true that the Germans have taken Africa?” 

‘** No, it isn’t,” replied her lord and master with brutal abruptness, as 
he helped himself to a mutton chop, and propped the newspaper in front 
of him against the cruet stand. 

‘*But the milkman told cook they’d hoisted their flag,” urged the 
good lady, always reluctant to give in. 

** Let ’em hoist,” answered Mr. Blunderberry, peppering his chop. 

** But what has Sir Garnet Gordon gone to Africa for if the Germans 
keep on hoisting flags?” 

**Oh, you know a precious lot about flags, don’t you? You're an 
authority on banners, ain’t you? When you’ve braved the battle and 
the breeze another thousand years or so you'll pass for the union jack. 
Stuck on a staff, and unfurled to wave in Heaven’s pure ether, any blind 
man might take you for the royal standard of England.” 

‘* How you do go on, Solomon,” faltered his wife nervously, as she 
casually dropped a sausage into the milk-jug, and proceeded to fish it 
out with the sugar-tongs. 

** Who wouldn’t; to hear a woman talk as if Africa were about the 
size of Russell Square, and a coloured pocket-handkerchief would take 
itallin? Great Gladstone! Don’t you know it’s not the Germans we 
are fighting, but the Arabs?” 

Oh, I do so love those dear, brave Arabian Knights!” cried Mrs. 
Blunderberry gushingly. 

** Rubbish !”’ said Mr. Blunderberry, engrossed by his newspaper. 

‘But you must remember, Solomon, dear, there were a thousand and 
one of them, and they lived in golden palaces or else in jewelled caves ; 








and they had Slaves of the Lamp, and their wives were called Slaves of | 


the King ; and wasn’t the chief of them named Sindbad ?—or was it 
Ali Baba?” 

** Stuff and“nonsense, Mrs. B.! Great gracious! what zs the woman 
talking about? With the accurate knowledge you possess of the fairy 


tales of infancy, two bad puns and a topical song would fit you out com- 
plete as a Christmas pantomime. Do you think Lord Wolseley only 
needs a crooked sword, a turban, and a pair of baggy trousers to pass for 
the Caliph Haroun Alraschid? Got an idea Lord Charles Beresford 
comes out of an iron chest on the seashore in a cloud of smoke when- 
ever General Gordon claps his hands, and cries ‘ Rahat-Lakoum ’?” 

‘TI believe Lord Charles Beresford is far too good a sailor ever to run 
an ironclad on shore,” saki Mrs. Blunderberry with an air of satisfaction. 

‘* A lot you know about it, don’t you? Think perhaps a cocked hat 
and a grievance would fit you out as a naval officer? As it is, you fuss 
enough and make noise enough to be a steam launch.”’ 

‘© Who's won?” asked Mrs, Blunderberry, vaguely. 

** Wodyermean?’”’ growled her husband, 

** Who's got the best of it ia 

‘‘ Those who stopped at home. It’s better to be in comfortable bar- 
racks in a good nurserymaid neighbourhood than marching across the 
desert.”’ 

‘Oh! Are they really in the desert, Solomon; tell me—did they 
find a—a—thingummy—what is the thing people find in a desert?” 

‘* Sand.” 

‘No, no; not sand, and not camels, and not pyramids or veiled pro- 
phets, or dancing-girls—the other thing—you know?” 

‘No, Mrs. li., no. I cannot attempt to explore the vast vacancy of 
your Sahara of a mind. If you would irrigate the sterile plain which 
you call your understanding with water from the fountain of knowledge, 
it might in time induce a growth of intelligible conversation—ahem !” 
and Mr. Blunderberry pulled up his shirt-collar. 

** It’s an O something,” continued Mrs. Blunderberry. 

‘© O for omnibus—I’m off,” said her lord, putting on his hat and coat. 

‘‘O—O—),” she murmured to herself, then rushing to the window, 
threw it up, and called to her husband at the garden-gate, ‘‘I know 
now, Solomon—oasis ; did the poor soldiers pick up any oasises in the 
desert ?”’ 

But Mr. Blunderberry returned no answer. 
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ad started a Camel Corps in India. 


: ‘ : “ ‘ } 
{General Booth lately said that ‘‘ Major Tucker h in. | nenes wanlar 4 


Gordon had relieved Khartoum, the Government wou 
present of a few.” —Daily Paper. 
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these camels are comiog, oh dear! oh 


dear! 
Our streets of all traffic we quickly must clear, 


too 


A CAMEL C(H)ORPS-US. 


f camels onhand. He was going to as 









Concertinas, and trumpets, and tambourines 


(Which you at the Stores of the Army may view) 


could get camels inthis country. . - When 


It would be a good thing if they k the Government to make the Salvation Army the 
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Now this banging, and braying, of course, suits 
a booth, 

But the average mind ’tis not likely to soothe, 

And the great big hump camels which Booth 


To let General Booth and his Army all come 
To the sound of the cymbals and bang of the 
drum ! 


Will give out their—well, say ‘‘ harmonious” 


sounds, 


Whenever the General goeth his rounds. 


thinks so neat, 
Willgive zs the ‘hump’ if allowed in the street. 








CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES. 


an unimportant incident. It was carried away by the explosion of a 
bomb placed in my overcoat pocket by the old lady whom you may have 





“NOTHING 


WHEN YOU’RE 


USED TO IT!” 


seen approaching just now, 


I feel sure she mistook me for another 


(THe following conversation is not intended to be amusing; you 


don't want amusing things in a comic paper. It 


is intended as an 


instructive dialogue for those visiting Paris just now. 


We have not 


person—perchance some miscreant who had sat upon her new bonnet, 
or cheated her out of a sou ; but, unfortunately, she is not here to explain, 
as the explosion took place before she had time to withdraw. 


First B. See, here is a ca/¢, 


Let us seat ourselves at a table without, 


given the French translation, because we do not know a word of French ; 
but we have given the spirat of contemporary Parisian /ee/img, which is 


and enjoy a black coffee. 


Ha! here is a table wnder the iron screen, so 


really what the stranger requires to understand. 


You may say, ‘* It is 





difficult to understand—for a Briton, at any rate.’”’ We admit it). 
Two BOULEVARDIERS. 

First B.: Alphonse, my brave, let us make a little walk together. 
We will open the door cautiously, as a street faces the passage, and there 
are generally bullets travelling along it. 

Sreconp B.: Hold—there is a pause in the fusillade. The opportunity 
is good ; we will slip out—so. Ha! That is unfortunate—a bullet has 
gone through your hat. 

First B.: It does not signify, as it was not intended for me, and is, 
besides, a very small one. It was fired, I fancy, by old Grosmouton, 
the retired grocer, at young Mauvaisinge, the medical student, who 
winked yesterday at Madame Grosmouton Dear me! That isa 
nasty sword-thrust in your left arm ; let me bind it up. 

Seconp B.: Oh, do not trouble. It was not intended for me, for 
the gentleman who did it is a perfect stranger to me, and is, indeed, at 








this moment apologising. He meant it for that lady who has just passed, 
It is nothing ;—but I grieve to see that you have lost your right foot 
since I looked last—a moment ago. 
First B.: Oh no, it is not of need, since the blunderbuss that caused | 
it was not aimed at me, but at yonder gentleman, by this lady at the | 
window. She has explained, ard it is a past affair. But your poor leg 
has disappeared ; ther matter |! 
. N .* Ts u wl ] 
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Shall I assist you to hobble ? | 


thoughtfully put up by the proprietor to keep the bullets off. That is 
most comfortable. 

SECOND b. Ah! the poor waiter—that he is riddled ! 
first recognize him as a waiter, for there is so much gone of him, 
he is so exposed here ; it is unavoidable, 


First B. See, then—something crashes through the iron screen, and 
removes your head to a great distance. It is not a tullet, for the screen 
resists bullets ; no—it is a ball from a small field piece. Ah, my poor 
friend, I pity you! But it is of less consequence, as it was not intended 
for you. A gentleman steps up, and politely explains that it was merely 
intended for the destruction of the street, whose inhabitants have spoken 
rudely about him. Ha! my faith! What is this that is arrived 2? Devil! It 
is not to be borne! That rabble of waiter h:s not brought sugar for my 
coffee! Sacred blue, it shall be expiated! But what do first? Thunder! 
I will gnash the teeth; I will shout, and grow red in the face—purple. 
I will rush off without my hat to the Government arsenal, and borrow a 
large gun. I will return and blow the remaining waiter into ten thousand 
fragments—into ten hundred thousand fragments. But first I will write 
to my mother and ask her blessing. Ah, that she is good, my mother ! 
Ah, that he is perfidious, the waiter !—that he is dog, assassin, coward ! 
Alas! my purpose shall not be carried out; for a lady mistakes me for 
some one else. She will not be convinced. She opens my mouth, and 
pours down my throat a great cup of strychnine. But it is no matter, 
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The Egyptian Valse. | 


(Ske CARTOON.) 


THEY who in dancing festivities can 
Say that they oftentimes twirl, | 
Know how unpleasant it is when the man | 
Gets out of step with the girl. 


Something—he probably doesn’t know 
what— 
Sets the performance awry, 
Till he breaks into a joggified trot, 
Giving the tune the go-by. 


Lost is the swan-like, harmonious grace, 
Lost is the smooth-flowing swing ; 

Motion discordant usurping their place, | 
Spoiling the charm of the thing. ! 


That there is need of tact, patience and 
skill 
Then, must be perfectly plain, 
Ere the four feet of the gay couple will 
Step in agreement again. 


They, too, who've learned the political 
dance, 
Know this description’s not false, 
When ’tis applied unto Granville and 
France 
In the Egyptian valse. 


Why, Shoe-rely! 

ACCORDING to the Lord Mayor, po- 
licemen have not improved in their 
elocutionary p wers. They still, he 
says, ‘‘ speak in‘o their boots.”” In that 
case some of the torce must be Jeather- 
lunged, and one would almost think that 
they belonged sole-ly to the *‘ upper,” 
or at least to the wel(t)-to-do classes. 


A Burn-and Scorch. | 


Lo! one whose fond of cracking jokes, 
A war on actress-life would wage ! 
Quite afropfos, so many folks 
Of late are “gone” upon the stage. 
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THE TWO APPEALS. 


Mr. G. (to starving British Workman).—‘‘ AH! 1F YOU WERE ONLY AN EGYPTIAN, NOW.” 














The Japanese Village in Humphrey’s Hal. 


A DEADLY solemnity lingers round this show. Indeed, it might almost 
be termed an exhibition of fossils. Still, the village and its slow-going 
inhabitants afford excessively interesting and instructive study, and will 
doubtless continue to attract crowds of sight-seers for some time to come. 
It is devoutly to be hoped that all Japanese villages are as clean and 
wholesomeas the small collection of country houses erected in Humphrey’s 
Hall. Everything is spick span new, pure, wholesome, and polished ; 
and is calculated to strike horror in the minds of those British working 
men who love dirt for dirt’s sake. The Japanese men and women on 
show may enjoy the most robust health, but their personal appearance 
resembles that of people who have just undergone the miseries of a rough 
passage across the channel. We notice that they have adopted good 
strong Engli-h flannels; which, though warm and comfortable, contrast 
strangely with their native costume. The industrial life in the village is 
tolerably well illustrated by assiduous laziness. The social life is not 
represented thoroughly. A real Japanese execution every half hour would 
make matters much more complete, and might prove a source of great 
profit to the promoter. The scenes of domestic life shown are amusing 
enough ; and we watched two pretty little Japanese damsels flirt with an 
aged artificer to our immense satisfaction. But when the young maidens 
squirted the contents of two Whitechapel made ‘‘ ladies tormentors,”’ 
into the venerable frivoler’s eyes, and leaving him half blinded, ran 
away laughing, we hopped gaily round with dignified delight, being 
overjoyed at finding how quickly and easily civilisation spreads. 

The variety entertainment given by the native artistes is decidedly 
worth listening to, and seeing. We cordially recommend it to those 
who love to hear unearthly noises, and delight in watching absurd buf- 
foonery. Haters of music may do well to listen to the extraordinary 





melodies the Japanese professors of Harmony manage to create. They 
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fully converted by adopting this stringent measure, and be enabled to 
discover a music a few strides further off the future than Wagner's, The 
wire-walker, the juggler, the fencers, wrestlers, and acrobats are quite 
up to the average of second-rate Furopean professors of these arts. But 
we must confess to being charmed by the Japaneasy going manner in which 
they toiled through their performances, 

By the way, the promoter, Mr. O’Buhicrosan, has acted wisely in 
starting a Japanese hairdresser’s shop in his show. The Japanese hair- 
dressers are invariably honest money-lenders (according to tradition). 
Such a curiously miraculous combination of physical and moral cleanliness 
in the way of business being on view in the Japanese village, alone makes 
the show quite unique. 





Sword in Hand. 


COLONEL ‘‘ Fred” BURNABY, BORN 1841,—KILLE&D IN ACTION, 
JAN. 17TH, 1885. 


On, dauntless heart ! and gallant mien ! 
In worthier cause could life be spent ! 
To fall for country and for Queen, 
On ‘leagued comrade’s rescue bent 
With sword in hand and face to foe, 
’Mid clash of steel and battle cry, 
The comrades round who loved him so; 
"Twas sure the death he'd wished to die! 





SURELY a wealthy country like the United States might make its 
starved-out bankrupt ex-president a Government GRANT, 





A DavourEepD Discourse.—The fashionable sermonette. 
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VIOLATING ONE’S INCLINATIONS. 


(See repeated “‘repudiation” of Dynamite Po’icy, as communicated to the newspapers.) 














‘*Wirra now, an infurnal machane, is it? Och! now, who can ha’ put it ‘* Bin thrying to blow ye up, have they now? Sure, 1’m afther repudaatin’ 
there? I's mesilf that intoire'y disapproves ov’em, Mr. Bull, belave me!” the loikes av it all, belave me wurrd,” said the Irish Republican Brother- 
uid the Fenian Brotherhood. hood. 
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‘ Murther. now ' Is it doinamitin’ — c.f yc. *7 . . P 
pide doinamitin ye they ve t 1e divils? And mea- - avthing ; “es ye , . : 
‘ é y ve bin’, the divils? And me a-disownun ennything to do with ut, if ye’ll belave me, intoirely,” said the Clan-na-Gael. 
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THE EGYPTIAN VALSE. 


| France—* PARDON, MILOR; I DO FEAR ZAT I DO TREAD ON ZE TOE. 














“QOOOH! NOT AT ALL; DON’T MENTION IT, MA’MSELLE—I RATHER LIKE IT.” 
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BRING THE CAT. 


Mas. G. WASHINGTON Brown never had a baby. — 
Everybody said the same thing of her—that she was such a nice little 
woman, What every one says must be true. This certainly was. 
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She was one of those little round, rosy, pink and creamy little 
women that put you in mind of a half-opened Gloire de Dijon bud; 
and whenever you saw her you wished you were Mr. G. Washington 
Brown, 

When you saw Mr. G. Washington Brown you were very glad you 
were some one else, for he was a tall, thin, red-nosed, ill-tempered- 
looking man, of so unpleasant an aspect that, though you could easily 
under-tand what he saw in Mrs, G, Washington Brown, it was a pro- 
blem—a social problem that no one could solve—what Mrs. G. Washing- 
ton Brown saw in him. 

Extremes meet, and so they were married. Mr. G, W. B. grew 
plainer and more irritable every day ; Mrs. G. W. B. more sweet, and 
soft, ard plump, and rosy, till she seemed like a delicious little baby of 
a woman, 

But she never had a baby. 

This was a pity. 

This was not a pity. 

It was a pily, if the baby would have been a girl like her sweet, soft, 
dimply little mamma, 

It was not a pity, if the baby would have been a long, thin, red-nosed 
hugamabuff of a boy like his father. 

Bat we needn’t argue the point, for, as aforesaid, Mrs. G. W. B. did 
not have a baby. 

Ah, me! How often one does see woman’s sweetness wasted on the 
desert hair that grows upon the back of a dog ora cat, or upon the 
moulting feathers of a parrot or a pair of doves. 

Hang those doves ot Mrs. G. W. B.! They cooed all day, and all 
night too, for, while one of them slept with its head under its wing, the 
other cooed to soothe it to sleep. 

Then there was that little pug dog which she took out fora walk 
every day, at the end of a thin leather thong. You may say you don’t 
believe in metempsychosis. I do, and I’m ready to swear that agenuine 
British burglar’s soul occupied the creamy-coloured corpus of that black- 
muzzled little horror that barked and snarled at every one it saw, 

Then there was the cat ! 

Well, it certainly was a beautiful cat--one of those long-coated, 
quirrel-tailed brown animals, with big whiskers all round its cheeks, 
like an alderman or a lord mayor; I don’t mean its bristly moustachios, 
but the fluffy whiskers. And if it would only have left my flower-beds 
alone, and not been always altering the cocoanut fhbre, I don’t know 
that I should have minded that cat, for it was friendly, and there was 
something pleasant in its purr. 

Shall I own to it ? 

Well, I will, No, no! That's not fair, you're laughing at me. I 
don’t care. I will own to it like a man, 

Mrs. G, Washington Brown had a sister wonderfully like herself only 
four years younger, and the bud was not quite so fully opened. 

Wonderful how they did resemble the Gloire de D: jon rose. 
Grace was about the sweetest —— | 

Stop ! 

I'm obliged to obey that order, for I know if I went on describing her 
( should begin to rhapsodise, and finish up at the end ofa dozen 
columns with an ode to my mistress’s eyebrow. Foor it’s all right. Grace 
has consented. Mrs. G. W. B. smiles and laughs, and Mr. G. W. B. 
only growled and said he didn't care. 

I was in there when the telegram 

oked pale and popped Tittun 


rvie 


In fact, 


came, and the dear little woman 
that’s the cat—off her lap as she 











Puss looked ill-used, but curled herself up on the hearthrug as her 
mistress hummed over the message and looked smiling again. 

‘‘No answer, Sarah,” she said to the maid ; and the telegraph boy 
went off whistling as the dear little woman read over to us,— 

‘* From Brown, Cafel Court, to Mrs, G. W. Brown, My tle Villa, 
Camden Square.—Come on to the office by one. Lunch, Bring thecat.” 

‘« Bring the cat?” said Grace and I in a breath, 

‘Yes, I know,” cried the little woman, looking more rosy as she 
smiled ; ‘* I know—it’s to please me—he’s going to have Tittums pho- 
tographed for me, same as he had Prince.” _ 

‘+ But he didn’t say so, Birdie,” said Grace. She always calls her Birdie. 

‘‘No; but that’s his way. Now, my dear precious old pussums, 
you've got to come up to London to have your dear old likeness taken. 
You dear old rum-rum-rum-rum-rum !” 

That is meant to represent the sweet humming noise she made as she 
buried her face in puss’s fur, and kissed and hugged her, a process of 
which the cat seemed to approve, and the sound was made again. You 
know it. It is that noise young mothers make among the rolls of fat in 
babies’ necks to indicate love and delight. __ 

‘* Why, you said you were going into the city, Mr. Scribe,” cried Mrs, 
G. W. B. ‘*You could see me safely there. Why don’t you take 
Gracie, and then we could all lunch together.” 

I was going to say, *‘ No,” for there was the cat. I could not see 
myself being escort to the cat. The escort to the lady would have been 
all very well. But the cat! ; 

The question of taking Gracie too, however, settled it, and we started 
at once, 

‘* Basket—bag ? What nonsense, Mr. Scribe. Just as if I would let 
my cat out of a bag!” cried Mrs.G. W. B. ‘‘ No; Tittums will ride 
down in the cab as good as gold on its own little mistress’s lap ; and oh, 
Gracie, I hope Mr. Riggs won’t be there with his horrid bulldog !” 

By the way, Mr. Riggs shares Brown’s office, as the rent is tremendous. 

Mr. Rigg’s bu!ldog was forgotten, We rode down ina cab, and the 
Persian cat sat as good as gold on its mistress’s lap, and in her arms as 
we went into Throgmorton Street and down Draper’s Gardens to Washy 

3rown’s office. A number of ribald young stockbrokers grinned, but 
they forgot the cat to admire the lady, and directly after we walked into 
Brown’s office, where a telegraph machine was busy clicking out tape. 

The moment the door was shut there was a grow], a rush, and for 
the next five minutes Riggs’s bulldog was hunting Tittums, till he rushed 
up on to the top of a cupboard, and the dog was beaten with parasols 
and umbre'las, and a ruler, till he was ¢criven out. 

**You must be 
mad!” cried 
Brown, furiously, 
‘you —_—wretched, 
idiotic little wo- 
man! What did 
you bring that stu- 
pid beast for?” 

‘*Don’t be so 
cross with me, 
Georgie dear,” 








sobbed the little 
woman, and _ she 
looked even pret- 


tier in her tears. 

** But Iam cross ; 
it makes me look 
such a fool! A 
tomcat in a stock- 
broker’s office!” 

**It’s no worse 
than a_ bulldog, 
dear,” she sobbed. 

**But why cid 
you bring it?” 

“You told me to, 








dear.”’ 

**T didn’t. Ab- 
surd !” 

**Indeed you did, 
dear —didn't he, 


Mr. Scribe?” 

** Certainly,” I 
replied, and Grace 
joined in chorus, Pi 

“It’s a . = 
mean a mistake,” he said ; ** I wrote distinctly, ‘Come,’ I said, * Lunch,’ 
So as to take you to the sale to buy some hyacinth bulbs. And I ended 
by saying, ‘bring the catalogue,’” 

‘cVo., Jidn!? _ = ’ + 

rou didnt, you cruel fellow! And there’s ever so much fur off my 
g’s coat. You said ‘ Bring the cat |’” 
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MUSICAL NOTES. 
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A STRINGED INSTRUMENT. 


A MOST OBTUSE BRITON. 

(We have received the following from an indignant Parisian, and we 
must confess to a feeling of the deepest shame at the almost incredible 
obtuseness of our countryman.) 
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To the Editor of **¥un.” 

Rabble ! 

I write to you of an affair of the most scandalous! Sacred! It used 
to say itself that the perfidious English could not joke; but, byblue ! it 
goes contrary to itself at present, that proverb there, let us look. It 
arrives now that the devil of English cannot see the seriousness, 

We have here, sir, an Englishman of the most outrageously stupid, 
who has no soul, who sees not in the affairs of life the most tragic, the 
most sublime, the most grand and awe-inspiring, but the cause of merri- 
ment and of a gaiety of the most thunderstriking and contemptible ! 

He sojourns with us now there are three weeks, and witnesses among 
us Comestic and public scenes most solemn and terrible; yet he mis- 
takes them for so many jokes that we make, we others. ‘* You French 
are so humorous,” he says. Sacred ! 

Listen, then, Insular! We suffer in my house a terrible tragedy of 
family. My wife, who is poetess the most sublime, sees herself insulted 
by an infamous critic who says there are faults in her poems! 

I read the article, I; and my wife reads it. We beat our breasts and 
weep, and throw ourselves into the arms. Then we tear ourselves out the 
hair, and vow vengeance. And see there that Englishman who thinks 
we joke, and laughs; who says how we are a people who make a great 
pleasantry in every circumstance—a funny people ! 

It is in vain we assure bim that it isa thing most grave. Then I 
scream loudly, and jump by the window, and run without my hat to 
the office of the cursed pig of critic, and shriek at him, and pull his 
snout of nose, and put hima ball of revolver through the ear while ma. 
dame gives him strokes of nail on the face. Then we discover that it is 
the wrong man, and we fall upon his breast and shed tears upon him. 

And it is in vain that we assure the Englishman of the great solem- 
nity of the incident ; and see him there who laughs again! Bluedeath ! 

Then we make assault on the right assassin of critic, and draw him 
some revolver strokes, and riddle him of little holes, and cry, “ Live the 
France !” and he cries, ‘* The liberty and the security are be'rayed !"’ 
and then we all scream and embrace. And the obtuse Englishman 
laughs still, and thinks we make still pleasantries! Sapristi! 

Then the police arrive, and we weep and embrace the police. And 
the police weep and are overcome, and cry, ‘‘ Live the France!" And 


A WIND INSTRUMENT. 








A Finke Pepa Movement. 


the Englishman thinks it is all a good joke, though it is a seriousness of 
the most terrible, 

Then we go to the prison, and our friends gather round us, and we 
make a discourse ; and our friends are overcome, and the judge comes to 
browbeat us, and we do not tell him enough things condemuers of our- 
selves, whereat the judge tears out the hair and cries, ‘‘ Down with the 
Prussians! Bismarck to the guillotine !”’ and the gaolers are overcome. 
And the judge joins with us in assuring the Englishman that it is the 
most terrible earnest ; but the big stupid pig of Englishman does not 
understand the solemness, and cracks of laugh, my faith ! 

And one conveys the assassin of critic to the hospital ; and the doctors 
shudder, and are overcome to see so many holes, an fall themselves in 
the arms, and cry, ** Live the beautiful France!’ And one cures the 
defamer; and the doctors shout with joy, and dance along the street 
without hat to convey the intelligence to the judge, who shakes hands 
with the jailer and embraces myself and madame, spreading a torrent of 
tears of joy, and makes a little discourse of the most touching. 

And still the dog of Englishman laughs as if at a great joke, and says, 
‘* That you are funny, you French! That you make the fine arms!” 

Then we embrace the good friend of critic, and afhiance him to our 
daughter, and then introduce them; and we dine together at the Royal 
Palace, and embrace the waiters for joy; and the Englishman still 
laughs, not knowing that it is all to the great serious, Oh, that you are 
some mockers, you other English ! 

Accept, Sir, the assurances of my contempt the most distinguished, 

ACHILLE, 








A Wail for the “ Weed.” 


[An attempt is being made to get permission to grow tobacco again granted to 
Ireland. ‘The industry has been dead for many years owing to stringent English 
legisla:ion. J 

Air—WNorah Creina. 
O, OIRELAND’S in a sorry groove— 
Indade, poor Erin’s on the rack, O! 
But, ah! she surely moight improve 
If they'd but let her grow tobacco, 


Ages back the ‘‘ wade” she grew, 

Till English kings came on her thrack, O! 
An’ w.d their rich land-grabbin’ crew 

l orbade her growin’ more tobacco. 


And later laws, more sthringent still, 

Made her the source of rhino lack, O! 
And kept the money from her till, 

Which she’d have earned by her tobacco, 


lor wance, as good as furrin’ lands, 

To thrain the *‘ wade” she had the knack, O! 
But now she’s in misfortin’s bands, 

Because she mustn’t grow tobacco. 


Thin, England, this onkyindness cayce ; 

Come, darlint, don’t our heartstrings crack, O 1 
We'd mebbe smoke the poipe av pace 

Af we again moight grow tobacco, 








Not A PLEASANT DANCE FOR Parisoness.— The quod-rill 














= FUN. 





JANUARY 28, 1885. 








KNICKNACKS. 


AT a spiritualistic seance, Mr. Stuart Cumberland once squirted liquid 
cochineal over the face of a chilly spirit who asserted that he had the 
honour to be the shade of Mr. Cumber- 
Jand’s long-lost brother, After squirting 
freely, Mr. Cumberland’s annoyance at 
the reference to a long-lost brother (who 
never had an existence in this world, or 
any other), was mollified. In fact, Mr. 
Stuart Cumberland’s feelings were more 
than soothed by the medium’s howls of 
fright, and the audience’s how!s of delight, 
as the gas was suddenly turned up ; for 
then a ghost was made visible to the 
audience with a face rubicund—aye, a 
face suggestive of a countenince belong- 
ing to a spirit given to the inordinate 
consumption of alcoholic stimulant. 
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MgDICAL men are delighted to find 
that melancholia is making a rapid rush 
onwards. They are justly pleased, for 
shrewd doctors thrive healthily on this 
erratic mania— ‘*sweet melancholy.” 
Of course, now and again doctors who 
are not men of the world trip over, and 
come croppers when attending hypochondriac cases. For instance (to 
date back alittle), one Dr. Radcliffe, 'a famous physician of (Jueen Anne’s 
days, repented the folly of not leaving his wine one night, and rushing 
out to attend the Princess Anne (the future (Jueen of England). The 
Princess Anne had become a confirmed hypochondriac after the death 
of her sister Msry, and would send for her doctor at most unreasonable 
hours to treat her for imaginary complaints. On the occasion we refer 
to, De. Rade iffe was enjoying himself with some boon companions, when 
the Princess Anne despatched a messenger to him commanding him to 
attend her without delay. The doctor delayed considerably, however, 
and remarked to the bearer of the royal command, ‘‘ It’s all fancy; the 
Princess is perfectly well.” Next morning, when Dr. Radcliffe strolled 
into the palace to visit his royal patient, he received the unpleasant intelli- 
gence that he no longer held the post of court physician. Had this 
learned, but unworldly man, trotted round promptly when summoned, 
and have prescribed every delicacy out of season, he would, while lining 
his own pockets, have done his patient good. He might also have re- 
ceived the order of knighthood instead of the order of dismissal, and 
have saved all the pretty maids-of-honour the trouble of calling him 
dreadfully wicked names. 








Ir is not true that the Premier called his son, the Rev. Stephen Glad- 
stone, intoa lumber-room, and spanked him severely with an axe-handle 
for daring to get engaged to the daughter of a red-hot, fire-eating Tory 
of the old school. No! the G. O. M, has only cut a birch which he 
intends to put in pickle for his bold, bad boy. How facts do get mis- 
represented, 


PRIVATE AND CONFIDENTIAL.—The Sultan of Turkey has imported 
a new tricycle from London for the ladies of his harem. The ladies are 
charmed with the wobbling innovation, and after flirty behaviour drive 
its wheels over the Sultan’s sacred bunions with flinty dexterity. Sad 
to relate, several almond-eyed beauties have been “‘sacked”’ in conse- 
juence—‘* sacked ’ in the Bosphorus. The makers of that tricycle have 
several heavy-weight deaths to answer for. 


GENERAL business is still very bad throughout the country. But 
matters are not cjuite so black as they are painted. Suicides and murders 
are unusually prevalent just now ; so several lawyers, doctors, coroners, 
undertakers, and hangmen still manage to make ends meet. Cheer up! 
We shall do better by-and-bye. 


THE New Orleans Exhibition is not an Orleans plum for the specula- 
tors. Just about £50,000 has been dropped—dropped too deeply for 
the smartest American under the sun to fish it up agaia. 


AN Aberystwith spinster has arrived at the mature age of 107 years. 
The old lady still affirms that she is open to offers of matrimony, and 
declines to admit that she has tramped past the daisy, orange-blossom, 
and maiden-hair dressy period. Yet somehow or other young men of 
fortune hold off a bit. Perhaps they consider the Aberystwith spinster 
to be rather too much more than seven, 


‘SHAM marriages are on the increase |” 


a This information affords a 
Or OF melancholy satisfa the 


victims of real marriages, wh 
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half-conscious, along the floor toward the cord of the ventilator, pulled it 
with wild desperation, and sank back with a gasp, swooning. 


our aching temples. ‘* Was it real?” we murmured. 


of jokes for insertion, and——"”  “‘ Yes, yes!” 
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FAIRLY BEATEN. 
(AND AT OuR OwN GAME TOO}) 


Wuat ailed the Fun Office ?—that was the question. 

It commenced with a low and subdued murmur—a distant rumbling 
which we too for the premonitory signs of an earthquake. 

We leaned the more to this idea for the reason that we ourselves were, 
at first faintly, then distinctly, aware of a vibration. Yet, as we atten- 
tively considered that vibration, we became more and more convinced 
that it proceeded from no movement of the earth. — We localised it: it 
sprang from the immediate neighbourhood of the diaphragm. | 

Then the sounds from without ourselves grew more distinct; they 
were those of cachinnation—cachinnation which asserted itself in spite 
of violent, even superhuman, efforts at suppression. _ SL 

Incontinently, helplessly, we rose from our editorial chair, tittering, 
vibrating with a strange suppressed mirth, the cause and origin of which 
were embosomed and bewrapped in the darkly-folding cloak of the 
weirdly unaccountable. We struggled; we were vanquished s we 
vibrated all round the sanctum, digging in the ribs, with the finger of 
aggressive merriment, the arm-chairs, the bookcases, the busts of Bacon 
and of John Knex. 

At that moment the office boy entered. 

‘‘Harkee, lad!” we vibrated—‘“‘hee! hee! There is something 
amiss with us! Ha! ha! Ho! ho! Run fora physician instantly.” 
And even as we spoke we dug him fiercely in the ribs. 

With a violent effort the poor boy choked down his mirth, ‘I 
ca-a-an’t,” he chuckled ; ‘* we’re all on us took the same way—com- 
pozters, an’ sbeditor, an’ canvsser, an’ ksheer, an’ orl. Dunno wot’s 
a-comin’ to us, that we don’t!” 

Even as we roared with laughter, our eyes started with affcight from 
our empurpled visage. The vibration had extended itself to the busts 
of Bacon and of John Knox ; they were chuckling and winking violently. 
Their agonised a'tempts to dig each other in the ribs were, in that absence 
of fingers so characteristic of busts, painful to the humane observer. 

Our eye fell upon the fo/lowing in our newspaper :— 

‘‘ This was an action to recover damages for the bite ofa dog. . . 
The dog was almost as fierce as a lion. . . . Mr. Justice Wills—* Why, 
the doz was named Lion.’ (Laughter.)... Plaintiff was standing 
near a ‘sea-on-land’ (a turnabout). ... Mr. J. Wills—‘ Oh, I see—a 
place where people can get sea-sick.’ (Laughter.)... He had never 
trodden on the dog’s tail. . . . Mr. J. Wills—‘ Had hea tail that hung 
down, or curled up?’ . . . Mr. J. Wills—* Did you take it home and 
cook it?’ (Laughter)... He wasaman with oneeye. . .. Mr. 
J. Wills—‘ Perhaps the dog had had the other.’ (Laughter ).” 


We tore our gaze away from the fatal newspaper: it was no time for 
feeble inaction. The affair must be grappled with: the danger was 
imminent, terrible, Yet, at this awful moment, how strange the reflec- 
tion that the Fun Office—that office believed by all to be inured to the 
dangerous influence of extreme hilarity—should be thus stricken ! 

**Quick !” we shrieked. ‘‘ Lose nota moment! It is the near ap- 
proach of Mr. Justice Wills that is affecting us thus. Once let him set 
foot within our office, and we are overcome, done for beyond hope. 
Post sentries along Fleet Street ; stop him at any cost; here are barri- 
cades; here are dynamite and cannon; here is——” Our head began 
to swim. Evidently Mr, Justice Wills was within a few doors. The poor 
boy sank down, hiccoughing weakly. Gasps and faint cries for pity 
stole in from the printing office. With a last effort we crawled, but 
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When we awoke fresh sweet air, without a taint of joke, was fanning 
** Yes, indeed,” replied the office boy. ‘* He called, and left a packet 
**T ran with ’em to the marshes and buried ’em.” 


Oh, how fervently did we grasp the hand of the brave, devoted boy ! 
It is needless to say that we have increased his salary by sixpence per 
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A “CONFIDENCE” CAROL. 
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THREE lovely young damsels, their pa’s joy 
and pride, 
In confidence tempt the old ‘‘ party ” to slide. 


They succeed, and ere long they their confidence 


show ; 
Insome boys—the result may be witnessed below. 


In confidence, then, every bobby employs 
His craft and his cane on those hard-hearteq 


boys ! 





La '] 2ESPON DEN he Editor does not 


bind himself to acknowledge, return, or pay for Contributions 


tam ped and directed enticiote 


“ . 7 “ a . 
om p BMIEG y @é 


In no case will they be returned uniess 


ccna ee SASS SN DS OT A SR IE Ie) 


en eh cee ae alata leh calle 


: 
4 
4 


aa cmp mnt mm 









































A CHILD OF THE PERIOD. 


Younger Sister.—“*IS THAT A FETCHING SORT OF BOOK YOU'RE READING, CISSIE?” 

Elder Sister ( severely). —“‘ It's A very Goop INstTRuCTIVE Book, MAupDIg.” 

}. S.—*' Au! THEN I KNOW IT’S ONE OF OuvlDa’s, Bur IF YOU GIVE ME SIX- 
PENCR NOW, AND PROMISE, ON YOUR WorD OF HONOUR, TO GIVE ME THE LARGEST 
Sticke OF youR WeppiInG CAKe To-MORROW, I WON'T TELL PA, NOR FRED, NOR 
ANYBODY, THAT I CAUGHT YOU RRADING IT,” 
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An Incredible Innovation. 


(Or, THE BITTER CRY OF BIR1H AND 
BREEDING.) 

(‘‘ The old nobility, hitherto so exclusive, are turning 
their attention to trade and commerce, and supplying 
capital to their sons for the purpose of embarking 
therein. This is an improvement upon ways of sense- 
less luxury. The young men will have wiser and better 
thoughts than are acquired among the imbecilities of 
five o'clock tea, the dangling after dancers at playhouse 
doors,” &c., &c.—News of the World.) 


Oh, indeed! Bai Jove! 


AN impwovement ! 
you know, 
We can’t exactly see it in that light ; 
If we young swells to business have to go, 
’T will put us all into a pwetty plight. 
What! Chain us down to commerce and to 
twade, 
All figgahs, pwices, samples, and such ‘‘ wot,” 
To earn our living we should feel dismayed, 
And so we'd wather not ! 


And as for wisah thoughts and bettah bwain, 
We don’t want these, if they mean work, 
you know; 
The five o’clock tea is quite sufficient stwain, 
For aftah that we to the club must go. 
The only weal pleasuah that we get 
Is hanging wound some theatah-dcor a- 
nights, 
With pwetty pwesents for scme pert young 
66 pet 9 
Who dwesses up in tights! 


And so we'd weally beg to be excused 
From trying twade, and fwom all sorts of 
work ; 
Awistocwats like us would be confused 
sy labah ; ’tis a thing we always shirk ; 
At least we youngah scions mostly do ; 
Our guv’naws sometimes work, or have 
some ‘ fad.” 
But if we soiled our fingahs for a scwew 
Bai Jove! *twould be too bad ! 


That’s (S)Ki-nd. 
THE favourite pastime in Norway just now is 
** Ski,” or snow-shoeing. Quite a light and 


airing sport, one would think. But wouldn’t 
*¢Ski’’-larking be a better name. 





WINANS, the American pet lamb grabbing 
millionaire, cannot understand how it is that 
Prince Bismarck, the man who holds the des- 
tinies of Europe in his hand, only has an un- 
certain income of £8,000 a year. Winans 
guesses that coon Bismarck ain’t so cute as 
he’s thought by slow-travelling Europeans. 


An Opaque Official. 


THOUGH the clerk of the weather we often 
arraign, 
People mostly imagine he’s ‘‘ knowing,” 
But recently it is undoubtedly plain 
That a good deal of ‘* dulness” he’s showing, 
And some of his tricks, we cannot help re- 
marking, 
Though meant to be business, are much more 
like (c)lerking. 





CAUTION. —If 
Cocoa thickens in the 
cup, its proves the 
addition of Starch. 


St ait Shomists PURE!!! SOLUBLE!!! REFRESHING!!! 


COCCOCCCOCCOO® “Toxcas 
oa @ maintains its 
6 @ reputation 
e @ in the treat. 
@ @ment of 
0000 0000000000 Neurikia 
—Lancel, 

“Invaluable in facial Neuralgia. Has 
poses effective in all those cases in which we 
save prescribed it.""—Afedical Press. 
29.,46., and ll’-. 
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FUN'S THEATRICAL “PAGES.” 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


HE VAUDE- 
VILLE.— If 
the new far- 
cical come- 
dy, Loose 
Tiles, by 
Mr. J. P. 
Hurst, pro- 
duced here 
last Wed- 
nesday af- 
ternoon, at- 
tains to the 
dignity of a 
position in 
the evening 
bill — sug- 
gested as 
a possibility 
by the 

‘‘ home” nature of the cast, and the evident careful preparation—any 

popularity it may secure will be due more to the artistic resource of the 
ympany than to its intrinsic merits. Its main faults are inadequacy of 

t (regarded as subject matter for three acts), too great length, con- 
entionality and artificiality of treatment, and an irritating repetition of 
he word *luny.” It would be rash to predict an absolute failure for 
the piece, however ; inadequacy of plot, artificiality, and conventionality, 
it has ere now been proved, are not insuperable barriers to success, re 
logue can be reduced, and “‘luny” suppressed. 





Jie VAUDRVILiE ‘Loose Tits 


indant dial 


It was certainly very funnily acted. Although Mr. Tom Thorne had 
little to do beyond appearing in an unrelieved state of terror from the 
rise to the fall of the curtain (under the impression that the people 
iround him were lunatics), he embellished the part with a variety of 
comic facial expression, manner, and ‘‘ business,” which—quiet and un- 
exaggeratedly natural—was intensely laughable. Miss Sophie Larkin is 
a rich feast of humour at all times, although one could wish something 
less of a family likeness in the parts she plays, and with Mr. II. Neville’s 
fresh and breezy manner for the hero, Mr, Lestocq in one of his cha- 
racteristic *‘makes-up,” Messrs. k. Thorne and E, M. kobson in suit- 
able parts, Miss Kate Phillips, with her quick sense of comic character, 
and the rest of the Vaudeville company, the new author may well have 
been satisfied with the hands he fell into. ose 7i/es may justifiably be 
heard again, 


Nobs AND WINKs.—Last Friday Our Soys reached its 250th repre- 
sentation at the Strand ; it’s something wonderful how that play keeps 
up, but then we should expect that of our buoys, perhaps. —Fair Fame, 
| society drama by Mr. J. T. Day, will be produced (previous to going 
on tour) at the Kilburn Town Hall to-morrow night, ‘‘an evening per- 
formance ata fashionable suburb being adopted instead of the usual 
West-end matinee,” This will be balm to the soul of many a jaded 
critical scribe, most of them have to attend West-end ma/inees, but few 
ire expected to go so far afield as a fashionable suburb.—Miss Kate 
Santley at least knows who the author of 7%e 
says her 
next play 
for the Koy- 
alty is by 
that very 
identical 
person.—A 
gentleman 
informing 
me by letter 
of the early 
prod uction 
of a play 
from _his 
pen, styles 
himselt 
mine “* tra. 
ternally.” 
This young 
man _ will 
never get 
on. A gentleman who commences his career as a dramatic author 1 
regarding the critic as a man and a brother 


Candidate is, because she 
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Dain ATTEMIT TO FRATERNISE WITH THE AUTHORITIES, 
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shows himself so intensely 


THE LAST STRAW. 


sank down on a doorstep and sobbed. er 
‘‘ Dear me,” said Justice. who happened to come by ; ** yor giving in, 
ma’am? Well, I am surprised! What on earth could ever cause such 











unconscious of the laws of the game that 
testained for him The Prince 


riltt, 
+) 





no hope whatever can be en 


at the Prince's is doing well—so, for 
’ +) ° + 


a thing as that?” wae 
With a heartbroken gesture the poor creature pointed to an article in 
the wicked English newspaper she had just been reading. Justice took 
it up, and read these words :— . 
‘* We cannot wonder enough at the combined ignorance, cowardice, 
and villainy which must go to the composition of a man capable of joining 
the Dynamite Brigade. . . . To the great body of their countrymen, 


however, it cannot, we are sure, be useless to address some words of | 


warning and remonstrance. Let them ask themselves whether they 
ought not to make it evident to the whole world that they have no sym- 
pathy whatever with these atrocious schemes, We ourselves believe 
them to be guiltless of any such feeling —— 

‘“‘ There !”” sobbed poor Erin passionately, ‘‘ there's the bit that hurts 
meso! There’s injustice! I could bear anything but this! 

‘‘But perhaps,” said | ustice, soothingly, ‘you have not told the 

rriter how your sympathies—— 

ae tol him ? "Haven" I refused to drink the health of the alien 
Queen at my public meetings? Haven't I either chuckled, or crowed, 
or cheered in my town councils when new dynamite experiments were 
reported? Haven’t I sent more money than I could spare to the Skir- 
mishing Fund? Haven't I made use of my vote—in the good times be- 
fore they went and passed that infamous Act for the Suppression of Dy- 
namiting—to prevent the American Congress doing her duty towards 
England, haven’t I?—oh, dear! oh, dear! It’s cruel! that itis!” 

“Of course it is very painful to be misunderstood,” said Justice ; 
‘* let us go to the newspaper writer man, and assure him that he entirely 
misrepresents your sentiments.” 






~~ 


Scene ee mS 
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They went to the writer-man. You could see at a glance that he was 
one of those persons who will #o¢ be induced to open their eyes to the 
true state of the case. It was no good. Justice tried to convince him ; 
Erin offered to blow up his office with her own fair fingers ; he only said, 
**No, miss, I feel sure you have no sympathy with these monsters 
who——” 

** Oh, it is useless,” sobbed poor Erin, ‘‘I can’t get justice ! 
die of vexation—I'll blow myself up!” 

**Do!” cried Justice eagerly. ‘* Nothing would satisfy me so well 


I shall 








A Fyfte not to be Played Upon. 
[See Mr. C. A. Fytie’s articles on Land Reform in the Daily Nezvs.] 

Mr. C. A. FyFre (an erudite and earnest Liberal he), 

Ae Reform of England’s Land Laws shows much sense ; 
And with most of his suggestions thoughtful people will agree, 

Though the Tories will most likely take offence. 
Not much of the high-f’lutia’ does this clear-toned Fyffe proclaim, 
Yet territorial magnates will no doubt cry, “ Fy(ffe) for shame. 





Upsetting the Grab-ity. 


_ (An evening journal says that ‘‘ Mr. Gladstone confronted the doctrine of Ever- 
sasting Grab by the doctrine of the Categorical Imperative, the Absolute Must of 
Duty and of Right.’”’] 
For Duty and for Right the G, O. M. 
Has ever fought—a knight both tried and trusty ; 
But the Conservatives his ways condemn, 
And fancy Duty’s ‘* Must ” is ‘‘ something Must-y.” 





Not SwITA rHE ENGLISH SHOP.—The French *' 


LE FOR 


‘ 


i ies of injustice and 

Poor Ireland had bravely borne up against centuries Of in) 
calumny ; though heartless tyranny held her by the throat, and black- 
hearted oppressors set their heels upon her neck, she had never despaired 
until now ; but now this last stroke of wrong was too much for her. She 
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| upsetting it in his pain, and flooding the breakfast table, 
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Benevolence in Bad Form. 


[Referring to the Charity Organisation Society’s attitude on the Penny Dinner 
juestion, the Glode says, ** It certainly would have appeared that the society was 
more anxious to have charity dispensed on sound principles than to have the hungry 
ted.” ] 


‘Good gracious us! how shocking !”’ cry the gentle C, O. S., 
‘* All charity is sadly misapplied 
That is meant to give relief to working people in distress, 
And that food for famished children would provide. 
But those who ’gainst our principles are much the saddest sinners, 
Are the founders of the movement for Poor Children’s Penny Dinners ! 


‘It is not properly arranged—you cannot make it pay— 
No profit does this stupid movement yield ; 
’Tis simply false economy—’tis money thrown away ; 
Moreover, for our help you’ve not appealed. 
In the science of benevolence ’tis plain you are beginners, 
Or you wouldn’t go and waste your funds on Children’s Penny Dinners! 


‘© You feed these ill-clad children (who but seldom, as we know, 
Get the sustenance of which they stand in nee), 
But allow zs to inform you that much foolishness you show, 
For you pander to the poorer classes’ greed. 
And, mark you! (don't you blush?) you of our praise can ne’er be 
winners 
While you are so misguided as to give these Penny Dinners ! 


‘*You should send your funds to ws and we'd distribute them aright— 
Every individual case we first would sift ; 

You say, ‘This would diminish our donations.’ Yes, it might, 
But ’twould teach promiscuous benefactors Thrift. 

At present you but make these ill-fed urchins joyful grinners, 

That's all the good you manage with your clever Penny Dinners ! 


‘* Before you give your charity you should (like ws) believe 
That needy folks are always on the make ; 
You shouldn’t stop to think how many suff’rers you might grieve, 
But at first should treat their poverty as ‘fake.’ 
For the parents of these youngsters, mind, ’gainst Thrift are awful 


sinners, 
So we, who are infallible, object to Penny Dinners !”’ 
* * * * * * 


But the C. O. S.’s protest hasn’t met with much success, 
For the C. O. S.’s method has been proved 
To be a bit too stern and stiff to people in distress 
Who to plead for some assistance have been moved. 
So, though they of the C. O. S.’s smile cannot be winners, 
The benevolent will still support the Children’s Penny Dinners! 








THE BLUNDERBERRYS AT BREAKFAST. 


“On, my! /s it so late?” cried Mrs. Blunderberry as she whisked 
into the breakfast parlour, leaving one slipper in the hall, and coiling 
her hair into a knot as she entered. ‘‘ It can’t be so late!” 

‘* No, ma’am, it’s just fifteen minutes earlier than it will be in a quarter 
of an hour,” responded Mr, Blunderberry, glowering fiercely as he ex- 
tended his arm to help himself to tea, and burnt his fingers in endea- 
vouring to draw the pot towards him by the spout. ‘‘ Yow !” he yelled, 

‘* Yow, yow, 
yow i 
‘Oh, Solomon, what did you do that for?” cried his good lady, as 
he sopped up the tea with the Daz/y Zelegrapi. 

‘What for? Great gracious! To cause a little pleasureable excite 
ment, to break the usual placid monotony of our breakfast table, and to 
give you the opportunity of asking a ridiculous question. What for, 
Mrs. B. 2? Do you think I burn my fingers to the bone for the sake of 
encouraging the manufacture of lint? Do you suppose I cover myself 
with blisters from head to foot in order to pass for the latest edition of 
Burns’ works? Do you fancy I mangle, mutilate, and maim myself to 


‘btain admission to the Hospital for Incurables “TPL be 








‘* Never mind, dear,” said Mrs. Blunderberry soothingly. 
better directly, Put them in your mouth!” 7 
**Yah! Who told you that Solomon I;lunderberry’s fingers were an 
excellent substitute for butter at breakfast? What fifty-horse power 
‘team-engine forced the idea into your head that your husband could 
make a meal off blistered digits with tea sauce? You—you—yow can- 
nibal! Three feathers, a tomahawk, and a whoop would fit you out 
complete as a Patagonian savage. Why ain’t you down in time—ch i 
That’s what I want to know. Why ain't you down in time? cat 
‘I’m sure I’m very sorry, dear; I didn't think—I mean I didnt 
know—that is, I couldn’t—didn’t—I’m sure there’s something the 
matter with the clock. I really didn’t know what time ogy “ae 
“* Pooh !” sneered Mr. Blunderberry, wrapping te end of nent pec 


eé ¢ 














get a when there are twenty-four hours on the clock-dial instead of 

twelve?” 

: **They’d never do a thing like that—they daren’t,” said Mrs. Blunder- 
erry. 

‘*They’re going to, all the same,” 

‘Then ¢hat's Mr, Gladstone,” asserted the good lady, with an air of 
conviction, ‘‘ Now that he’s knocked down the Church and upset the 
Peers, he’s going to alter the time—whatever zwié// he do next !” 

** Abolish all female Blunderberrys,” growled her husband. 

** But, Solomon, do you mean we shall have to work twenty-four 


| hours instead of twelve?” 


** What rubbish have you got into your head now ?”’ 

‘* Well, then, if it isn’t that, every half-hour will be an hour, and every 
hour will be two hours, and there’ll never be half-past anything.” 

‘“*That’s it—you’ve hit it—youw know all about it! Put your hands 
before your face, and you only want a tick and a gold case to be a chro- 
nometer, Always wrong as you are, with your plain white face all you 
need is a pendulum and an asthmatic wheeze to pass for a Dutch clock. 
You're up to the time of day—ain’t you? ow know what’s o’clock— 
don't you? This is the first time you ever heard that there were twenty- 
four hours to the day?” 

** No, Solomon, of course not; but if the Liberal Governmen’ gives 
08 aoa” 

‘* Bosh !” interrupted her lord and master ; ‘who told you the sun 
went up and down by Act of Parliament? What put it in that muddle- 
head of yours that the earth revolved on its axis any faster on account of 
the extension of the Franchise?” 

‘* No Solomon—I understand ¢4a¢—but still, if Mr. Gladstone says- 

**Mr. Gladstone don’t say anything. It is 1—/—your husband talking, 
stupid, and I'll drive this fact into your head if I have to do it witha 
sledge hammer. Now listen to me, I’m going to town by the 9 o’clock 
omnibus; I shall return to dinner at 15.30; after a nap you may bring 
me my hot whiskey and water about 22 or a little earlier, and we will b. 
in bed and asleep by 0, There! you understand ¢/aé/, surely!” and 
Mr. Blunderberry bustled out of the room. 

‘Poor dear Solomon!” sighed his better half. ‘‘I never knew a 
scald could affect anyone that way. It’s gone to his brain, poor fellow ! 
I wonder if it’s safe to let him out alone.” 

But while she was wondering, Mr. Llunderberry went. 
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“IN THE GLOAMING.” 


Uncle. —“* We__, ETHEL, YOU'VE BREN LOOKING 
FIRE A LONG WHILE, WHAT DO YOU SEE THERE?” 

Ethel (dreamy littl dear).—“ Ou! Alt sORTS OF THINGS, 
UncLE—FAaAcrS AND PEOPLE.” 

Johnny | practical, with an eye to “' tips” ),—** Do YOU SEE THE 
FACE OF ANYBODY THERE WHO'D Give you HALF-A-CROWN ?” 
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A MOST DIFFICULT QUESTION. 


In reply to Mr. Burwann’s article on the stage, Mr. TOoLe says, among other things :—‘‘ The actor 1s content — an ee ; 
equal to that of the soldier, the painter, the doctor, the literary man, or any other projession. 
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ial status ; and I believe that status is 


3! 


hee appears, however, to exist the strangest diversity of opinion on this apparently simple point, and Fun’s mind wavers painfully from one side to the other. 
' Look here, said our friend Sat the Super, bursting in, accompanied by his sister SALLY of the Ballet, and a lord spiritual ; ‘‘ his Reverend Grace and us ha’ bin 
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‘avin’ aargument. He says as a hactor carn't go heverywhere a bishop can; and I says, ‘Wy not?’ Wodder you say, Mr. Fun?” 
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| BACK TO BACK.—BETTER LATE THAN NEVER. 


Fonathan—*YOU LOOK AFTER YOUR SIDE, JOHN, AND I'LL LOOK AFTER MINE.” 
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THE PHILOSOPHER AND THE HERO. 


of the subject 
he took in 
hand, There- 
fore, when he 
said to the 
colonel of the 
210th Royal 
Tinpotter Bla- 
zers, **I wish 
to study a 
hero,” he lu- 
cidly added, by 
way of expla- 
nation, ‘‘be- 
cause I wish 
to study one.” 

**T’ll send 
you an excel- 
lent specimen 
to-morrow 
|cvening,” replied the colonel. ‘‘I assure you he’s quite as amusing as 
. railway whistle, and nearly as useful.” 

** Enough !” answered the philosopher ; ‘‘ but how shall I propitiate 
the hero?” 

‘**Give him plenty to eat and drink,” ejaculated the colonel. 
** He shall have the very best dinner my chef can produce,” said the 
philosopher, 

The philosopher bowed low as the hero entered the dining-room. 
The hero bowed lower, and touched his toes without bending his knees. 
The philosopher’s dog bow-wowed lower still, as if applauding the 
hero’s feat. ‘* Take a seat,” cried the philosopher. 

** I'd rather take a two of suffin’ short,”’ remarked the hero. 

‘No, no; we will begin with some hare puree soup,” said the philo- 
sopher. 

‘Right you air, sir,” returned the hero. ‘‘I’m on for puree. Do 
you know as cats works into very good soup dooring a siege? Oh, my 
heye! ain't your little dorg took a fancy to my nose too? Some dorgs 
is fond of a ‘ot climate. I've eat a many tender ’uns out in the Hindjies.” 

‘Will you take another glass of Amontillado?” asked the philo- 
sopher after a pause. 

** Though it is so ‘arsh to the tongue, I don’t mind if Ido,” answered 
the hero as he cleaned his soup-plate with a crust of French roll, and 
flung the dainty morsel to the dog, 

** Scientific men do not often become heroes,” sighed the philosopher. 
‘* They cannot impress the multitude. They are not understood.” 

** Right you are, old pal,” retorted the hero; ‘‘ they ain’t understood, 
and a blessed good job too! Why, I didn’t think you had it in yer to 
tork so sensible, I say, wort’s yer opinion on this ere pork cracklin’ ?” 

Fe ha nua prefer another beverage to Chateau Lafitte?” said the 
Pp oe OSOP eT, 

‘Well, a drain of rum cold would be hadvantageous ; it don’t look 
so messy on the tablecloth when you ‘appens to spill it,” replied the hero. 

















“* My nerves are very shaky, 
sopher. 
**So are mine,” retorted the her 


pours do t 


I often spill things,” sighed the philo- 


very ‘ar 


‘* How 
m of it, for J 


i that sarvint of 
I wish } i tell } ‘ : ° 





Socrates DUNDERCHOMP, the unusually scientific philosopher, was 
pot a man to commit himself to any action without reasoning out the why 
and wherefore 


narves is ’arf so jumpy as them I’ve got. Ah!” continued the hero, 
turning up his eyes, 
sinst I ’ad one graze my boko, 


major’s teeth, wot was immejut behind me, I’ve ‘ad ‘orrible tremums at 














times. But, ’ang me! the major couldn’t enjoy a bone like I’m a-dvin 
of, though he ’ave got a swagger set of false ivories.” 
The narrative was interrupted by a sympathetic howl from the dog. 
‘* Now, sir,” resumed the hero, looking round from the philosopher 
to the canine animal, ‘* with your kind permission I'll give this bone to 
the little dorg. Gratitood orter begit gratitood : a-’avin’ eaten dorgs 
out in the Hindjies, I feels it a sorter duty ter feed ’em in Hingland. 
Besides, wars breaks out sudden-like, an’ then dorgs is hapt to come 
in as ’andy as scientifik coves wot company’s hexpaditions ; and the 
fatter the better for rashuns, I say. I likes my wittles spicy, as well as 
reglar. Purr examplers, when we was beleegured up the Bondoketchey 
River we'd a plenty o’ yourn sort with us. Bein’ drove fur rashuns, 
fust we feeds on the helephants, next we goes fur the camils, then we 
eates the horfficers’ dorgs, wot they’d brought out contrary to regula- 
shuns, Final, after getting redoosed to drefful strates, we picks out the 
fyelossofer coves wot ’ad accompannyd us, an’ after a ’avin’ eat all their 
lizards and swigged the spirits wot the speciments was presarved in, we 
wolfs down them men of genuiseses ravenous, But give me the Ger- 
many savanteers fur flaviour; they smokes a power of strong ‘bacca, 
and the tastes on ’em is real relishin’ when a soger is ’arf-starved, and 
orf of his happetites at the same time. Take my word, some on them 
Germany ’uns is as good as Injun curry.” 
**T don’t feel very well,” moaned the philosopher. 
‘* Try a blow o’ bacca as I'm a goin’ to do,” retorted the hero. 
“Won't you wait for the plum-pudding ?” asked the philosopher. | 
**I can’t abide them puddin’s,” replied the hero. ‘‘ No, niver sinst 
that time when we bombarded the Kutchecurry Fort on a Crismas Day. 
We'd run short o' shot, and the Briggydeer Gineral ses, ses he, ‘Use 
them plum-puddin’s on the henemies,’ | ain't got over the shock it guv 
me to see them 
puddin’s an’ 
henemies’ 
‘eads) = mixed 
hup si promis- 
kus. “Ere, I Il 
jest show yer 
‘ow them pud- 
din’s an’ ’eads 
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‘‘* Hevery bullet ’as its billet,’ says the pote; an’ 
an’ go as flat asa pandcake agin our 





whirled round, 
Hand over the 
puddin’, a 
bottle of 32 
brandy, an’ a 
box of loosi- , 
fers, Don’t -% 
mind me a- i, 
breakin’ a few — 
decanteers an’ 
glasses as I il- 
lustrateers the 
exciting scene; 
crashes ull mak’ it more real-like. 








There you are; warn’t that a good 


bit of jugglin’? Done five pounds worth of damage, have I? Never 
mind ; you've larned suthing, an’ seed a see wuth lookin’ at. I’d like 
ter give yer a few more warlike hexperiences, but barrick rules as te! 
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BACK TO BACK, 
BETTER LATE THAN NEVER, 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


BROTHER Jonathan, we 
Are delighted to see 
That at length you are fully awaking 
To the infamous course 
Of most murderous force, 
Which the dynamite-mongers are taking. 


We are glad that at last, 
After what has just passed, 
You've determined to shield them no longer; 
And to teach them, in spite 
Of their merciless might, 
That the arm of the law is the stronger. 


All the same, Brother J., 
One is tempted to say 
That the mischief they’ve lately been brewing, 
Would have ne’er come to birth, 
Had you shown your true worth 
On the instant, instead of pooh-poohing. 





If you only had put 
Down your ponderous foot 
On their plots, which are cunningly clever, 
One feels perfectly sure 
They’d have cracked up before : 
3etter late, though, old chappie, than never. 


Tuk Weekly Times asserts that ‘‘the Germans now 
command the land, and that they have a strong desire 
to clutch Neptune’s trident also.” If this be so, and 
they should attempt this clutching, they will doubtless 
find they have trid-ent-irely wrong, and have sung quite 
the wrong (Nep)tune. 


A SALVATION ARMY ’bus conductor has recently been 

















cured of the gout by faith, He now jumps about with 
joy continually. Ever and anon this conductor alights on 
the bunions of aged passengers while collecting their fares. 
The bigger the bunions the harder he jumps. Aged pas- 
isengers sometimes wish that *bus conductor’s faith had 

been a trifle less fervent, and intimate in reply to his ex- 
planations that the sooner he hops on ‘‘ General ’”’ Booth’s 
favourite corn the better. 





A SEVERE TEST. 
(By Our SPECIAL FERRETER-OUT AND PRYER-INTO,) 


By the courtesy of the Lord Chancellor and the Society of Benchers I 
lately received a card bearing the following inscription :-— 


The Company of Mr. 
is reyuested at the Royal Courts of Fustice, to witness 
the testing ofa new Fudge, 
TEA AND SHRIMPS, 


P.S.—Beltter come; it’s alark sometimes ! 


At the time I was as unacquainted, as the public probably is, of the 
peculiar and very trying tests which have to be undergone by a member 
of the Bar who aspires to the Bench. Concluding that we were simply 
invited to an examination in legal learning, we at first decided not to 
accept the invitation; but the perusal of the last line of the card caused 
us to change our mind, 

Arriving at the north door of the Courts of Justice, we were ushered 
through seven miles of draughts, darkness, and danger, to a roomy 
vault, evidently fitted up for some special and unusual purpose, At one 
end stood a raised platform some six feet square, upon which stood a 
glass shade roomy enough to hold a man ; by the side of this shade was 
a large air-pump, while from the wall near at hand projected several 
nozzles, which proved to be the termination of pipes or ducts. 

In a few minutes there entered, from a private door, the candidate for 
the Judgeship, who bowed to the examining committee of Benchers, who, 
headed by the Lord Chancellor, sat in a sort of jury-box in front of the 





form. The candidate was simply and plainly attired in a thin night 








arms round his neck). —** OH, SAVE MB! SAVE MB! 
FIRST; IT WILL BR&AK THE FALL FOR MR,” 


and adjusted over him, 





ICE PREDICAMENT. 
Stout and Elierly Lady (suddenly approaching Fones, and throwing 


AN 
her 
Do, PRAY, GO DOWN 


[Delight of Fones, who gives way at once. 





gown of small dimensions, a signet ring, and a corn-plaster. A certifi- 
cate from his physician, declaring that he was in robust health, was 
handed round to the Committee, and thereupon, at a sign from them, 
the glass shade was lifted sufficiently for the candidate to creep into it, 
With obvious interest the spectators watched 
the victim. Ina few moments he began to shiver violently ; then the 
chattering of his teeth vibrated the vault ; then his nose and extremities 
turned blue, and he cast an imploring eye on the Lord Chancellor, 
whose attention was fixed upon his watch. At another sign, the victim 
was taken out ; he had undergone the freezing test, and had to be thawed 
before being of further use. 

Hie was again put under the shade; this time his face gradually grew 
redder and redder ; perspiration began to pour from his brow, he danced 
from one foot to the other, and gasped ; his hair frizzled, the corn-plaster 
curled away from his toe; then arose a faint, yet savoury odour oul 
ing, and the Lord Chancellor again released him with a sign. This was 
the baking test. Now, while yet smoking hot, the candidate was placed 
in front of one of the nozzles, from which suddenly issued an icy blast 
which blew off the corn-plaster, and in the course of a few moments re- 
duced the temperature of the vault to seventy-nine degrees below freezing 
point. 

A hot, damp blast was then turned on the candidate, alternating with 
the cold one ; and in the midst of this he was required to give an impor- 
tant decision with a gas-engine fixed on his head and bumping at full 
speed, Then the candidate bowed once more to the committee, picked 
up the corn-plaster, and retired. The Committee consulted fora few 
seconds in subdued tones, and the Lord Chancellor announced that the 
candidate for the Judgeship had passed; but without honours in the 
freezing test, the chattering of the teeth and shivering having forfeited 
the needful extra marks. The new Judge will take his seat in the 
(Jueen’s Bench Division on Monday next. This interesting ceremony 
explains the hitherto unaccountable fact that the Judges at the Royal 
Courts of Justice have not succumbed as one floweret to the System o 


Ventilation. 
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TO THE EDITOR. 

EAR SIR, I am 
happy to notice 
from letters 

(And telegrams, 
too) that 
come, 

The Mahdi is fully 
as good as his 
betters, 

And better a deal 
than some, 

He knows that 
Khartoum must 
at present be 
dreary, 

And Gordon be 
greatly bored, 

And so with polite- 
ness and mes- 
sages cheery, 





HIe’s sent him a lovely sword. 


And said a fsee pass for him, likewise an escort, 
Were his if he had a mind, 

But Gordon first dug himself, thus, in the wescort 
As, civilly, he declined ; 

Then, having exhausted these delicate feelers, 
Hetook from beneath his bed 

Some papers he meant to have sold to the dealers, 
And sent them to Gordon instead. 


Now / should be guilty of culpable blindness, 
And you would be blind to fact, 

If we didn’t recognize frvofos kindness 
Pervading the Mahdi’s act. 

Oh, surely the hero, grown tired of the sandy, 
And rather unvaried views, 

Would tind those old papers excessively handy 
For learning the recent news. 






aw? 
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No doubt he is fervidly, eagerly yearning 
To know what we're all about, 

And joy will be his upon suddenly learning 
That Ripon is back, no doubt. 

What rapture once more to peruse all the cases 
That Mrs. G. Weldon brings, 

To see how the Germans are collaring places, 
And landlords are collaring ‘*‘ things.’’ 


Hlow Russia and Prussia al] human corrosions 
In future will extradite, 
How London has sutiered some further explosions 
Of villainous dynamite, 
Hlow Kingston has heaps who would ‘‘ marry a sodger, 
And only too gladly, too. 
How Italy now in Soudan is a lodger, 
(At which he may say “‘ pooh-pooh !”’) 


With Liverpool vessels detained at Peru, and 
Those foreigners’ Fiji claims, 

The General soon will have hold of the clue, and 
Observe our astounding games. 

But whether the Mahdi ¢id mean it politely 
Or weapon of direful dread , 


heh arting I fir 
** ~ aha ?) , 











EKNIOKNAOKS. 


DYNAMITARDS say that they pursue their lively profession entirely 


| through the ardent love they possess for the green—the emerald green, 


This being the case, such self-sacri- 
ficing creatures when caught might 
be confined in cells either painted, 
or papered with materials of highly 
verdant hues, containing huge quan- 
tities of arsenic. The love of their 
national colour might induce the 
dynamitards to browse on the wall. 
coverings. 


PAGAN scoffists, however, insin- 
uate that the dynamitards do not 
follow their calling because of an 
intense passion for the green, but in 
consequence of a commonplace 
affection for the yellowboys. 


WE congratulate Mr. Healy on 
his successes since his call to the 
Irish Bar. It appears that briefs 
settle on him with the soft certainty 
of snowflakes, and golden ‘* thick. 
uns” pelt him with the sharp rapi- 
dity of hailstones. The great Mr. 
Healy is without doubt a master of 
graceful gesticulation and modern Parliamentary language. Freely and 
bravely he gives the world the benefit of his accomplishments and know- 
ledge, therefore we protest against the late jealous sneer directed against 
him, viz., ‘‘that he was aclerk in a ‘junk’ shop only a few years ago, 
earning the paltry salary of thirty shillings a week.” Why, there are 
hundreds of clerks not only in ‘‘ junk,” but in other shops, who for a 
salary of fifteen shillings a week manage to twist their faces more prettily 
about, and who are more masterful in their variations of interesting 
phraseology than Mr. Healy. Yet from some reason or other these 
clerks are content to hide their soft lights under bushels, and waste their 
glowing speeches on impecunious loafers and vituperative washerwomen, 





—— 


AN unfortunate African chief was recently decapitated on board the 
German flagship stationed in the Cameroon River. The savage cranium 
was removed by order of the peace-loving Teutonic Admiral. The chiet 
had dared to attempt to defend his native village, which was attacked 
by three German men-of-war (in the interests of civilisation). That 
African head has been pickled, and is to be sent home to pious William 
of Prussia. What a glorious trophy to stand on a sideboard in an Em- 
peror’s banquet hall! 





PRINCE BISMARCK is taking a remarkable interest in the manufacture 
of paper bottles in the Fatherland. These novel bottles are constructed 
of rags, straw, brownwood pulp, lime-powder, sulphate of alumina, and 
blood, The great Chancellor has ordered a few thousand gallons of the 
last named ingredient to be shipped over from the west coast of Africa, 
and is entering into a negociation with the British Government for a large 
importation of rosy Arab fluid from the Soudan, 


THE German nation, still overburdened with sprigs and offshoots of 
royalty, is naturally hugely delighted to hear that accommodating British 
ratepayers are willing to allow one more Teutonic prince to Batten(berg) 
and wax fat upon them, 

Apropos of the epidemic of mumps raging in Chester, a fascinating 
young married lady asked us yesterday whether the complaint disfigures 
a pretty girl much. On our hinting that the faces and necks of the love- 
liest women on earth afflicted with mumps bear a strong resemblance to 
pussons who have just undergone the extreme penalty of the law, she 
turned upon us with an air of dignified wrath, and said she would “go 
down to Chester, kiss a mumpy cathedral choir boy, catch the mumps, 
and have her own pet Edwin’s opinion as to how she looked under the 
circumstances,” She seemed rather sanguine, too, about Edwin’s 
verdict being rather favourable. 


SOME delicate ladies who don't thoroughly enjoy doses of cod liver 
oil are trying skate oil in preference, because it slides down more easily. 
Perhaps cream and curacoa physic might be taken with less difficulty 
than either of the oils, though, 





A CONTEM ORARY opines that libel cases are ticklish subjects. True 
enough, they tickle immensely ; but they don’t cause half so many 
éé _ g_ & 4 ‘7 . . . . 
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Credulous Party (handing in his Boots).-—‘*‘ LOOK SHARP NOW, 
AND I'LL WAIT.” 

Shoemaker.—** Wk’RR SO FULL UP OF WORK, YOU CAN’T 
HAVE ’EM UNDER A COUPLE OF Days.” 

Credulous Party.—*' A COUPLE OF Days! Wuy, YOU RAS- 
CALLY OLD HumMBuG! YOU HAVE GOT IT STUCK UP IN YOUR 
WINDOW THAT YOU MENDS ’EM WHILE YOU WAIT.” 

Shoemaker.—JisT SO; AND IF YOU’LL WAIT A COUPLE OF 
DAYS YOU’LL HAVE ’EM.” 


IN SPITE OF OUR CHARACTERISTICS! 


‘‘ Near midnight on Saturday a man called the attention of the police to the fact 
that he had overheard a conversation between two Irishmen, having reference to the 
blowing up of one of the bridges spanning the Thames, Blackfriars Bridge being 
selected. ‘The men promised to meet again at Blackfriars on Monday night. ’—Item 
published in newspaper on Monday afternoon ! ; 

‘* A letter has been received by the Government. This missive warned the autho- 
rities that, within a few days, attempts would be made to destroy certain specified 
public buildings, and giving the names and a description of the personal appearance 
of those who would be likely to commit the crime,’—Item in the newspaper, dpfrofos 

f the blowing up of Westminster Hall. 

TypIcAL MEMBER OF BRITISH PuBLic. Ha! what is this I over- 
hear? Two men plotting to dynamite public buildings? Yes, They 
fix on Westminster Abbey ; they arrange to meet at twelve to-night on 
the Broad Sanctuary ; one wears a tall black hat, and is aged between 
fifteen and fifty; the other wears a wideawake, and is somewhere be- 
tween sixteen and sixty. I will take notes of this. . . And now 
let me sit down for a few minutes and exercise that cool judgment and 
sound discretion in moments of sudden difficulty which are the charac- 
teristic of an Englishman. I am decided what is the wisest thing to do 
under the circumstances : and now to put my plan into execution, 

* > > > > * 

T. M. or B. P. (40 Ep1tor of Diurnal Bladier), I have just over- 
heard a plot to blow up Westminster Abbey. Here are the details. If 
you — a special edition quickly, there is yet time to make known 
the fact to the dynamiters that their plot is discovered, thus putting them 
on the alert, and preventing their being arrested by the police. 

Epitor oF Diurnal Blabber ( frantic with delight), My dear Member, 
let me say at once that the course you have chosen is marked by that 
cool judgment and sound discretion which are the characteristic of an 
Englishman. This bit of news will sell an extra ten thousand copies: 
[ will get it set up at once. I cannot but feel that, in doing this, I am 


| exemplifying that cool judgment, and so on, which are the characteristics 


fso forth. ( Zhey gaze on each other in mutual pride and admiration.) 
> 








T. M. oF B. P. (to Detective Department). I have overheard a plot to 
blow up Westminster Abbey. Here are the details. 
DETECTIVE DEPARTMENT. Good, We will now reflect a moment 
upon a course calculated to exemplify that cool judgment and sound 
discretion in moments of sudden difficulty which are the characteristic 
of an Englishman. Yes; the wisest course to pursue is to communicate 
this intelligence to the evening paper. There is yet time to issue a 
special edition soon enough for the plotters to read it and be warned. 
T. M, or B. P. How wise a course to pursue! The matter could 


reciprocal reverence, ) 
* . . * * * 
EDITOR OF THE Lvening Blurter, Thanks—many, many thanks, 
Detective Department! The special edition shall be in print in two 
minutes and a half. We shall make an extra hundred pounds over this 
item, in addition to displaying that cool judgment, and so on, 
* 2 o *. * . 
BRITISH READERS (de/ighted), Here is intelligence of a plot to blow 
up Westminster Abbey at twelve to-night. How judicious and energetic 
to publish it thus beforehand in the papers. This will insure their 
catching the villains! We will all be there to see it done, 
* * * * + * 
THE SAME (next morning). We were all on the spot last night some 
hours before midnight ; the most elaborate arrangements had been made 
by the police; not a single precaution was omitted; and YET those 
villains have somehow evaded capture! It only proves that circum- 
stances are at times too strong even for that cool judgment and sound 
discretion which are characteristic of an Englishman. 





—— $$$ — ae 


EVASION. 


(The medical officer of Chatham Prison tells of two prisoners who placed their arms 
under the wheel of a waggon in order to evade the labour tasks to which they are 


subjec ted.] 

First Convict, I say, dy'ear? we've got to do labour tarsks in this 
‘ere bloomin’ jug. 

SECOND Convict. Garn! Wot labour tarsks ? 

First Con, Wy, the Guv'nor says we're to do pot’ooks an’ ‘angers 
this week. 

Sgconp Con, /ain’t a-goin’ to do no bloomin’ pot’ooks an’ ‘angers, 
don’t you make no error; not me. Tell yer wot, let’s cut orf our fust 
fingers an’ thumbs. Can’t make us do 'em then, 

First Con. Right you are, You're a fly ‘un, you are. 

SECOND Con, ’Ere! ’E says we're to fold table-napkins now. Says 
we can do it easy without our fust fingers an’ thumbs. 

First Con. Yus! Likely, ain’t it? No kid. Here, let’s smash 
our hands on this anvil. There! Let’s see ‘ow ’e’ll make us fold his 
bloomin’ napkins now. 

SECOND Con. Well, ’e is a mean ole ’unks! Dy’ear? 'E says 
we're to hem handkerchiefs with the sewing-machine now. Dyever 
‘ear? ’Ere, w’ere’sa sor? Let's ave our feet orf by the ankle—just 
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above the top of the boot cuts easiest. There! ’'E don’ get much 
hemin’s out o’ me, 
First Con. Ugh! Damage he’s ugly features, ’e is a hot ’un! 'E’s got 
a bloomin’ lot of coal comin’ in now, an’ ’e says we're to count the sacks. 
SeconD Con. (disgusted). Gurrr! Wot’s ’e want pussicutin’ chaps 
like that for? Wot's to be done now? Stopaminnit. /know. I 
ain’t a-goin’ to do no beastly tarsks. Wodder yer say to cuttin’ our 
‘eads orf? 
First CON. Right you are again. Well, you are a fly ‘un! 

7 * . ° * » 








THe Best PorT, AFTER ALL,—The Port of London, 





not have been in abler hands. (7hy regard cach other with the eye of 
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COLONEL 


little to skip. 
(Ilenry Vickers). 


Literary Society). 


want and what not. 


Pabric ever invented lus 
Women's Wea.” 


Al ONPA 
VELVE 





by Robin (Swan, Sonneschein and Co.). 
**The Peer and the Prophet” (William Reeves). 
of Argyll and Mr. Henry George appear as if they may turn to profit ; 
swear by George, others to bless the Duke of Argyll.—** Our Old Nobility,” by Howard Evans 

Without questioning the taste of calling up against those who bear titles | 
all about their forbears, we exclaim, ‘‘if this be true! by Evans!’—‘*My Experience as 
a Moderate Drinker, a Drunkard, and a Total Abstainer,” 
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NEW LBAVHES. 
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CAUTION, 
Cocoa thickens in the 
cup, its proves the 
addition of Starch. 


HENDERSON AND OUR MILITARY 


‘ A ROMANY Queen,” by L. Nevill (London Literary Society). 
pussessing the rare merit of being told without much * padding.” 





POLICE. 
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' 
| 
| 





| 
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An interesting story, 


-**Skippo, and other Tales,”’ 


A good deal here that is good to read, and very 


The arguments of the Duke | 


by Charles Meadows (London 
The experience of the drunkard, and the moderate drinker is the experience 
we eschew, and of the three, |that of the abstainer is the one we chose.—*‘‘ Work, Wealth, 
and Want,” by Edwin Adams (London Literary Society). 


We do want work, we may want 
wealth, but no! we don't want the other one. 


This book will help many to understand what to 


—If 


some will incline to 





| Just fancy having 1,000 mothers-in-law ! 


Our Brave Foe! 


Tue dynamitard we should hail with glee, 
So plucky are all his works ; 

Yea, who so courageous and brave as he 
As in corners and holes he lurks? 

As he hides his infernal machine away, 
And then hurries off in good time, 

He cares not what innocent folk he may slay, 
So his schemes are, you'll own, sublime ! 


His courage colossal has lately been, 
For this he high praise deserves ; 

But he never allows himself to be seen 
Lest the Law should upset his nerves, 

With the money subscribed by the rogue and 

the dupe, 

He “trips” it from o'er the sea ; 

Then hides, for to fight he would never stoop, 
That Fenian-like wouldn't be, 


Thus the Irish-American ‘* patriot ” thrives 
By his glorious, war-like trade, 

And at hazarding women’s and children’s lives 
He isn’t the least afraid. 

’Neath Brother America’s careless sway 
He has hatched up his plots for pelf ; 

And our Brother did not much concern displa; 
Till these plots ’gan to threaten Aimse//, 


‘* But our Irish Members—Parnell and Co,— 
Who take nice fat cheques from the poor, 
Some horror,” you say, ‘at the outrages show, 

And their stoppage attempt to procure.” 
We answer, ‘‘ Ah, Erin is green, ’tis true 

(The greenest of isles, ‘tis thought), 
But, reader, it isn’t so green as you 

If you fancy Parnell says aught.” 


So the doughty (7o0/ dastardly) dynamitard 
Slinks out from his secret lair, 

And plants his machines ; but ’tis really hard 
That the public he camo? scare. 

With terror he fain would paralyse 
The natives of this our land, 

Forgetting that Britons are apt to despzse 
The threats of his Coward-Band ! 


“Wanted a Wife.” 


{A soldier at the Cape, having asked the Kingston 
Soard of Guardians to send him out a wife, there have 
been hundreds of applications already received.) 


THEY sent 47//et doux in by hundreds 
To Coelebs in search of a wife 

(Tis plain that the state every one dreads 
Is spinsterhood’s solit’ry life). 


Some wrote in a manner pathetic, 

Some gushed, some were matter-of-fact, 
While others, in language <esthetic, 

His artless heart softly attacked. 


So now, Tommy Atkins, consider 
Ere for ever you lay down your arms, 
Will you yield to some veteran ‘‘ widder,” 
Or to lovely Diana’s chaste charms? 





_ THE King of Porto Novo, on the Gold Coast, 
is said to have 1,000 wives, This is undoubt- 
edly a case of going To-fa into Matrimony. 





Cadbury's 
Cocoa \aaernane 


PURE!!! SOLUBLE!!! REFRESHING!!! 
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THESPIAN VALENTINES. 
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Petroleum Cakes. 


[The French bakers have been discovered by the Hygienic Council of 
the Seine Department to be using petroleum in their manufactures in- 
stead of butter and suet.—G/ode.] 


Go bid the radiant Rossa come, 
And also bid the fervent Ford, 
Who’s not for years discussed a crumb, 
Dis cuss invites them to this board— 
A board after their own brave hearts 
That with these novel dainties aches— 
Stewed prunes of lead, tartaric tarts, 
Petroleum cakes. 





14 407/4/, 7) 
if Yi 


Ah! pretty Paris baker, thanks— 
Not small mercis, but good and great, 
Your new invention richly ranks 
You with the wisest of the State. 
And*these, our guests, who're also wise, 
Nor often make immense mistakes, 
Will fitly praise up to the skies 
Petroleum cakes. 





Petroleum cakes and vitriol ale, 
That ought to suit the new age well, 
The fare for men who think too pale 
The principles of C, Parnell. 
That fare shall make us stout and strong 
To shake the State as thunder shakes, 
Wherefore for you true patriots long 
Petroleum cakes ? 








And come the time when flour shall be 

But powder, and when dough shall mein 
For all of us who fairly see 

A sort of nitro-glycerine. 
And then shall be the time when John 

Bull, when his heart with thunder aches, 
Shall sagely choose to feed upon 

Petroleum cakes, 
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THE Royal College of Music has been ‘* sending round the 
hat.”” Of course the tile in question, is an old one of the 




















A YOUNG SHAVER. Duke of Edinburgh’s. 
Child,—"‘Ou, MAMMA! PAPA WASHED HIS FACE WITH A LITTLE 
BRUSH, AND NOW HE'S WIPING IT WITH A KniFe!” PEACE-WoORK.—Trying to stop the war. 
| WHAT WE MAY EXPECT. here to ask your ludship to let the company levy a rate on the public 
hod (On, Everytuinc must Give Way IF YoU ONLY HAVRE to pay the company’s workmen engaged in demolishing the building. 


: “CugrK ” a THE PuBLic, We absolutely object to—— 
| ENOUGH.) _Mr. Just. Y. Oh, pooh-pooh! We can’t go to work in that down- 
Prologue. right fashion. (70 Mr. Cu. D.) I will adjourn the motion to corisider 


“Last the Metropolitan District Railway Com obtained an | YOur request about the rate. 

Act of Parliament for a subway from South Kensington station to the | _ MR. Cugex. D, But, m’lud, the company is in want of the money, 

Horticultural Gardens. The railway has changed the route by which it | 294 can’t wait. 

was ordered to proceed. Instead of keeping clear of the main drains, Mr. Just. Y. Oh, of course in that case I must grant you an order 

as it was instructed to do, it has forced the main drain out of its place; | ‘° that effect at once; but will you undertake not to pull down any more 

and now the railway is ventilating the subway by a series of blow-holes | °f the Mus——? 

thrust up in the very centre of the street. The curious part of the thing | . Mr. Cuegk. D. Oh, I can’t do that, m’lud. On the contrary, I am 

is that the whole affair is absolutely illegal.” —Zet‘er from Lord Bury. instructed to ask you to grant me an order to compel the inhabitants 
Before Mr. Jostice Currty—Motion to Restrain said Company.— themselves to pull down the rest, and to pay the company for the 

Mr. Romer, on behalf of Company, asked that motion might stand privilege. 








over, and that the works might be allowed to go on meanwhile” !! Mr. Just. Y. Well, if you insist upon it; but will you undertake not * | 
Practically granted {11 to pull down the rest of London? 2 
Sequel, —- D, Eh? Oh, well; I can’t exactly fromise. (Order - 
granted, 


CHANCERY DivisIOn—Se/fore Mr. JUSTICE YIRELDER.—This was a : , : 
motion to restrain the District Railway Company from pulling down the CHANCERY Diviston—Béfore Mu. Justice PLYUBBLE.— This was 


diy Saniieatin SEEnis te the conateustion of @ilic eubene. a motion to restrain the District Railway Company from pulling down 
teanspired thar Death tus Wheneeen bod been demolished hediee on the rest of London, and remodelling the British constitution in the con- 


authorities had noticed it. struction of their pore; © 
Mr. Justice Yietper. Has your company any authority in its Act Tue Posic. Look here, m’lud ; there are only about a dozen streets 


to demolish the Museum ? ~t Pig i Seer left, and we want you to order the defendants 
; ; at once from—— 
weds ‘amt ‘Eclat Load aad Fae Roe wag Bvagged - a Mr. Just. PLYUBBLE (guite shockea). Dear me! You must mode- 
hook, ° I just wrote permission on a little bit of paper, and slaned it +m Re aa 2? to work in that violent way. (70 
yi to the Act. » CHI UZZITT o the company wish to desist ? 
Tue Posric, We demand that the company be ordered to imme- Mr. Cuegk. D, Quite the contrary, m’lud. The company have 

diately restore the Museum to its original _— already been put to a great deal of expense in pulling down St. Paul’s, 

Mr. Jost. Y. Stop—stop. We don't go to work in the courts in ‘Order forth, and want an order for the public to refund all, &c., &e. 
that tmanner, (7o Mr. CueeKxaz Duzzitt.) Are you willing to aer granted.) 
restore the a 
Mr. Cuexkaz D. Certainly not, m'lud. On the contrary, I came 

















THE BEST JUDGES OF THE “ PULSE,.”—Vegetarians. ae 
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WHICH ACCOUNTS FOR IT.—FUNE! 








[Dynamite, giant powder, and infernal machines have been found i possession of Fun ; The poli : salt 
York correspenden t of the Standard says the above possibly has had a strong influence i brining ne ae ang Police declare, that he is a Socialist. The New 
at am pe pasaniens. Somethin like a panic has resuited from the discovery that there are in Chicago thousands of 
armed, and regularly drilled. . . . ence, considerable nervousness as to their own security, &c — Newspapers.) 
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** Sorry they’ve blown you up!’ said Congress, struggling out of his gag for abrief instant. ‘‘ Can't shake hands—/e’U/ see me: but I’ o— 
: at. tl his. 
for the assurance—so unexpected too!" said John Bull, somewhat puzzled. Ma go scyrigghonaiy ayaa 














' | 7 ; 7 . ‘a ' ‘ ‘ . " 
A little later he happened to look across the Atlantic again. Ho! ho!” he murmured ; “' ‘his accounts for Cousin Jonathan's sudden aversion to dynamite |" 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


HE Bs hid 
Ci / a y 

| yy wi Young Mrs. 
Li TAA GZ Winthrop at 
.; WL fy, tris theatre 
4 1 WW, EY fie cout rif 
( yy been dis- 
placed in fa- 
vour of a 
piece bearing 
so strong a 
family resem - 
blance to it 





> frey’s new 
version of 
Peril en la 


Tux Court.—Mar-l-ON WITH HER Evz-on-Ma. 


Demeure—is 
not altogether apparent ; that Mr. Clayton finds a part in the latter may 
have something to do with it, but ulation on the point is not likely 


to be particularly interesting or profitable, so we need not carry it further. 
The new play has plenty of *‘ situation” (almost too much), and is told 
with plenty of point; but it is almost without a heroine (that person 
only appearing in the second act):.its story is unsatisfactory in many 
respects, and the interest excited in any given character of the slightest 
—exception should perhaps be made in favour of the mother, so admir- 
ably played by Miss Lydia Foote, and the almost extraneous Lord Toler, 
a part which Mr. Cecil brings into prominence by a cleverly charac- 
teristic make-up, and that aptness in the quaint portrayal of senility 
which he has brought pretty well to perfection. 


InpExD, as an exhibition of acting, it is almost without a flaw. Mr. 
Clayton’s manly and natural style, Mr. Conway’s something more than 
physical fitness for the part of ‘‘ hero of romance,” and Miss Marion 
Terry's sympathetic tenderness, render this about the strongest and most 
compact comedy company in London ; and when you remember that there 
are Miss Norreys and Mr. Reeves-Smith in the background (or in the fore- 
ound, if you like—seeing that they play admirably in the first piece, 
Mr. G. Hawtrey’s Good Gracious /) you feel more than ever the pity of it 
that they cannot light upon a play altogether worthy of their talents. 


By-1HE-WAY, what with the St. James’s taking to Shakespeare, and 
the Haymarket taking to its heels, the Court will be the on/y comedy 
company in London directly. 


Nops AND WINKS.—The Royal Victoria Hall and Coffee Tavern has 
been ‘* concerting” away with some success once a week ever since the 
22nd of January, and means to keep it up till Easter; on the principle 
that ‘‘ variety is charming,” I suppose, variety is ‘your only wear” on 
Saturdays (with an occasional extra day thrown in). Science is also ‘‘ to 
be had on the premises ;” you can have a “ penn’orth,” or ten sbilling, 
worth, just as you choose, and all depending upon where you sit, Well 
success to the coffee-cullers. 


Last weeks of Hamlet !—Hundredth night on Thursday; perform- 
ance as 
good as 
ever; ova- 
tion,speech, 
&e., &e— 
and now for 
Brutus.— 
me. $2. 
Maur is 
¢é going it ” 
with a will 
at the Im- 
perial. Be- 
sides Guilty 
Shadows, of 
which more 
anon, he has 
a new Ame- 


rican farci- 
Tus Cover.--Tux Unperorrictat ann tug Over-orriciovs. cal comedy 


, in hi 
as well as an adaptation of one of Mr. Edward's aoweli- with Mes 


Willoughby in it ; moreover, sixpence for your programme i 
7 va” is th 
and only fee surviving the determined onslaught a his, — 
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THE maid I love is young and sweet 
She is a little fairy pet” 
Her lips, like cherries when they meet, 

Her eyes are like the violet ; 

Her hair is all a flood of gold, 

This little queenie of my heart ; 

And she is now just three years old, 

And toys at will with Cupid’s dart ; 
While round my neck the soft arms 
twine, 

She claims me as her Valentine. 








ASSASSINATION’S AWFUL FRIGHT. 


Pgop.e of whatever station 

Will be grieved to learn 

T’other day Assassination 
Got a dreadful turn ; 

‘Dropped her blood-encrusted dagger 
In dismay and fright, 

Nearly falling, with a stagger, 
On the dynamite. 


For though ’sassination lately 
Owns a luck immense 

Growing in importance greatly, 
Pow’r, and consequence, 

Heaping Pelion on Ossa— 
Now there meets her sight, 

** Someone’s been and shot at Rossa,” 
And she pales with spite. 


Wild with rage her optic flashes 
As she reads the news, 

Words we represent by dashes 
She begins to use, 

Vainly, while with anger choking, 
Trying to be cool, 

** Wretch !” she mutters *‘so provoking ! 
Makes me look a fool. 
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‘* Mad with anger? so would you be, 
Fancy what I feel ! 

How is such a bragging booby 
Worthy lead or steel ? 

It was only done for casting 
(Any fool can see), 

Bitter shame and everlasting 
Ridicule on me. 


“* Stay ! here’s through the cable flying 
Something that was lacked 

* Rossa’s very far from dying 
Girl who shot him cracked,’ 

Truly no one in their senses 
Such a man would ‘ pot,’ 

Let them take the consequences— 
What a start I got !” 








R,-A.-tional. 


__ AHANDSOME woman can never become a fashionable portrait painter, 
if the poet is correct in saying that * beauty draws us wi 
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VALENTINE’S DAY.—PILLAR-BOX SKETCHES. 
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Meeting of Edwin and Angelina. They came, they 
said, to see when the next collection was made. 


It was only an office letter. They need not have 
glared at him like that ! 


Posting an “‘ ugly one"”—caught red-handed ! 








THE BLUNDERBERRYS AT BREAKFAST. 


spoonful of marmalade in her coffee with one hand, while she emptied 
the crystallised sugar into a cut-glass dish with the other. ‘Solomon, 
dear, do you know what’s going to happen next Saturday?” 

‘“*A funeral, if you can’t provide a better breakfast than this,” an- 
swered her husband, as he contemptuously tossed a lean and bony had- 
dock from his plate into the toast-rack. ‘*Confound it! Why can’t 
you get something fit to eat?” 

‘* I’m sure, dear, it’s very nice if you'd only try it.” 

** Try it! Do you think I can make a meal off the articulated skeleton 
of the whale that swallowed Jonah? Do you sup the fossil relics 
of an antediluvian monster are fit food for your lord and master? Ha! 
ha! Fetch me from the ptian catacombs the mummy of a fish sepul- 
tured with the first Pharaoh, and let me finish my repast. Bring forth 
the wiry untouched fowl that I sent from the dinner-table yesterday.”’ 
**Oh, Sclomon, I’m so sorry, but the cat pulled it out of the dish and 
—but there’s a lovely new-laid egg.” 

**Great gracious! Do you suppose, Mrs. B., I’m going to wait for 
my breakfast while you hatch that egg and educate the result up to the 
necessary toughness and invariable = characteristic of ordi- 
nary or domestic hen! With nothing fit to eat, you only want halfa 
dozen bouquets on the table, and a menu pee in gold letters on a 
pink card, to supply an hotel able d’héte breakfast. Bring me food, 
ma’am—d’ye hear ?—food for a famished Blunderberry.” 

**Well, Solomon, there’s cold beef on the sideboard, and cold ham 
and tinned meats in the cupboard, and eggs and bacon coming up 
directly. I’m sure I don’t know what more you want.” 

“How was I to know that? Who told you I was a professional 
mind reader. What’s the matter with that beef that you should imagine 
I could track it to its lair by scent? What put it in your head that I 
could evolve a ham out of my inner consciousness? Why didn’t you 
mention it before? With your powers of keeping a secret, you only 
want a contemptuous demeanour and a despatch-box to be a govern- 
ment official ; with your ability for secreting valuables, black and white 
stripes and a croak would make you quite a respectable magpie. Pro- 
duce the viands.”’ ; 2 

** There, dear,”’ said Mrs. Blunder » who, paying no attention to 
the tirade, had helped him liberally. “There! Now do make a good 
breakfast and—tell me, Solomon, do you know what Saturday is? 

‘* Why, what should Saturday be—but Saturday?” 

** It’s—it’s—Valentine’s Day, Solomon,” giggled the good lady. 
**Valentine’s bosh!” grumbled Mr, B with his mouth 
full. ‘Think you’ve got any of the attributes of the turtle dove? 
been telling you wings and a bow and arrow area 
costume for a middle-aged matron? Got an idea that a lace \ 
a doggrel rhyme would make you worth eighteenpence at the sta . 
round the corner?” ‘ . 

**I don’t know what you’re talking about, Solomon, but I’m determined 
you shall have the proper dinner for the day, and I’ve ordered it already. 
** What’s that? Have you been laying in bullock’s hearts? Are you 
going to serve love-birds on toast ? or is it gooseberry fool you are pre- 
paring to celebrate this happy occasion ?” ; 

** Well, Solomon, I thought you knew everything. Why, of course 
on Valentine's Day it’s the proper thing to have—a goose !” 











**SOLOMON, dear,” cried Mrs, Blunderberry, vigorously stirring a 











**Great Zadkiel and Old Moore preserve us! Don’t you know the 
difference between Michaelmas and Valentine’s Day? Woman, woman, 
why order a goose when a handful of feathers and a hiss fitted on to 
your intellectual incapacity would be all that is necessary! Still,’’ 
added Mr. Blunderberry reflectively, ‘‘ you might have made a worse 
shot.” 

**Oh, Solomon, you know I hate firearms, / didn’t shoot it.” 

** No matter, my dear, no matter. A goose is a good bird when 
properly cooked, and I am inclined to believe at least as appropriate to 
the 14th February as to the 29th September. Don’t forget the stuffing!” 
And with these words impressively spoken, Mr. Blunderberry put on his 
hat and overcoat, and left for the City. 





A Valentine. 


CRUMPLED and torn, 
Battered and worn, 

Song of my soul that is blotted with tears, 
Fresh as a flower 
Kissed by a shower, 

And bright as a picture undimmed by years ! 


Ever anew, 

Ki light cs naht old, old face, 
t ca an 

Is the shade and chine 

On my Valentine 

Agiow with the flame of a deathless grace ! 


Like the 





A 8tory of the Strand. 


On the eve of acertain Saint’s day a small and mysterious figure, en- 
veloped in a cloak, might have been observed wandering stealthily down 
the Strand until he reached a large and much-scented shop hard by 
Beaufort Street. This shop he entered, and, summoning the proprietor, 
he cried, *‘ My blessings on thee! thou hast increased my business a 
million-fold | Art ready for to-morrow?” ‘‘I am,” replied Mr. Rim. 
mel (for that was the proprietor’s name), ‘‘ and my stock of Valentines 
is more varied and more beautiful even than of yore!” ’Tis well,” quoth 
Cupid (for it was he), ** They will be wanted by myriads of lovers. Good 
evening!” And he fied. 





Valentine-Vice (a Mem. for the 14th). 


’T1s very sad that each lass and lad 
To-day shows such avidit 

For valentines of quaint ee 

For 'tis very plain (as Paar ny note with pain) 
That the vice of to-day is “‘Cupid”-ity. 





‘* AT lovers perjuries they say Jove laughs.” If this is so, great Jupiter's 
continuous explosions of merriment must be a source of great annoyance 


| to the gods and godesses compelled to listen to him. 
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VIOLET’S VALENTINE; 
OR, THE UNDETECTED DETECTIVE. 


Jack Keene was an intelligent young man. Being a detective by 
trade, he could not be otherwise. A sharp man in his actions, he could 
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no’, unless driven to it by circumstances, have been a sharper ; a prompt 
man in his business, he could not, unless engaged at a theatre, have 
been a prompter, 

Jack Keene had the monopoly of the detective business in Goodbury, 
but this was not a cause of unalloyed satisfaction, for so high was the 
moral tone of this little-known town, that no crime was ever committed 
within its precincts; so that Jack Keene found himself in the unfortu- 
nate position of a detective with nothing to detect. 

But one nefarious act had been committed in Goodbury since he took 
up his residence over the cobbler’s shop in Church Lane, and that was 
when a young rogue called Dan Cupid, well known to the police, had 
the shameless audacity to steal the detective’s heart. 

Jack knew the thief; moreover, he knew the receiver of the stolen 
ag y ; but, instead of prosecuting, he had the baseness to compound 
elony by accepting Violet Meadows’ heart in exchange with a kiss as a 
make-weight. 

The Goodburians were proud of their detective. They presented him 
with a pair of white gloves to wear to church on Sundays, and were in 
the habit of pointing him out to strangers, and bidding them note his 
lean and hungry aspect as a proof of the moral purity of their town. 

As a man and as a detective, Jack Keene’s only hopes of happiness 
were centred in Martin Meadows, the Goodbury pawnbroker. In the 


make his private life a dream of ecstacy : in the second place, as he had 
sole charge of all the valuables in Goodbury, and his was consequently 
the only house in the town worth robbing, he had it in his power, by 
encouraging burglary, to give an impetus to native talent in the detec- 
tive line. 

Hitherto, with the selfishness of old age, he had declined to advance 
Jack in either his matrimonial or professional aspirations ; but never- 
theless, with undeviating punctuality, Jack Keene every week-day 
morning, as the clock struck ten, would open the door of the pawn- 
broker’s shop and ask— 

‘*Anything in my way this morning, Mr. Meadows?” And Mr. 
Meadows would gruffly rejoin, ‘* Nothing.” 

** No prospect of your being broken into later on?” 

** No chance of such a thing in Goodbury,”’ 

Then Jack Keene would sigh mournfully ; and Violet, separated from 
him by the counter’s width, would sigh too ; then their eyes would meet 
in tell-tale glance, and both would colour to the roots of their hair. 
While love was growing, the detective was starving. Each day he 
dwindled down thinner and thinner, till it was almost impossible to see 
him when he stood edgeways ; but brighter times were at hand, for on 
the morning of the 13th February, as he was walking along the High 
Street, Mr. Meadows rushed up to him in a state of the utmost excite- 
ment. 

‘Come, come!” he cried, seizing the detective by the arm. ‘I've 
been burgled, and a splendid emerald ring, the most valuable article in 
the shop, stolen, Find the ring—recover that ring—and your fortune 
is Inaic, 

“* I swear by Newgate I will find the thief,” said Jack Keene solemnly. 





first place, he was Violet’s father, and in that capacity had the power to | 





After peering and poking here and there, humming and hawing, ques- 
tioning and interrogating, Jack Keene that same afternoon, furnished 
with amp'e funds by the pawnbroker, departed for Londop, wrapped in 
mystery and an ulster. ; 

His first care, on reaching his modest hotel that evening, was to call 
for paper, pens, and ink, to send her whom he adored a loving greeting 
for Valentine’s morn. Despising the adventitious aid of the speculating 
stationer, he determined that the valentine he sent to Violet should be 
original. And so it was. ; 

He sketched, with what little skill he possessed, two hearts linked by 
a pair of handcuffs, and guarded bya hovering Cupid armed with a 
policeman’s truncheon in lieu of the conventional bow and arrows. 
Beneath he inscribed the touching couplet— 


‘¢ Dearest, I am on the track, 
We'll married be when I get back.” 


Two days later there descended from a third-class carriage at the 
Goodbury station a thin, limp, wizened, sad, and dejected young man 
who uttered a despairing moan as a laughing maiden, fair to see, sprang 
gaily to meet him. ; 

‘© Allis lost!” lamented Jack Keene gloomily, as he turned aside to 
hide the glittering tear. ‘‘ The thief has escaped me.” 

‘No, no, Jack, all is found. The robber is here!” cried Violet 
gleefully, as, possessing herself of his hand, she slipped a magnificent 
emerald ring upon his finger. 

*‘ Why ?—how did?—where did ?—what ?—which ?—when?” stam- 
mered the staggered detective. 

‘*‘ Hush! rot a word. Your mission has been successful, you have re- 
covered the stolen property, you will be thanked, you will have a dinner 
every day, you will get fat,you will be rewarded, promoted, married !!” 

** And you took it! My Violeta thief?” 


** Don’t call me names, Jack, I only did it for your good, and it wasn’t | 


a steal, for, of course, I meant to give it back, but I couldn’t bear tosee 
you getting thinner and thinner, and more and more miserable, and no 
chance of papa giving his consent, and all because you’d got no work to 
do-o-0-00, so I determined you shou/d haveajob. You're not quite a 
success as a detective, Jack, but you are a dear, good fellow, and that 
valentine is the most beautiful thing I ever saw; and—and—do you 
mean it, Jack ?” 

** Where’s a church ?” answered Jack, ‘‘ I’ll soon convince you.” 

When Martin Meadows saw them enter his shop, he rushed round the 
counter, and grasped the detective’s two hands in his. 

** Well, well, well,” he faltered, ‘‘ what have you done? ‘What suc- 
cess? Have you got it? eh? MHave you got it?” 

Jack Keene displayed the jewel sparkling on his finger, and the pawn- 
— fell upon his neck, and wept salt tears of gratitude adown his 
back. 

‘* Jack,” he sobbed, ‘‘ you are a hero, ancble hero. Take what you 
like from out my shop as your reward. Ask what you will, ’tis 
yours.’ 

**A wedding-ring,” said Jack, *‘to fit this little finger,” and he pos- 
sessed himself of Violet’s hand, 
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“* Bless you, my children,” said Martin Meadows. ‘I can no lenge: 
withold my consent. ’Tis meet that Talent should wed with Beauty 
that Honour should take Honesty to wife. You are worthy of eac! 
other. Bless you, my children!” 
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To the Rescue. 


BRITANNIA’S MESSAGE TO THE MAHDI], 


A VALENTINE VISION AND ITS VICTIM, 





(SEE CARTOON.) 


WHEN the little birds grow “* pairy ” 
In the month of Februairy— 
And they seldom show restraint 
In that line, 
Human folks have got a fashion 
To declare their tender passion 
By commemorating Saint 
Valentine. 


Many missives, plain or pretty, 
Couched in language tame or witty, 
On the Fourteenth are despatched 
Through the post ; 
Some intended as a token 
That the senders’ love’s unbroken, 
Others meaning they’re attached 
At the most. 





But a few have no connection 
With a feeling of affection ; 
For a Valentine e’en may 
Roughly quiz, 
When, so ugly in its matter, 
It does anything but flatter ; 
And the Mahdi, I should say. 
Won't like his. 


Let us trust that we may quickly 
Make him look extremely sickly 
By an agitating doubt 
Of his doom, 
And so force this grim offender 
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Very shortly to surrender, 
Or, at any rate, clear out 
Of Khartoum. 





BUILDER’S IMPUDENCE.—Taking a site. 





‘* An!” said a spinster, ‘I believe 
A Valentine I shall receive ; | 
A ** Val.” quite lovely to behold, 

Depicting my most beauteous mould!” 


But, oh, alas! how oft are we 
Made martyrs by stern Fate's decree! 
| A Valentine zwas sent that Miss, 

But, ah! its style was more like ¢his / 











CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES. 
REAL DISTRESS! 


[At Chicago a special fund of 7,000 dollars has been raised by the men on strike to 

defray the expenses of agents of the strike who are to be despatched to England. 

—Newspapers.] 
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First STRIKER. Wot, work for twopence a week less? Wy, don’t 
yer see—over and above as I won't do it—I carn't doit. "Ow can I? 
Looke ere, I ony gits thirty shillin’ a week now—well, I requires fifteen 
o’ that for beer. 

SECOND Striker. O’ course; and three-and-six for lodgin’s. 

First S. Jest so; and ’arf a crown for ’bacca. 

Seconp S. Zactly: and the rest for grub. , 
First S. That’s it. Well, if I accepts tuppence less a week, I ‘as to 
go tuppence short in my grub, don’t 1? Werry well—I can’t do it! 
Seconp S. Course not. We must strike, that’s all about it ; so let's 
go an’ pay in our shillin’ a week to the Strike Committee. I don't 
grudge that now, ’cos that's ’ 
First S. Course it is, that’s wot /says. Well then, theres the three 
aggitators wot’s come down and is a stayin’ at the hotel. Let’s go and 
pay in our half a crown a week for them to live on. Oh, I find it’s five 
shillin’ a week we ’ave to pay, ’cos the aggitators can’t git on without 
shampane an’ that ; but a feller don’t grudge ‘iat ’cos it’s 











shillin’ or two for 


eS 


' wich Islands and the North Pole. 


SEcoND S. Yes—that’s it. Well then, there’s the collection of two 
shillin’ each to diffray the expenses of the agents to be sent to the Sand. 
But a feller oughtn’t to grumble 


| about payin’ chats, ’cos one feels it’s all—— 


' 


First S. Yus, that’s wot one does feel. Well then, there ll be a 
matter o’ three or four shillins round for revolvers and bombs for the 


| pickets, and for dynamite for blowin’ up imployers mills an’ thiogs—— 


Second S. Yus. An’ a few shillins or so more for retainin’ the 
Union’s legal adviser to defend enny of the fellers wot’s prosecuted, 

First S. And a ercasional extra collection for the benefit ov the 
agitators; and—wy, that'll be about all. P’raps yer might allow a 
couple o’ shillins a week more fur extrers; but no feller can grudge a 





SEcOND S. O’ course he carn’t. He'd be a cuttin’ orf ‘is own nose, 
and a betrayin’ ’is best int’rests. Wot I says is, a feller’s int’rested in 
lookin’ arfter ’is int’rests. _Woddyer say to goin’ an’ ‘avin’ ’arf a gallon? 

First S. Right yar. Hullo! I ain’t got a farden left. 

SeconpD S. No more ain’t I. It’s all them marsters robbin’ us of our 
tuppence. Durn ’em! 





Perhaps So. 


Tue month of February’s short, 
And not a very shiny one ; 
It is the month when tuvers court, 
And being of the little sort, 
’Tis called a (Va'en)-tin(e)y one. 





At Birmingham, a circus proprietor named Dudley has had to pay 
twenty shillings and costs for being drunk and assaulting a policeman 
named Hume. It appears that Dudley threw some orange-peel on the 
railway station platform, woe Hume remonstrated with him, when 
Dudley struck him, saying, ‘‘ We keep such men as you to pick it up.’ 
Mr. Hume was evidently devoid of humour or he would have seen the 
joke. The reference to orange-peel meant that the policeman was, in 
other words, ‘‘a /eeler.”’ 





SuITABLe ** Service,”—The Premier of Victoria. 
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KNICENACKS. 


In the enchanted land of Valentine-love measles never enter, teething 


i d vaccination does not exist. In this fairyland of bliss 
dae” neither moths, doctor’s bills, beetles, 


nor mothers-in-law dare flit and 
crawl about. By no chance do 
rats, burglars, or cousins in the po- 
lice ramp and raid about these 
realmsofecstacy. Inthis happy land 
tax-collectors are not admitted ; 
while food, clothes, coals, and gas 
are totally unnecessary to the com- 
forts of its inhabitants. Happy 
land! Happy land! 


‘“‘Give me a heart capable of 
flying beyond the dull prose of this 
workaday world,” said Adolphus 
before they were married. But 
when, in her flighty way, she left a 
couple of darning needles in one of 
his socks, and he had to call ina 
surgeon to extract steel particles 
from his biggest toe, the language 
of Adolphus towards his wife bor- 
dered on profanity. And the honeymoon hadn’t been over so very long 
either. 





We are delighted to see that the British lady advocates of ‘‘ Women’s 
Rights” continue to take man/y and patriotic steps towards their desired 
haven of social disturbance. Bless us! look at the liberty allowed to 
half-savage Burmese women. Why, ¢Acir husbands and lovers don’t 
object a bit when they smoke immense cheroots made of coarse leaves 
rolled up, and filled with wood chips, raw sugar, and tobacco, Catch 
an English girl whiffing a mild wholesome cigarette, and doesn’t Edwin, 
or Joseph, or somebody make a fuss about the matter—that’s all ! 


OnLy the other day, while peacefully seated in our office reading 
aloud, we came unexpectedly on the information, ‘* Weddings celebrated 
in India during the year will be unlucky, according to the Hindoo.” 
‘*Can't they Hundoo ’em if so be as they don’t like ’em?” chirped in 
our charwoman, whose presence we had not noticed. ‘‘ But a ’spose in 
sech a outlandish place they hevs to Hindour ’em,” she continued. We 
were obliged to make that charwoman drink a glassful of soapy soda 
water before she revived, after we had expostulated on her folly, witha 
scrubbing-brush and a broom-handle. 


It's particularly ungallant to say anything against a petticoat, espe- 
cially at this season of the year. But we must admit that the public 
have reason to be thankful that the infamous Petticoat Square has been 
torn up, and decent dwellings erected on its site. 








l)aiep smoked lizards is the coming medicine for delicate ladies whose 
systems require tuning up and bracing. A dried lizard before every 
meal is warranted by the Chinese doctors to cure «enemia and to arrest 
consumption. Ailing European ladies have hitherto not progressed 
further than snails. 

Pious WILLIAM has given Prince Henry of Battenberg his discharge 
from the German army, accompanied with a gracious blessing. The 
generous Emperor likewise paid him a compliment, by telling him that 
he is ‘‘a very well ‘set up’ young man.” It does not fall to the lot of 
every foreign prince to be as well * set up ”’ (in business), and so suddenly 


100, 





[tak ! dear! How very easily some people are overbalanced to be 
sure. Here! a poor gentleman is quite upset because the beer tankards 
in some of our res‘aurants are used over and over again without being 
cleaned. Had the gentleman ever seen the manner in which beer is 
manufactured in some of our breweries, and doctored before being sold 
by certain retailers, the question of dirty tankards would not cause him 
much psersonal discomfort. 


ATTEMPTING to do justice, while doing justice to the good _ things of 
this world, is a trick sometimes tried by legal luminaries, — (Illegal ‘ary 
naries are of course always makirg the experiment.) A judge in the 
Isle of Man recently entertained a large party of Manx lawyers toa dinner 
in celebration of his elevation to the bench. The meal took place in an 
hotel. Many and racy were the quips and cranks indulged in by the 
lively limbs of the law. But the hotel manager's face dropped several 
inches when he was samm ned and fined for keeping his house open after 
legal c osing tim: on the occasion of those judicial festivities; and the 
be-wigged be-frocked ones also looked pensively jaw-droppy. 




















NO WONDER WHEN YOU THINE OF IT! 
(FRoM Our SPECIAL CORRESPONDENT.) 
Bredhan Bhuttr, on the Nile. 

Tu strangest things have been taking place in the Mahdi’s camp since 
you heard from me last. 

This morning one of the Mahdi’s most trusted sheikhs came into camp, 
flung himself, panting, into Lord Wolseley’s arm-chair, and said he meant 
to (as he expressed it in Soudanese) ‘‘ Tchukki-tupp. _ 

‘Wy? Whottzgorhn rhongg?” asked Lord Wolseley in the visitor’s 
native tongue. ‘ ; 

‘‘ Karntt stanndhitt annih Ihonnghr !” replied the excited and despair- 
ing sheikh. (We translate the further conversation into English. ) 

‘‘ Put up with what ?” said Wolseley. 

‘¢ Him—the Mahdi. Gone clean stark, staring mad—7¢hat's what he’s 
done!” replied the sheikh, ‘* Whether he’s heard a bit of intelligence 
that has disagreed with him I don’t know, or whether it’s that aunt of 
his—but he began by banging his head about ; then he tore his beard 
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and prayer-carpet into shreads, and went raving about like a maniac. 
Keeps on saying, ‘Well, after ¢hat/’ and ‘Think I’m going to bear 
that, dothey?’ He says he means to throw it all up now, and we may 
all go about our business, and he isn’t going to fight any more ‘after 
that,’ hanged if he is.” 

‘* Well, I’m very glad to hear it,” said Wolseley, ‘‘ But what might 
the ‘hat happen to be?” 

At that moment a sudden bustle outside interrupted the conversation, 
and the Mahdi stalked in and flung himself down on a vacant seat. 
Dull despair was traced on every lineament of his expressive face. 
** You're Wolseley, aren’t you?” he murmured sullenly. 

The general admitted it. 

** Well look here, after what’s come to my ears, I don’t care a date 
what happens, and I give in, and that’s all about it. As I said to 
Gordon, I said, ‘ Here, you can have Khartoum back again, and your 
liberty too,’ I said. In comparison with some people, I consider you an 
absolute friend.” 

** Dear me”’ said Wolseley, ‘I’m extremely sorry that anybody should 
—_ one anything to wound you so deeply. May I venture to enquire 
what——?” 

‘*Ugh!” grunted the Mahdi (in his native tongue). ‘‘It makes me 
feel sick, and I’il tell you—look here.” With these words the False 
Prophet read from a scrap of English newspaper the following :— 

** Mr. Deasey, M.P., colleague of Mr. Parnell in the representation 
of ¢ ‘ork, speaking at a Nationalist demonstration said that the effects of 
English misrule had been to send Irishmen to all civilised nations, and 
Irishmen were found ready to fight against England in all foreign armies. 
ae he learned in London that the Mahdi was a Cork man, named 
OulilVvan, 

_“*There !’’ said the poor Mahdi faintly, ‘Claim me as one of ¢hetr 
kidney! Want to make me out a—ahem—a non-discourager of dyna- 
miters! Spread it about that I—I !—am the associate of Irish treason- 
mongers, and M.Ps,, and suchlike!” 

Wolseley compassionately stroked the suffer’s sacred beard. ‘‘ As an 
Irishman who does not fight against England, I feel most keenly for 
you”’ he said ; and they embraced and wept. 








For the Fourteenth. 


WHO's mot averse to the marriage tie? 
The reader’s requested upon the spot 
To give a most careful correct reply. 
What? all give it up? and so easy—why, 
You have only to say, ‘‘ Well a true lover’s (k)not ! 





THE farmers of Yorkshire are complaining of a plague of rooks in their 
parts. This is very (Y )ork-ward, and doubtless the perplexed agriculturists 
have caws to wish that these birds would take their rook far, far away. 
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HERE various ** Vals” you may wifness, 
All chosen because of their fitness 

For certain professions and trades ; 
The drawing before you discovers 

A number of very nice lovers, 

And several charming young maids! 





ST. VALENTINE “ALL-SORTS.” 








a” e = 
09 wonderful (wil sai 
that can So astonts!) - 


‘ 
‘ 
\! ATI . 1 ~ “~y ™~ 
a OR a 


Thougnt 


















e “TR “e y} 


-reading 

: To find eu who 
> > Sent il 
7 > 


The first is a *‘ Val” that’s dramatic ; 
Next, Cupid in garb most erratic ; 
Then a newly-caught ‘‘ swell” ina plight ; 
There’s a muffin-man’s bell(e) who wants 
** ring ’’-ing, 
And a clo’-man his Rechel’s praise singing, 
And a *‘ fly ”-man indulging in flight. 
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There’s a “‘ Val”’ for our martial defenders, 
And one where a Bobby love tenders, 

And the dustman and butcher in throzs ; 
In the centre are lovc:s, hand-pressing, 
While she is the sender's name guessing, 

sut his name the sly siren well knows! 
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| TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THE EpitTor oF “ Fun.’ 
Sir,—I am going to the dogs—not just this minute, but presently. 
I say I am 
7.) going to 
the dogs— 
the Water- 
loo Cup 
dogs; and 
I don’t 
mean to 
come back 
empty- 
handed. 


making 


resortation 
(if I may be 
allowed the 
expression) 
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Srortine Sxatcues, No. 9.—O' Cousse-sinG ME&TING, AND 
A Bar's Rest. 


‘ 
7 


of the year ; 
and when 
all is said and done, I think you will find that you have ‘‘ the right sow 
by the tip of the year!”’ At any rate, here is my 


Tip FoR THE Four OAKS NATIONAL HuRDLE HANDICAP PLATE. 


The firstlings first tooth fills mamma with much rapture, 
The first of grey hairs chills the bosom with fear, 

The soldier's first battle hints death-wounds and capture— 
But think of the Prophet’s first tip of the year. 

The joy of the mother, the fear of the grey one, 
The dangers besetting the party in red, 

Are nought to the joys and the fears that waylay one, 
And threaten (for failure) to fall on his head. 


gut “‘ never say die ”—here’s the tip of the Prophet 
About the above interesting event ; 

So study it, read it, and make the best of it, 
And don't call him names when your money is spent. 

Take Albany's Duke, and with deference treat him, 
Hesperian (would that your owner I were), 

And take Theophrastus (there’s few can defeat him), 
And thiok ere you finally ‘‘ pass” or ‘‘ declare.” 


King Priam and Lottie respectfully ponder, 

The Sophist will puzzle you rarely, by Jove! 
While Drakensberg frowns on us heavily yonder, 
And threatens—or promises—much to a cove. 
' But, oh! for the hope of the rich Maharanee, 

Can any one wish a more noble return ? 

Yet, Maid of Orleans, thou’rt fairer than any, 

And, Maid of Orleans, for thee ’tis I yearn, 


And now for the dogs. For you and them I have prepared the fol- 
lowing magnificent 


Tip FOR THRE WATERLOO Cop. 


Of dogs that hope to win this race we've rather more than plenty, 
And so from four-and-sixty I’ve selected six and-twenty, 

And from that six-and-twenty I intend before I've done, too, 
Selecting half-a-dozen, and from half-a-dozen one, too. 


Old Windabout, and Orato, and Friend or Foe, or Viking, 
Or Arrows-in-the-Air, or Madeline, may suit your liking ; 
Antiquity or Iowa, Hush-Money, Allsopp, Vapour, 

False Standard, or Irene you may back with cash or paper. 


Miss Eastlake, Clamor, Devotee, and Petrarch let me mention, 
With Tonic and Miss Glendyne, may deserve your best attention : 
While Greentick, Water (Mineral), or Pinkerton or Neilson, 
Huberta or Miranda make you mad with rapture feel, son. 


But before | 


this canine | 


I must give | 


the first tip | 








And, adding Skittles to the list, I think you'll own they're plenty, 

And if you’ll count them carefully you'll find there’s six-and-twenty. 
Then take M. Water, Friend or Foe, and Greentick, = oh, my cousin!” 
Clamor, Tonic, Pinkerton—and that’s the half-a-dozzz. 


Then beat about and hesitate until it’s nearly chronic, — 

Between M. Water, Pinkerton, the Clamor, or the Tonic, 

Until your stock of patience and of temper nearly done is, 
And then you'll fix on Mineral and—bless us !—there the one is! 








The V.P.—(A Spencer-ian “ Snack.”) 


{Mr. Herbert Spencer has written to the effect that the public are vulgar, and 
has commented very severely upon their rage for newspa; er reading, and their contempt 
for educated authority. Mr. Freeman has lately defended the “ vulgar public.”) 


Atas! my British Public, you were hitherto regarded 
As a person who had common sense and knew his way about ; 
But now, we find, this notion must in future be discarded, 
It seems you are a nobody, a fool, a dunce, a lout ! 
V.P., instead of B.?., must be now your designation, 
For you're a ‘ Vulgar Public,” a philosopher declares, 
You dare to read the papers, and you have no education, 
According to a scientist who never puts on airs. 
It appears that you are dense, V.P., and couldn’t well be denser — 
Yes, you're a Vulgar Public, so says Mr. Herbert Spencer ! 


You ought to let this scientist have absolute dominion, 
And should simply say, ‘‘ Oh, yes, sir, order matters as you please; 
We bow to your decision, and have not the /eas¢ opinion, 
Why nzed we have when we’ve a grand philosopher's decrees?” 
You ought to simply bow and cringe before this man of science, 
Unto this great philosopher you e’er should hymn your praise— 
Singing, ‘‘ Hail to thee, O Spencer! on ¢hy brain we place reliance, 
Be kind enough to frame our laws and order all our ways !”’ 
And then, V.P., you ought to chant and swing a sort of censer 
To gratify the nostrils of the know-all Herbert Spencer ! 


How dare you, Vulgar Public, e’er pretend to have a notion, 

On Morals, Art, or Politics, on Clothing, Creeds, or Food ? 
You only by your mad ideas create a vague commotion, 

Which pains this wise philosopher, and makes him think you rude. 
Periodicals and papers, too, you waste your time in reading, 

Which proves (so Mr. Spencer says) that wisdom you have none ; 
To read the papers (Ae says) is a most insane proceeding, 

And doubtless he would even say you ne’er should study Fun. 
Though Fun, as you’re aware, is quite a world-famed moral censor, 
And, though merry, is as wise, methinks, as Mr. Herbert Spen:er ! 


Mr. Spencer, you will recollect, refused to try, just lately, 
To run himself for Parliament, as he was asked to do ; 
For the English style of politics annoyed him very greatly, 
And he thought our politicians all a very sorry crew. 
’Tis a pity that we can’t enlarge our Parliament to fit him, 
’Tis a pity that you Public w2// upset his noble mind ; 
’Tis a pity that to order you about you don’t permit him, 
Oh, you bad V.P. to worry one so lofty and refined ! 
If you do not quickly worship him, his grief will be intenser, 
And you'll have to build a special world for Mr, Herbert Spencer ! 





The O’Mahdi ? 


(Mr. Deasy, M.P., speaking at Cork the other day, said he had learnt in London 
that the Mahdi was a Cork man, named Sullivan.) 

THe Mahdi was a “heavy” man we thought, 
But Deasy says he is a Cork man, so 

Of course he is a /igh¢ man, and we ought 
More leniency to the O’Mahdi show. 

Still Irish eloqnence is often breezy, 
And so, no doubt, #47s statement’s free and (D)easy. 





. SUITABLE SITUATIONS FOR CUPID ON ST. VALENTINE’S DAY.—Bow; 
Arrow, and Dart-ford. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 

HE ST. JAMES’S. — The 
3ard has done it at last! 
Sundry threatenings hath he 
thrown out in these latter 
days, but verily now hath he 
gone the whole hog. He 
hath been making money 
lately, so needs must he be a 
swell. Therefore hath he 
hied him to Piccadilly and 
purchased him a ‘‘ masher” 
collar, assumed the painful 
eyeglass, and donning brave 
clothes, ‘‘haw-haws”’ it ina 
right languidly style at the St. 
James’s hard by. For truly 
the sleepy unemotional air of 
good breeding pervades this 
same performance of As You 
Like /t right soothingly, and 
lulleth the weary one to 
rest, 





FOR my own part I am not 
disposed to quarrel either 
with the brave clothes, or 
with Mrs. Kendal’s Rosalind 
—two themes which — have 
served the serious critics well. Archeology threatens to become as much 
a nuisance as it is in many instances an absurdity (Mrs. Kendal, by the 
way, no longer wears that comical plated misconception for the ‘‘curtle- 
axe’) but surely As You Like /t, of all plays, in its complete and 
unconquerable vagueness both of period and locale, is one upon which 
even the Ilon, Lewis Wingfield may be allowed to work his sweet will. 
To the objection that forest-life would soon have taken the shine out of 
the resplendent costumes of the banished Duke’s courtiers (if one is 
obliged to apply cold reason to so obviously a fanciful story), it may be 
inswered that silks and satins in ante-umbrella days were at least no 
worse off beneath the shelter of trees and caves than in streets; that the 
exiles had probably provided themselves with gold and jewels and other 
convertible matter previous to taking flight; that the Forest of Arden, 
wherever it might be, was certainly not in Central Africa, but within 
communicable distance of tailors and haberdashers ; that these things 
had perhaps just come home from the tailors ; that they were at least as 
likely to be thus attired as in the conventional costume of the Crystal 
Palace Forester; and that the whole thing is not worth making a fuss 
about, as it might be—in the case of Romeo and Fuliet, let us say. 


- z£ ’ 

Mi y 

eC J* \9-= & 

a -_ 

Ine St. Jameas's.—Le Beau et ce Parr; 
Tue Licenseo Hawker. 


No, it is bad acting, and not good clothes (except inasmuch as the 
latter have been cared for to the exclusion of thought for the other) that 
spoils the St. James’s production. If the acting were good, little 
objection would have been 

raised to the clothes, I take _~ , 

it. Instance — who, as he a, iJ T WANA 
watches the carefully-studied, : Ve Ws) Weed) Y 
characteristic and scholarly t | 
delineation of the Melancholy 
Jaques, thinks of Mr, Her- 
man Vezin’s clothes ?—albeit 
they are, although of sober 
tint, fully as costly in ap- 
pearance and peculiar in 
some points as any archo- 
logical one of them all. In- 
deed, the general acting is 
curiously bad. It is hard to 
say where Mr. Hare is wrong, 
but his Touchstone is unde- 
niably uninteresting. Mr, 
Kendal’s Orlando is about 
as drawling, ‘‘haw, haw,” 
and unimaginative a perfor- 
mance, I should think, as 
any man could compass, and 
Miss Linda Dietz, capable of 
doing much better if she 
gave her mind to it, invests 
the part of Celia with a gig- Tus Pxincess’s.—" Bot wikre’s ay 
gling affability that is ex- Testi MONIAL 
tremely irtitating. The sins 

of the remainder of the cast—premising that Mr, Tapley sings well as 


Amiens, that Mr. Brandon Thomas gives some individ lality to the part 
p 

















of the First Lord, that Mr. Hamilton Bell’s Le Beau isa bright and inde- 
pendent little performance, and that Mr. Maclean plays Adam in the 
approved style—are more those of omission than commission, there is 
such a dead level of mediocrity about them, except that Mr, F, Rodney 


rather overacts. 





But Rosalind, so please you, is well played, and Rosalind is more 
than half the battle—or play. The reception this performance has 
received at the hands of sundry critics may lead Mrs. Kendal to 
believe that some of her random barbs have gone deeper than is perhaps 
the case. There are two ways of looking at the character of Rosalind ; 
you may take it as Mrs. Kendal plays it, and as, I think, Shakespeare 
meant it—a young lady of high-spirits and honest nature who does not 
go through the world with either eyes or ears shut, but innocent enough, 
though neither prude nor bread-and-butter miss, a bit ofa madcap, and in 
the exultation of her novel intercourse with Orlando, a trifle free-spoken ; 
or you may evolve a Rosalind out of your inner consciousness, all poetry, 
and prettiness, and impossibility. To argue that the part was written 
for a ** coarse age,” to be played by a boy, and therefore to play her with 
‘‘knowingness” is a mistake, is nonsense ; whether written for a coarse 
age or a corsage, Rosalind is what she is, and I don’t see that she can 
reasonably be made anything but what Mrs. Kendal makes her in the 
main. Ofcourse the sneer of ‘‘ modern comedy ” is flung at any attempt 
to be natural. The references to the age of the actress are somewhat super- 
fluous ; it is neither patriarchal nor obtrusive. NESTOR, 


° 








NEW MEMBERS OF SOCIETY. 


Ong of the most amusing and cheerful features in the current dyna- 
mite business is the matter-of-fact way in which the newspapers—par- 
ticularly in America—speak of the 
dynamiters as if they were accepted —== 
members of society. We are told M URD! 
that ‘‘ Members of the Dynamite Ir = 











anna oe ctes 
'RERS’ CLUB 


Fraternity made frequent visits to 
the hospital to inquire after Rossa,” 
and that ‘the courtyard was 
thronged all night with members of 
the Dynamite Faction.” We are 
also blandly informed how ‘‘ Much 
indignation prevails in dynamite 
circles,” and so forth. 

This sort of thing is comfortable, 
and makes things pleasant all round, 
it ‘‘ tends toward the cultivation of 
amicable relations” between the 
murderers and their intended vic- | 
tims, This is the sort of item we | | 

| 












may shortly expect as a common 
feature of the daily papers :— ; 

A large and distinguished gather- —§ {=a —_ 
ing of Murderers were present 1 Qaé] SIG Se iGe 
during the proceedings in Congress 6) St i x .4 x 
yesterday, and received many ofthe ===> — 
speeches with enthusiasm. They 
were afterwards presented to several 
distinguished members of the 
Senate, with whom they inter- 
changed compliments, 

The amateur dramatic perfor- 
mance got up by the London 
Suicides’ Society is fixed to take 
place on the 26th inst. The pieces, which have been expressly written 
for the occasion by members of the society, are of a somewhat morbid 
description, and will be performed principally by members and fellows. 
The stage manager is understood to be Mr. Brooder-Fellow, D.C. 

An unusually fine display of valuable goldsmiths’ work and jewellery 
was held yesterday at the Goldsmith’s Hall. The Thieves’ Fraternity 
attended numerously, and mingled pleasantly with the exhibitors and 
their wares, especially the wares, a large quantity of which are missing. 

Tt seems uncertain at present whether the dynamite or revolver element 
will be in the ascendant at the forthcoming elections in the United 
States, Several of the States are expected to return dynamite members, 
while several others favour the election of pistollers, 

The dinner and ball to be given by the public to the Socialists and 
Anarchists of all nations is again postponed, pending the release from 
Portland of Tobias Cutte-Throte, Esq., the eminent political homicide, 
who is to occupy the place of honour. The lists of toasts is expected 
to include “* Death to all decent citizens,’’ and *‘ Success to the Science 
of Dynamiting.” 

A novel and pleasant feature of the next Drawing-Room at Bucking: 
ham Palace is to be the attendance of the Criminal Lunatics from 
Broadmoor, who will be presented to Her Majesty. 

























SS 


\\ =. Totes. 











Sah se 


% 
$ 


A 
€ 
* 

Pe 

= 





peas aesuaree 


P52 ROR Sis 


















| 


inde. 
n the 
ere is 
dney 


nore 

has 
1 to 
haps 
ind ; 


1a- 
ir- 


- 34 Rai 


ae Ce ie ae Bo le 
io ie a 


REM eee ora oe “ 








eae Siena 


<i 








FEBRUARY 18, 1885, 














A Letter from Our Little Friend. 


[The D. 7. referring to the Cleaver-Baddeley love-letter case, says 
there is no wish on the part of Society at large to banish Cupid from 
their midst.) 

‘Twas perhaps well-meant, 2, 7., 
To make mention in your leader, 
Of the powers possessed by me 
As the lovers’ special pleader. 
But when my claims you urged 
(Xe that Cleaver altercation) 
You spoke kindly, but you merged 
Upon supererogation, 


There exists no wish, you say, 
From Society to rout me? 
I should rather think #07, eh ? 
What would people do without me ? 
I their hearts together bind, 
And by lovers I am greeted ; 
Z’m the world’s best friend, you’ll find, 
If I properly am treated ! 





With my arrow and my bow, 

I wound smart girls and ‘‘ fly” men, 
Then I pass them on, you know, 

To the well-known Doctor Hymen, 
No heart true pleasure knows, 

In fact, it’s views are narrow, 
And it ne’er with gladness glows 

Till it’s stricken with my arrow. 





Just a day or two ago 
When friend Valentine was present, 
I arranged a tidy show, 
And made many a home more pleasant. 
When St. Valentine is here, 
He increases my vocation, 
But still, throughout the year, 
I have lots of occupation. 


And, therefore, friend D, 7’, 
Though your article was clever, 


























Don’t you worry about me, 

For my power will last for ever. 
Your land might do without 

Say, M.P’s.—(for some are stupid), 
But the world would be snuffed out, 

Without, yours truly, CUPID. 


‘Nor ouT OF COLLAR,”—Mr. Gladstone. 





9 
OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL GOES A “SIGHT-SEALING, 
Ir was New Guinea I annexed last, Sir, any doubts I may have had 
on the subject having been long ago dissipated, thanks to the un- 
necessarily violent language and peremptory, not to say perem-radical 
action of a German Major, a Dutch Deputy Governor, a British (Austra- 
lian) Police Magistrate, and a native Papuan Chieftain, before whom, " 
my excess of zeal I found myself summarily hauled within a few hours 0 
concluding my, as I thought, great feat of annexation. . 
What with the Teutonic oaths, the Double-Dutch objurgations, the 
Antipodean expletives, and the Papuan epithets launched at my devoted 
head, I felt myself at last a kind of ‘* Oath-ello,” and was proceeding to 
address a few cursory remarks of my own to my polyglot persecutors, 
when they suddenly had me put into my balloon, which they let loose, quite 
regardless of the currents, the result being, as you know, Sir, that in- 
stead of making direct for the South Pole, 1 found myself, after a some- 
what chilly journey, once more hovering over my beloved saps oF 
I shall always remember your warm welcome, Sir, and the genia way 
in which, greetings over, you exclaimed, ** Well, my dear Extra, — 
you are here, suppose you go and ‘do’ those performing seals at the 
Aquarium,” ieee Pe ed 
{ do not quite see what the point of my reply, ‘‘ Fiat justitia ruat per 


laughed, Sir, no doubt it struck you as funny at the time. 

At any rate I went to the Aquarium, and just to keep my hand in, at 
once asked to see the trainer of the Seals. Having been introduced, I 
remarked, pointing to the five amphibia with my umbrella, ‘* Now I 
hope, Sir, you train these seals with kindness ? 

** Certainly,” he replied. : 
** No blows, I trust,” I returned. ‘‘ Not one, he replied. 
‘Nor any ‘sealing-whacks’ either, eh, Sir?” the general titter 
amongst the audience which followed, convinced me that I had not 
wholly lost my power to amuse the public. 








DISSOLUTION. 


Mr, Raceles.—“ YOU'VE BREN AN’ MADE A MISTAKE WITH MY WASHIN’, 
Mrs. MANGLES, AND SENT 'OME THREE OLD HIANKYCHERS AS DON’! 
BELONG TO ME, AN’ NOTHINK ELSE,” 

Mrs, Mangles.—‘‘ Lor’! Mr. RAGGLES, THA’ 
“oa THAT 
LAST.’ 


AIN’? TIANKYCHERS; 


IS YOUR SHIRT AS ’AS COME TO PIECES IN THE WASHIN’ Al 





Encouraged by my success, I winked sympathetically at the audience, 
and again addressed the seals’ trainer. ‘* Your pets have names, I see, 
said I, ‘* Are they engraved upon your seals, now, may I ask ? 

‘Your gesture being of a negative nature,” I went on, ‘* I will assum: 


| they are not, my Jord.” 


The man, surprised at my mode of address, said, ‘*I am not a peer.” 

**Nonsense!” I retorted. ‘‘As Keeper of the Seals, you cannot |x 
otherwise.” ma: 

This was a daring ‘‘try on,” Sir, for the quip is of the oldest and 
crustiest description, but the public, perhaps recognising an old friend, 
greeted it with most flattering warmth, . | 

Meanwhile Mr. and Mrs. Toby, Blind Bob, Sampson, and the ( lown 
Seal had begun their feats—it is curious to note that for their *‘ feats 
they are chicfly dependent on their ‘* flippers '’—and played the banjo, 
the drum, the tambourine, and all kinds of tricks. . 

So cleverly, too, did they slip and glide through their various per 
formances that I could not help suggesting that they had been trained 
with **train” oil. 

Sampson is eight years old, and if the Lord Chancellor will allow me 
to say so, is the greatest seal in England. I mentioned Mr, and Mrs. 


| Toby just now. Seals, by the way, do not go in for sealibacy, and these 


_ two make a most devoted couple, and to see and hear them play duets, 


‘orming Seatem " was, but ss you ah) post corps of pavete Secnelasies | of course of their own sealection, is really a treat such as we sealdom get. 


The Sealerity of each member of the clever quintet is remarkable. 


| They seem to have the ‘‘ ave sea/lare artem,” in fact, and take to their 


performance with a skill that looks like second nature, 

I should christen Mr. Toby, if he were mine, ‘* Solomon’s Seal,” he 
is so preternaturally wise. He is, I think, the best talker of the five. 
Of course you have heard of sea-lingo, Sir. Well, it is seal-lingo that 


| seals’-kin use for talking purposes. 


On the whole, Sir, I can heartily recommend a visit to the Aquarium 
seals, even though I may not myself be present. 
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According to the paper, FALSE TEETH are 


He certainly looked 












AN UNSATISFACTORY INNOVATION, 


now to be obtained on the HIRE SysTEM, and one dentist, at least, is sending round circulars to that effect. We do not 


recommend the system. We believe it to be fraught with trouble and difficulty. Our Special Tryer tried it. 
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But the first drawback was that the dentist would drop in at all hours, and 


very nice in his new teeth. make— before company—such remarks as, *‘ Come, you know; those teeth aren't 
tre 


fully paid up yet. Can't have you cracking nuts with ‘em! 
! Aff ! iT 





~ - . ‘ _— 
‘hen the hirer fell into debt, and the broker's man was put in to keep an eye on those teeth, and see that they weren't used. 
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And tee - : ryer = mortal revi, shes fop bran Masher, over the way, hired 
fem, and cut out our Tryer in the affections of his inte | wi 
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ts much to be said against the system. cee uns 
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OUR NEW CONSTABLES, 


Our house had not been exactly comfortable. Jane and Maria, the 
handmaidens, when left to themselves, had not behaved as they might 
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have done. We went out to dinner one night. Jane, who had a taste 
for mild October, drank half the beer by the simple process of inserting 
the stem of a long pipe through the hole where the vent-peg goes in. 
Whether it was owing to the quantity of malt liquor she had absorbed, 
or to the nicotine in the pipe-stem, I don’t know; but when my wife 
and I got home at one a.m., Jane was lying on her back in the coal- 
cellar, singing softly to herself, ‘* I am the belle of the ball, dear boys,” 

Maria had higher notions than this. Maria picked the lock of my 
wife's wardrobe, and put on her best low-necked squashed strawberry 
silk, taking also a new fan from her dressing-case. Then Maria went 
into the front garden, and, like a perfect lady, flirted her fan and 
showed her shoulders over the railings. She likewise invited into the 
house two over-long privates in the Blues, who found their way to the 
sherry, and fell over two or three tables with choice bits of Indian blue 
on them. This was bad—wearing my wife’s dress and fan, It went 
round the neighbourhood that Mrs, Simmonds (y Letitia) was given 
to drinking, and, when in liquor, to dressing herself up and asking 
people to the house who were total and entire strangers, 

** If the police only looked after things we should be all right.” 

It was like a miracle when, the next day, the sergeant of police 
knocked at the door and asked to see me. 

** You will be glad to hear, sir, and mum,” said he, ‘that I've got 
two new young men on your beat as has got eyes like regler lynxes ; 
they're young men, sir, and mum, as has eyes—excuse me a saying of it 
—for something else than the servants.” 

I said I was very glad indeed to hear it. Then there was a long 
pause, and the sergeant looked as if expecting something to be said or 
done, Then he burst into a violent fit of coughing, 

**You are ill, sergeant,” said my Letitia kindly; ‘what is the 
matter?” He shook his head, 

**The hanxiety o' my work, mum, affects the ‘art; the cold pavin’ 
stones works on the inward system, mum—a risin’ uppards as the cold 
does from the feet.” He coughed violently, shivered, and laid his hand 
upon the lower buttons of his coat. 

** Perhaps a little brandy would do you good,” said my wife. 

‘*T once heard,” he answered sadly, ‘‘ my second cousin twice removed 
tell me he knowed a man, when a boy, whose brother was done much 
good, too, by a leetle brandy.” And the sergeant shook his head again. 

_ My wife gave him a small glass of ‘‘ Three Stars,” and he looked at the 
liquid with an air of surprise, as one might on secing the Two-Headed 
Nightingale or the Sarthanen for the first time in one’s life, 

‘*He is a good man—a sober, well-conducted man,” said my wife. 
He left us agony but we fancied, as he went out, that we heard a 
slight scutile in the passage before the street-door was opened. Betsy 
Jane, the cook, who is an untruthful person, and jealous of Charlotte, 
the parlourmaid, said afterwards that the eant came from the draw- 
ing-room with his forefinger placed on the left side of his nose, and that 
he kissed Charlotte before he left. Betsy Jane is not to be depended 
on. Soon after the new policemen came on the beat, Letitia and I 
were rather over-tired, and could not go to sleep. Suddenly a flash of 
ight appeared on the ceiling of the bedroom. 

“It isn’t lightning, is it?’ I asked. As there was no thunder, we 
felt composed, and tried to go asleep again. Flash! The light was in 
the room again. 

** Perhaps the house is on fire the other side of the way,” said Letitia, 








But no, it was too quiet for that. Flash! There was more light. Le- 
titia said perhaps it was the Aurora Borealis. I said I would slip on my 
trousers and go down and see. It was very cold. Outside was one of 
the new policemen, so I asked him to come in, as the fire had not gone 
out in the drawing-room, I gave him a shilling, and he sat down, 
‘*] was just a-shying =y bull’s-eye over your winder, sir, cos I 
thought as ’ow the fastenin’s might be undone, and the burglars get in,” 
This showed he was a very careful officer. Ours is a high house, and 
my bedroom window is forty-five feet from the pavement. Still, if a 
burglar had climbed up a lamp-post, jumped from there on to a drain- 
pipe, then done a spring up of twenty-two feet, and got his hands well 
on to the window-sill, he might have got into the bedroom if he was 
active, and did not carry too many jemmys and things. — 
‘Tam much obliged for your care,” I said, and gave him some whisky 


and water. 
Next night Letitia and I were fast asleep when we were woke up by 


a most hideous rattling sound. 
It sounds as if the water-main had burst in the road, and was 
splashing on the pavement. The noise died out, and we fell asleep. 

Rattle! rattle! rattle! We were woke up again. a 

‘*T do believe it’s Higgin’s pony got loose,” said Letitia ; ‘‘it did last 
year, and you know what a noise it made, Charles.” 

Then I put on my trousers, went downstairs, opened the street door, 
and looked out. There was the other faithful new constable, 

‘* My feet was so dreadful cold, sir,” he said, ‘* that I was doing a bit 
of double shuffle to warm them.” He did a bit more double-shufile. 
Jones, my neighbour opposite, flung his bedroom window suddenly open, 
and made use of very bad language. He called the name of a certain 
person who would be better-looking without a certain dorsal appendage 
and a pair of horns, and he wanted to know what the matter was. 

‘¢ That’s the way as a conscienshus orficer gets served when he tries as 
how to do his dooty by keepin’ of a good watch,” said the policeman, 

‘*T gave him a shilling, and told him that if he felt cold would he 
mind doing any double-shuffling a few hundred yards off?” The next 
night he double-shutfled under another window. I heard afterwards 
that my friend White, who is a lawyer, and irritable, had quieted him with 
a soap dish and three balls of Terebene thrown at him, not in a 
volley, but singly, one by one. 

‘* The police, however, mean well, my dear,” I said to Letitia, three 
days afterwards. 

On some nights people in our street call the police in and give them 
i SHS a 
sioohells liquids, Dai [ ne Tn f ALT if ] 
Once our po- | | {} HH 
lice were, I fancy, | en, ANH 
considerably egg- ; a. H | | 
hotted. However, 
we went to bed 
quite happy. In 
the middle of the 
night there was 
such a dreadful 
noise in the street 
that I rushed 
downstairs with 
only my nightsbirt 
on. I got out on 
the doorstep when 
the street cloor 
slammed to. Some 
one staggered 
across the road. 

** You're a bur- 
glarsh!” he 
shouted, and 
made up the door- 
step. 

**T ain’t a bur- 
glar,” I said. I 
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“You come 


alongsh with me,” shrieked the dreadful man, ‘*I shan’t!” I said. 

‘“‘ Then I shall call ashishtance.” The villain took his whistle from 
his pocket. Oh! the hideous din. All the people in the street flung 
open their windows. So many nightcaps were there that it looked as if 
a cauliflower had been stuck on every window-sill. 

The sergeant came up and said ‘* Don’t report him, sir, he’s a very good 
young constable, only he’s been a-egg-hotting a little on an empty inside. 

I have not reported him, but I have cut off my yearly subscription to 
the l’olice Orphanage. The police are a little too wideawake sometimes. 
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gone With a Nation’s Tears. 
ond , (SEE CARTOON.) 
t in.” THE tidings, borne upon us from Khartoum, 
, and That tell how gallant Gordon came to die, 
,if al a Have steep’d our northern home in sudden gloom 
jrain- And taken all the sunshine from our sky. 
well Oh, wondrous sad! and as Britannia hears 
p Was The woeful tale from that far-distant part, 
hisk Her eyes are straightway dimm’d with welling tears, 

waey Which mark the grief that fastens on her heart. 
up by It little soothes her in this darksome hour 

To know the Arab’s doughty courage bends 
| was Day after day before the British pow’r, 
sleep. And victory her onward path attends, 
- ‘Tis vain to strive to set her mind at rest 
d last “ . ° ; 
By urging this could ne’er have been foreseen, 
Dini Or that was all intended for the best ; 
' She feels what is, nor heeds what might have been, 

a bit ‘* After life’s fitful fever he sleeps well ;” 
iuffle. So Duncan slept, and so her hero sleeps, 
open, The while Britannia, as a sentinel, 
ertain In spirit watches by his corse and weeps. 
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THE DEGENERATION OF LONDONERS. 


ACCORDING to Mr. James Cantlie, F,..C.S., a pure Londoner 
of the third generation is an unique specimen of physical decay. 
When our Country Cousin comes up for a holiday—-say fifty years 
hence—he will no doubt present a contrast something like the above. 





THE BLUNDERBERRYS AT BREAKFAST. 








anxiously, as, attempting to help herself toa kipper with a teaspoon, she 
Be let it fall across the fresh butter. 

1. te **No!” chuckled Mr. Blunderberry. 
pie and he sniggled as he pulled the cold beef towards him and overturned 


‘* The meat’s coming to me,” 








ae the cruet-stand on to the buttered toast. apie 
tan if **Oh, Solomon, how tiresome you are! As if you didn’t know quite 
well that I meant the meeting of Parliament !” 
anal **Great Diana! What made you talk as if the solemn conclave of our 
oe ” national legislators was a copse and a meadow, twelve hedges and a five- 
meg" | barred gate? What put it into that head of yours that the Ministry all 
jon came to St. Stephen’s on horseback and in red coats? Anybody ever tell 
imes you the Home Rulers were a pack of hounds, and that Gladstone blew 
horn when the sport began, while Chamberlain and Dilke put their | 

—a hands to their mouths ar *Yoicks!’? Su ve 


. / 17 ? » . — : ~ 





sets 


‘‘ ARE you going to the meet, Solomon?” asked Mrs, Blunderberry | 





up a notion somewhere that Bradlaugh is the cunning dog-fox to be hunted 
—eh? What next?” 
‘*Oh, Solomon, if you are going, I do so wish you would take me; 
that's what I wanted to say, only you wi// make me say things I don’t 
want to say. I have read all about it over and overs, and it must be the 
most beautiful sight in the world.” 
** And you think one sight ought to go and see another sight,” growled 
her husband. 
‘* Oh, a lovely sight!” continued Mrs. Blunderberry enthusiastically, 
clasping her hands and letting her teaspoon drop into her lap, ‘‘ Fancy ! 
There’s the Queen seated on her throne, and the Archbishop of Canter- 
bury puts the crown on her head, and Mr, Gladstone, all dressed in ar- 
mour, throws down his glove and say’s he'll fight anybody who——” 
**Oh, you’ve got it all off by heart haven’t you?” interrupted her lord. 

*€ You'd like to be Master of Hounds at the ‘ meet,’ as you call it; a 
Master of Arts, to cajole me into taking you out for the day; and Master 
of the Ceremonies when you got to the Houses of Parliament. Why, all 
you know painted on a strip of paper would sell in the streets for a penny 
as the panorama of the Lord Mayor’s Show.” 
‘I’m sure I don't want to be master of anything while you live, Solo- 
mon,” cried Mrs, Blunderberry penitently. 
‘*Who’s talking of dying? No, Mrs. B.—no! I will live for your 
sake, for had you no one at the breakfast-table on whom to shower your 
superfluous knowledge, you’d—you’d explode, Why don’t you comb 
out your facts with your back hair before you come down in the morn- 
ing? Why, in the name of Minerva’s owl, do you want to shoot off your 
whole battery of ‘Things not generally known’ at me? At me, Mrs, 
3.y—especially when I am eating an egg.” 
‘* ut whether we go or not, Solomon, it’s quite time Parliament did 
open.” 
‘*There you go again! Kind and considerate as ever! Parliament 
will open for the season, under the patronage of Mrs. Blunderberry. 
Her Most Gracious Majesty, by kind permission of Mrs, Blunderberry, 
will appear in her favourite character of Queen of England. Why, 
madam, judging by the coolly insolent way in which you patronise the 
British Empire, you only want a heavy moustache, three gallons of beer, 
and a bad temper, to be Prince Bismarck, 
‘* Anyhow there are nothing but misfortunes everywhere, Solomon, 
abroad and at home; and I’m sure I don’t know how it will end, or 
what we are all coming to.” 
‘* Pooh! Mrs, B.—pooh !” and her lord snapped his fingers defiantly. 

‘* England will never lose her prestige while she has a Blunderberry, 
and a million more like him. If detectives be wanted to track crime 
and sedition to its London lair, let them call on Solomon Blunderberry ; 
if soldiers be needed to fight the country’s battles, is there not Solomon 
Blunderberry to be found every morning in his semi-detached villa? 
There are plenty of men left in England, Mrs, Blunderberry, who will 
be ready when they are wanted.” And Mr, Blunderberry buttoned 
his overcoat tight across his chest, and gave his hat a military cock, as 
he marched with head erect to meet the City omnibus. 
** Poor, dear Solomon ; I don’t think a uniform would suit him very 
well,” sighed Mrs, Blunderberry at the window, 








Meat Punishment. 


{‘‘ Let it be known,” says the G/o/c, ‘‘to the meat-dealing profession throughout 
the length and breadth of the land, that a butcher has been actually sent to prison 
for six months for having unwholesome meat on his pretmises.”) 

We thank thee, oh! rabid and roseate sheet, 
lor this glorious item of news ; 

For though we on politics cannot meet, 
On ¢his we agree with your views, 

To your wise suggestion we pay regard, 
For the news is to us most sweet— 

** A butcher’s been sentenced to six months’ hard 
For selling unwholesome meat !” 


For awhile his chances will be remote 
Of filling his greedy purse ; 
O'er that would-be poisoner’s fate we gloat, 
And we would that his doom were worse. 
Fear not, gay Globe, F UN has turned on a bard 
Who'll cause millions of men to repeat— 
‘** A butcher’s been sentenced to six months’ hard 
For selling unwholesome meat !” 


Take note, oh! ye sellers of carrion-food 
(Who would rob and would poison the poor), 
That by FUN with joy is this sentence viewed, 
And he hopes ’twill effect your cure. 
With the same prison-brush may ye all be tarred 
When your wares are unfit to eat ; 
Kemember—there’s one doing six months’ hard 
For selli lesome meat ! 
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EKNIOKNAOKS. 


PASSIONATE longings for the sweet molasses of matrimony always 
blossom forth and expand into bold flowery advertisement about the St. 
Valentine period, but this year 
the army and navy officers seem 
to be unusually brisk in their 
desires to tie themselves up with 
nuptial knots, For instance, 
‘fa retired _lieut.-colonel”’ 
(widower), states among other 
advantages, that ‘being in a 
first-class state of mind and 
body, I am again game to give 
myself away to a worthy Chris- 
tian woman who would obey 
me, in addition to having aft a// 
times a kind word and {a sweet 
smile for the dear old boy.” 
An ‘* English sea captain, age 
fifty-three,” likewise requires a 
wife, but though ‘“ possessing 
good teeth, a fresh complexion, 
and a tendency to corpulence,” 
like a magnanimous British tar, he is *‘not particular about age or 
looks.” Then another sailor, a real live captain in the Royal Navy, 
wants a better-half, and plaintively asks, ‘* Will any young lady row in 
my boat?” The little we know about young ladies and better-halves 
inclines us to the belief that they prefer steering to rowing—rowing, of 
course, in the nautical acceptation and pronunciation of the word. 





} 


**A younG dark foreign gentleman,” whose profession is that of a 
nobleman too, hanks after marriage : he *‘ has black eyes, goes to Court, 
and wishes to marry a young lady of cheerful habits.” Having broad 
views, the titled young gentleman (who hails from abroad) says ‘* Religion 
no object, but the young lady must be possessed of at least 43,000 per 
annum!” While even the clerical profession is not unrepresented in 
hymeneal type, for a pious pastor rushes into print thusly :—‘* Willa 
French priest having a high position in England, thirty-eight years of age, 
ever meet with a compassionate heart who will understand his moral suffer- 
ings and captivity?” Of course we must assume the moral suffering gen- 
tleman is a protestant priest. 


WHEN a married woman of thirty-two years annexes £800 of her 
husband's money and a musical box, and runs away with her father-in- 
law who has passed eighty winters on this planet, one begins to believe 
that some of the fair sex are rather fickle. A Cardift lady went in for 
this little flow of eccentricity the other day, But then it’s Valentine 
period you know. So never mind, 


A CONTEMPORARY thinks it extraordinary that well-to-do men lose 
their hair earlier than impecunious males, Why extraordinary? Surely 
the vengeance of female jealousy is more satisfactorily wreaked on pros- 
perous men, than on poor ones, A new sealskin jacket may be the 
reward of feminine hair shifting revenge in one case, and thunder- 
cloud-coloured optic in the other. 

IN the Fatherland a discarded lover recently brought a breach of pro- 
mise action against a Teutonic lady. The wicked cruel fellow had £350 
damages awarded him. It is rumoured that someone interviewed the 
plaintiff after the trial, and that he was subsequently carried home to 
the bosom of his family on a stretcher, but the damages left a very hand- 
some surplus to his pa and ma after all funeral expenses had been paid, 


WoNDER whether we shall ever hear a royal breach of promise case in 
this country; the plaintiff being a German prince? Ach! vata larks 
it vood be, 


THe Crown Prince of Germany has had a most narrow escape of 
being run over in Berlin by a carriage and pair. However, the Crown 
Prince at the critical moment, with great presence of mind, and powerful 
fingers seized the horses by the tails, and checked them. Owing to his 
immense strength the horses’ tails gave way, and came out unexpectedly, 
and alas! the Crown Prince fell heavily on his back. The owner of the 
horses threatens to bring an action against royalty for the loss of his 
horses’ tails; and the Crown Prince haughtily threatens a cross action 
to recover damages for a stained uniform, and a scraped spine. This 
afiair is creating much excitement in Prussia, 


THE similarity between Frenchmen and apes has frequently caused 
much spirited and amusing controversy. Therefore a raison d'dire exists 
for Frenchwomen attempting to earn for themselves a reputed resem- 
blance to asses by wearing the ears of dead donkeys as ornaments to 
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TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THE EDITOR OF * FUN,’ 


I'VE had 
such a 
fright! I 


burst into a 
cold perspi- 
ration every 
time I think 
of it, even 
now. You 
must know, 
Sir, that I 
have _for 
some time 
past endea- 
voured to 
eke out the 
shamefully 
inadequate 
salary I 
draw as your sporting correspondent, by doing a little occasionally in 
the fortune-telling, lost property finding, star reading, Xc., line, and a 
pretty comfortable thing in a small way I have been able to make of it. 
But not again, Sir, not again. The risk is too great. I’ve no desire to 
meet the fate of the Italian gentleman—another prophet I read of in the 
paper the other day—I’ve no ambition whatever to pass three months in 
an empty tub (I think it was) on quarter rations as an individual named 
Tozzi and others made him; Tozzi’s been caught since, and will be 
tried (and serve him right for having a name like a ballet girl), but that 
conveys no sort of satisfaction to me, so I’ve shut off all practice in the 
private tip line—people may continue to send stamps if they like and if 
they enjoy it, but I shan’t send any tips in return, Catch me! Hence- 
forth I only speak through public tips, and here’s one, my 
Tip FOR THE SANDOWN GRAND PRIZE, 


King Priam and Phantom, though favour you grant ’um, 
Are not very likely to win—ly to win ; 

And Adanapaar boys, and Fenélon are boys, 
A foolish investment for tin—ment for tin. 

And though for Gerona 1’ll own that I’ve known a 
Desire to intrust it with all, it with all; 

Maturer reflection induced the selection 
In my estimation to fall—tion to fall. 


There’s Halmi, there Zeus is, Carronald (the deuce) is 

The Duke of the Lowlands as well,—lands as well ; 
We'll add the Dethronéd and then ’twill be owned 

There’s something among them should tell, them should tell. 
But sad the restriction of modern prediction, 

It utters too vaguely by far—ly by far ; 
Yet still, for a venture,—for praise or for censure— 

I think we’ll take Master McGrath,—ter McGrath. 

Yours, TROPHONIUS, 


The Oxford. 

MANAGER JENNINGS’ show is now one of the most varied in London. 
It alternates from levity to sentiment, from twirling acrobatism to soft 
musical repose. The shadowgraph entertainment built up by Mason 
and Titus is an excellent piece of mechanical and artistic workmanship. 
Dolph and Susie, the Levinos, certainly rival each other in art and 
music, but both draw equally well. Susie is about the featheriest kickist 
of a train over footlights it has ever been our lot to gazeon. Liet’s hope 
she will never singe herself. Mr. C. Godfrey declaims, in his most 
unctuous manner, ‘*Oh! whata Happy (or Chappie) Land is England,” 
to everybody’s delight. The Boisset Troupe illustrate the conventional 
wheeze that has cropped up again lately—viz., that music, and intense 
love of music, are somehow or other wrapped up with, and akin to, in- 
sanity ; but the Boisset Troupe exhibit hugely ’cute and amusing sanity 
in the way they dexterously depict ‘‘melomania.” If there is any truth 
in the saying, *‘ laugh and grow fat,” the Claimant could soon regain his 
lost adipose tissue by visiting the Oxford regularly, and watching the 
vagaries of the Boisset Troupe. We do not wish to flatter Mr. James 
Fawn by asserting that he’s as frisky as any young deer on the stage, 
but it’s the truth nevertheless. Speculators ho run up shoddy houses 
weep because James still continues to slate *‘ jerry ” builders in stentorian 
tones. The ‘‘Spanish Ballet,” by St. Paul Valentine, ought to be 
popular enough in February, and justly is so; but the male owners of 
too susceptible hearts (hearts which become upset by the immediate 
presence of feminine beauty capering about the stage) sometimes vani 
as the ballet comes on. Perhaps they go and cool themselves down 
with iced fluids at the American bar. Who knows? We have n0 
patience with such warm-hearted individuals ourselves, and never follow 
in their footsteps 
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CONVERSATIONS FOR THH TIMES. 


<*B. B. B.” 
Mr. TERRIFIDE SACKSON. A FRIEND. 


FRIEND. Hullo, Sackson, old boy ; how well you look! Ifeverybody 
looked so healthy as—what on earth is the matter? Why do you turn 
pale and tremble like the aspen? Surely I can’t have said anything 
which could cause you uneasin— ? 

Mr. TERRIFIDE SACKSON, Well—I do wish you hadn’t said that 
about my looking so healthy ; but perhaps you made a mistake about it 
—saw me in the wrong light. Just have another look at me—there, 


old friend ! Do—do tell me the real truth ! 

FRIEND, Well, my dear fellow—there, don’t tremble so !—of course, 
when you deliberately go and stand in the reflection from that sickly 
green wall paper, you can’t look quite so healthy as—where are you off 
to mow ? 

Mr. T. S. Excuse me a moment; I’m just going to run over to the 
hatter’s and get a hat turned up with sickly green ; just going over to 
the chemist’s to get a bottle of something deleterious, 

~ 7 * * . * 

FRIEND. Why, my dear fellow, what a fearful change has come over 
you since I saw you last week! You really look as pale as a ghost. 

Mr. T. S. No! DoT really? Do say it again! 

FRIEND, I really can’t understand why you should be so delighted. 
One would think you had so much weak tea, instead of blood in your 
veins, to look at— 

Mr. T. S. My dear fellow—my true, kind friend ; let'me grasp. your 
consoling hand ; let me gaze into your reassuring eye ! 

FRIEND. Oh, certainly, gaze away ; but really, if I were you I should 
drop in at my physician’s, and ask whether the state of my mind was all 
right. Meantime, I’m just going to have a bit of lunch, and you might 
as well join me. You look for all the world as if you were starving. 

Mr. T.S. DoI now? Well, I haven’t tasted anything since the day 
before yesterday ; so I will come and have asnack. Waiter, have you 
any bread with a good deal of alum in it? That’s it—and bring me 
some vinegar—or stay, some of your best claret-—— 

FRIEND, My dear boy—anybody would think you really wanted to 
make yourself ill! You really must see the doctor about the state of 
your mind. Why, you’re going the way to reduce your blood to such a 
state that 

Mr. T. S. Do you really think I am going the right way to work? 
I’m so glad; you put heart into a fellow ! 

FRIEND, You mus¢ be insane! Why, do you want to be a miserable 
crawling invalid ? 

Mr. T. S, Certainly—what is ‘ia¢ compared to the terrible—the aw- 
ful fate that awaits all Britons whose blood is in a proper state? Are 
you not aware that the dynamiters are about to avenge Rossa’s scratch 
with the Best British BLtoop? Aha! Yow turn pale and tremble 
nor ! 

FRIEND. Wh-wh-at? Ji/i-why didn’t you tell me before? For 
mercy’s sake pass me that claret, and give me a drop of that deleterious 
stuff you got at the chemist’s. 


(Left detertorating their blood.) 
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Rough on our (R)yle-land. 
(‘The Bishop of Liverpool (Dr. Ryle) lately accused our Government of “‘ fumbling,” 
as regards its foreign policy, and went in for warlike heroics ina recent speech.) 
BisHOP R¥L® aecused our Government of “‘ fumbling” t’other day, 
And vowed the British nation was fast sinking to decay, 

And he grumbled at our slackness in the war along the Nilus ; 
n iact, we grieve to tell you that the reverend Bishop Ryle, 
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In Memoriam, 


(The fortress of Khartoum was treacherously delivered up to the Mahdi on January 
26th, when General Gordon was slain.) 


Husu ! let no sound of revelry or song 
Be heard in all our busy streets to-day, 
For such sad news falls ’mong the surging throng 
That sends men slowly pondering on their way.— 
Sad news that sends a thrill of crushing pain 
To every honest heart throughout the land,— 
Khartoum betrayed, and all her braves are slain, 
And Gordon falls by the assassin’s hand, 


Great, valiant Gordon, ever true and brave, 
That held this ‘leaguered city ’gainst the foe, 
And all that man could do he did to save 
The women and their babes from direful woe ; 
Lut who can stand against the cunning art, 
The cruel dark device, and darker sin 
That traitors use, when with a fiendish heart 
They ope’ the gates and let the foemen in? 


Beloved by all who knew his noble heart, 
Or ever felt the warm grasp of his hand, 
The loving kincdness and the ready part 
He took in all good work in every land ; 
A loving nature, kind as he was brave, 
To help the lowly in their poor estate, 
He spent his life to free the ied slave, 
And help the suffering to a better fate. 


O, grand career, unsullied to its close, 
In splendour, yet shall brighter shine, and tell 
In glowing numbers how he braved his foes, 
And how by treachery, great Gordon fell ; 
With head bowed down we mourn the good man gone, 
But with our sorrow comes a sense of pride, 
That, in the midst of foes he stood alone, 
And died unflinching in the battle tide. 


The tale comes like a black cloud o’er the land ; 
’Tis like a darkening blight that falls at noon, 
When men together meet and, wondering stand, 
And gaze as though the stricken heart would swoon, — 
The flaming sword, the “‘ lightning of the spear.” 
Shone in the place where multitudes were slain, 
The air is full of wailing, and we hear, 
Mingled with prayer, the shriek of mortal pain. 
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A DISTINCTION 


WITH A DIFFERENCE, 


(OVERHEARD AT THE SARDANAPALUS THEATRE, ) 


Mrs, Smith.—“ Dogs your HUSBAND ALWAYS GO OUT BETWEEN ACTS?” 7 
Mrs. Brown.—‘* No, DEAR; BUT HE ALWAYS COMES IN BETWEEN DRINKS, 








NEW LEAVES. 


Street W.). 


The words are very pathetic, accompanied by rather too 


The Century and St. Nicholas. 


There assuredly is enough in these 










numbers to delight ; they are simply delicious,— Household Words has 
both good tales, good talk, and good teaching.—7%e Leisure Hour, 
The Sunday at Home, The Boy's Own Paper, and The Girl's Own 
Paper have a standard of excellence that is well maintained.— 7%e 
Ladies’ Gazette of Fashion always displays the latest novelties in ladies’ 
dress, —Macmillan’s is full of matter of moment—matter to ponder on, 
without being ponderous,—Good /Vords This magazine contains an ex- 
cellent aricle by Dr. Charles Grindrod, dealing with *‘ The Cavesof Serk.” 
It is written in an interesting as well as scholarly style.—A cleverly-com- 
menced story of strong dramatic interest, called ‘‘The Basilisk,” has 
recently been began in the Zofical Times, Keep an eye upon it.— 
Parodies. The number before us contains various parodies on ‘‘ The 
Raven” of Edgar Allan Poe, by various authors—among others, by the 
late Tom Hood, so many years editor of FuN,—7Ae Manx Note-Book. 
** When found, make a note of,” this newly-commenced ‘ quarterly 
journal of matters past and present, connected with the Isle of Man.” 
t is the neatest and most unique thing in magazines we have yet seen, 
and is a notable combination of taste and talent. 
New Music.—** A Dream of Heaven” (Playfair and Co., New Bond 


_ 





solemn music of the Lost Chord style, by J. Stuart Crook. We do not 
consider the music strikingly original, but the song is agreeable and 
likely to be appreciated by many.—‘*Church Mice,” by the same 
author, H. L., D’Arcy Jaxone, is very quaint in conception, The music 
by Alfred Physick, is decidedly original and pleasing. 

‘Ariadne Waltz,” by May Ostlere (Frederick Pitman, Paternoster 
Row), is most charming in composition, full of originality, anc well 
sustains the popularity May Ostlere obtained through ‘‘ Hypatia. 
‘‘Clytie Waltz,” by the same composer, is equally attractive, and will 
make an agreeable addition to any one’s collection of good waltzes.— 
‘‘Maraquita Waltz,” by F. E. Fryer, is tuneful, but lacks originality. 
—‘* Twelve Schubert’s Songs.” This sixpenny book contains the beau- 
tiful ‘* Serenade” and ‘* Adieu” so well known to lovers of music, be- 
sides the other lovely songs. —‘‘ Popinjay and Pippin” (Willcocks and 
Co., 63 Berners Street) ; words by W. Sapte, junr. ; composed by Karl 
Hahn ; is remarkably quaint and humorous in feeling. —‘* Babes Quad- 
rille,” by W. C. Levey, recalls pleasant reminiscences of Messrs. 
Brough, Edouin, and Co,’s amusing impersonations. —‘‘ Les Comediens, 
by C. A. Taylor, is dedicated to Mr. L. Brough, and is a charming little 
waltz. 
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The Socialist Scheme. 
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(A Lay FOR LOAFERS.) 


[The Daily Telegraph, referring tothe Socialist propaganda recently 
put forth at Oxford ironically remarks, “‘ When the workers take all— 
that is, absorb the two-thirds now ‘grasped’ by the upper and middle 
classes—there will be no necessity for working so hard. Three hours a 
| day will produce enough for them to live upon ; the rest they can devote 
| to leisure and to learning.”] 

Ho, crikey ! wot a chance hexists 

To do small work for lots 0’ wage ; 
Them bloomin’ clever Sosherlists 

Intends for to reform the hage. 

They’re goin’ to cut hup all the cash— 
‘* Let’s share and share alike,” ses they ; 
‘*Tf all the ‘graspers’ goes to smash, 
You'll on’y work three howers a day !” 
How glorious, eh? ’Ip, ’ip, ’ooray ! 
We'll on’y toil three howers a day ! 


Oh, won’t it jest be fine, my lads, 
When capitalists ’as to part 
With all their lands and all their ‘‘ brads ” ? 
For Sosherlists will make ’em smart ! 
Life wz// be beer and skittles ¢hen, 
And won't us coves be bloomin’ gay? 
Jest think ! us British workin’ men 
’Ull on’y work three howers a day! 
‘* What ch’er!” we say, and **’ip, hooray !”’ 
We'll labour but three howers a day! 


‘‘ The other howers we may dewote 
To lezzure, and to learnin’ too,” 
That’s wot some paper-chap ’as wrote ; 
And, mind yer, wot he ses is troo. 
For in our lezzure we shall learn 
How lots more lush to put away, 
The same as well-off coves we'll earn 
Toilin’ but three howers a day ! 
Yes, lots of pay we’ll ’ave, ses they, 
And on’y work three howers a day ! 
* * * ” 


’Ere, ’ark! here’s some v¢a/ workin’ chaps 
A-lookin’ on us with disgust ; 

And saying, ‘‘ Yus, of course, perr’aps,”’ 
As if they Sosherlists don’t t:ust. 

They ses we're ijjuts, mugs, and doops,— 
And Sosherlists, they evern say, 








MARY ANN AND THE VENUS OF MILO. 
Mistress (to New Housemaid),.—‘* We_L, MARY, WHAT IS IT?” 


Mary.—“*Ou, THIS SCULPCHER, MoM! I HOPE YOU KNOW 
IT MUST HAVE BEEN THE CAT OR 


BROKE, Mum. I DIDN'T DO IT, 
SOMETHINK |” 


Is either rogues or nincompoops, 
What ses we'll work three howers a day! 
** To loaf,” ses they, ‘is you chaps’ lay— 


wi You wouldn’t work ‘hree howers a day !” 





Hi1GH Prices.—The Legal ‘* Terms.” 














GENERALS SUPERSEDED. 


“* It was lucky I persuaded the outpost to reserve their fire” (or words to that 
effect). —War Correspondent. (And many other little jokes in the same line. ) 


(From Fun’s WAR CORRESPONDENT.) 


Topperhat, on the Nile. 
ON going round the zereba this morning I found that the sentries 
were not posted as I considered they should be. I therefore requested 
Private Jones on duty, 31489, to move his position two hundred yards 
further eastward. . . This opportunity is as good as any other to 
say that, whatever may be the gallantry, endurance, and determination 
of the British private, his manners are not always polite. I consider the 
expression, ‘‘Garn out! Oo might you be, orderin’ fellers to desert 
their posts?” as peculiarly out of place under some circumstances. 
About midnight it occurred to me that the defences were not disposed 
in a manner I quite approved of. I therefore sounded the reveille for 
the purpose of waking the men up to alter the arrangement. 
poor fellows were very tired, having had no sleep for a week, and 
had been ordered (only by the general, though ; not me) to go to sleep 
till sunrise. . . . Iam convinced that there is too much roughness 
about the British soldier. I am stiff and sore yet. To throw any one 
(let alone a Special Correspondent) into the Nile, after tossing him in a 
blanket and smearing him with tar and feathers, is going too far ! 
Next morniog—although my soaking had given mea nasty cold, which 





made me feel really quite unfit for so great a responsibility as the direc- 
tion of a great military expedition in the heart of a savage country—I 
proceeded to the general’s tent for the purpose of advising him as to his | 
further movements, | 





Same morning, in hospital. The surgeons, having fully examined me, 
are of opinion that no bones are broken, which is little less than a 
miracle, as the general’s boots are of a particularly heavy make, and 
have clump-soles, It is confidently expected that I shall be out of 
danger in a week ; meanwhile, while lying on my hospital pallet, I have 
leisure to work out a scheme I have formed for massing the British forces 
at a waterless spot in the midst of the hostile tribes, and so drawing on 
the Mahdi to surround us and surrender. The thing, however, requires 
great care and skill, the scheme being wholly in opposition to that laid 
out by Lord Wolseley. It will, therefore, be necessary to lead the 
generals commanding the several columns into the belief that the order 
comes from the commander-in-chief, or they may refuse to act upon It. 
I therefore write despatches purporting to come from him, and send 
them secretly by trusted Arab messengers. It is a great responsibility, 


and I am fully alive to it; but a full conviction in the ultimate success} 
of the British arms, through my instrumentality, gives me energy to 


carry it through. 


Some days later. Somehow (owing, perhaps, to some discrepancy in} 
the orders given) the British forces have got into a muddle. Anan} = 


mated discussion is going on among the generals, and such phrases a 
** Who can have had the confounded cheek to——?"’ 


of frequent occurrence. 
* * * . . * 
My execution is fixed for 3.35 this afternoon. 


need not send out the two new pairs ordered of Snipper, as they 
not be needed, 








oe Shouldn't wonder] | 
if it’s one of those somethingratherforcible correspondent fellows !” ate} 


I am to be blow®)’ 
from a twelve-pounder, Remember me to my mother, and tell her sh¢}/ 
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KNICKNACKS., 


THE native king in the Cameroons sealed the German annexation 
treaty with red-hot European sealing-wax. His subjects have sealed the 
king with red-hot African whacks, 
by flogging their monarch within an 
inch of his life for having been guilty 
of such an act of folly. 


— 
QQ ass 
QQ KG A CONSIDERABLE quantity of 
Se FQ ; the honeyed eloquence of Austrian 
WK senators has been lost to the world 
by the action of the Austrian press. 
In consequence of continued and 
studied insults offered to parliamen- 
tary reporters by government gab- 
blers, the Austrian editors refused to 
allow any of the speeches of the 
Reichstrath deputies either to be re- 
ported, or to appear in print. Con- 
signed to icy oblivion, the frozen-out 
deputies writhed and shivered in 
their chill obscurity, apologized, 
and begged the pressmen to come back again. A different version of 
the tale has been told; but this is the true one. 





By-THE-WAY, non-reporting measures might be adopted by the 
British press towards the Irish members of our House of Commons with 
infinite advantage. 


THE domestic establishment of the Sultan of Turkey is so large, that 
he has had everyone connected with his household photographed, in 
order that he may always execute the right retainer who has done wrong. 
The likenesses are all placed ina gorgeous album (bound in Russian 
leather, of course). A friend, who has just returned from Constan- 
tinople, showed us a duplicate set of these interesting pictures. Strange 
to say, our old friend Ally Sloper, dressed asa Minister of State, appears 
in the collection. The Eminent is depicted tickling several ladies of 
the harem by reading his ‘‘ Half-Holiday” tothem. We hear there is 
some mystery about this that Mrs. Sloper is anxious to unravel. 


SOME of the American clergymen derive large emoluments by perio- 
dically selling the pews in their churches by auction, A strange way, 
truly, of making a living ; but an improvement on the English clerical 
fashion of putting up farmers’ hayricks and pigs to the hammer for the 
pecuniary benefit of Christian ministers. 


THe Chester Board of Guardians in docking the Chester paupers of 
their miserably paltry allowance of cheap tobacco and small beer, have 
distilled a concentrated essence of skinflintism more powerful than can 
usually be scented, even in these days of spirited British cheese-scraping 
and stint. While congratulating ‘‘the Guardians” we trust that none 
of their relatives may ever ‘*come to the workus.” 


THE good folk of Bombay have come to the conclusion that Lord 
Randolph Churchill isashy one. Randy Pandy doesn’t shy much when 
in his tantrums, He kicks and hee-haws, 


VEGETARIANS are naturally indignant withthe German chemist who 
asserts that their offspring are frequently carrotty-haired and consump- 
tive; and they vow dire vengeance on the French savant who declares 
that the mealy-potato diet of Irishmen induces homicidal insanity. 


THE edible snail has been dieted from time immemorial in various 
ways. He has wallowed in meal boiled in wine, he has subsisted on 
bare cabbage leaves, but those members of his species who are fed upon 
paver find most favour in the mouths of continental epicures at present. 
The paper diet is, of course, varied to suit the tastes of customers; for 
instance, fire-eaters, who are going to wreck ‘‘ Perfidious Albion,” 
prefer their snails fed upon cartridge paper. While elderly men, who 
wish for a comfortable doze after dinner, select snails who have been 
reared on French comic papers. And Irish-American assassins who 
are sheltered by /a delle France invariab'y consume slimy snails reared 
on paper dipped in nitro-glycerine. 


_A CREDULOUS youth, who believed firmly in the professional asser- 
tions of medical men, recently} read Dr. Brunton’s statement that ‘‘a 
glass of cold water, slowly sipped, will stimulate the heart as much as, 
Or more than, a glass of brandy swallowed at a draught.” Having 
thought over the matter seriously, the credulous youth assumed a sweet, 
sad smile, called on the only girl he’d ever loved, asked for a glass of 
cold water, and took exactly one silent hour in consuming it. He then 
popped the question in jerky, soft, tremulous words, and was refused ! 
He has since taken to brandy, and shudders at the sight of water. 





ee 


AHEM—" DIGNITY”! 


(‘‘ The United States and the Dynamiters,--The Foreign Affairs Committee of the 
United States House of Representatives has decided to report that it would be unbe- 
coming the dignity of the House to assume that Americans were connected with the 
recent dynamite explosions, where no charges have been made. The Committee are 
als» unwilling to request the officers of the Government to search for proof of the 
guilt of Americans in the absence of any such charge "—News.] 


Tue Foreign Affairs Committee of the United States House of Repre- 
sentatives (hereinafter called and described as the F. A. C. U. S. H. R.) 
was very pleased with itself. 

It was not simply the triumphant decision it had come to that tickled 
its self admiration ; it was principally the new word it had found and 
introduced into its decision, ‘‘ Dignity.” 

It had found the word by chance when looking over the dictionary for 
something else ; it did not feel quite sure of the meaning of the expres- 
sion, but it sounded so well under the circumstances. 

And yet, that morning before it had started off to deliberate on that 
British dynamite nonsense it had not been in half such a good temper. 
It had been put out by those little annoyances, trifling in themselves, 
which do so much to sour the temper. This little worry,had occurred at 
its lodgings: at an unearthly hour of the morning it had been roused 
from its placid sleep by a hammering and tapping over its head. There- 
upon it had rung the bell violently and iene the landlady, ** What on 
earth is this confounded tapping over my head?” ‘* Why, sir,” the 
landlady had said, ‘‘It’s the topback, Mr, O’Rafferty, making infernal 
machines for England, and he ’opes you won’t mind, and sends his com- 
pliments,” 

Of course the F, A. C. U. S. H. R. could not say anything more 
about the noise after this polite message. ‘‘ Besides,” it had decided, 
**it would be unbecoming my dignity to keep my ears open,’’ and it had 
stopped them with cotton wool. 

But presently it rang again and said, ‘* What’s that awful stench?” 
** Why, sir; it’s Mr. O'Rafferty, sir, a-making dynamite for London ; 
and ‘opes you won’t mind the smell, sir, as he won’t be long, and ’ere’s 
his card, sir,” 

The F. A. C. U. S. H. R. had nodded forgivingly, and read the card 
so politely sent ; it ran, ‘‘ Jeremiah O’Rafferty, from Ireland, American 
citizen, Dynamiter.”’ 

Then the F, A. C. had decided that it would be unbecoming its dig- 
nity to use its sense of smell, and put a letter-clip on its dignified nose, 

Then some of the nitro-glycerine stuff had somehow got in its coffee, 
and nearly made it sick ; whereupon it hai decided that it would be be- 
neath its dignity to use its sense of taste, and put a cake of gutta-percha 
over its palate. Then it had trodden ona detonator and had a great 
shock, and finally barked its shins against a mysterious brown American 
trunk, labelled, ‘‘ Dynamite, London.” So that it had finally decided 
that it would be unbecoming its dignity to use amy of its senses ; and off 
it had gone‘thereupon to delibe- 
rate upon the British nonsense. 

However, as we have seen, it 
came to the conclusion that it 
was all nonsense, and then went 
back to its lodgings considerably 
pleased with itself. 

But the first thing it noticed 
was an infernal machine on the 
stairs, labelled, ‘‘ For use in 
America.” 
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The F. A. C. U.S. H. R.’s - 4 ll II 


breast swelled with indignation. 
Here was acommon enemy of 
society—a reckless criminal and 
desperado of the most diabolical 
type, deliberately planning the 
most revolting crimes against 
humanity—against defenceless 
women and children, and that 
in the very centre of civilization 
—New York! That Foreign 
Affairs Committee instantly re- 
solved itself into a Home 
Affairs Committee, and didn’t 
take long to deliberate either. 

It was in about three seconds 
—or say two and a bit—that it 
‘* Decided to report that it was 
the duty of the house to take in- 
stant and most energetic steps 
to crush out the demoniac plots 
being hatched under its very nose! these plots being obtrusively obvious 
and impossible to be ignored except by the wilfully blind, deaf, and 
dumb.” 

Somehow the cotton-wool, letter-clip, and gutta-percha had dropped 


ii 








off, and goodness knows what had become of the DIGNITY. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 

HE PRINCESS’S. — Last 
Saturday morning saw the 
final appearance, ‘‘ for the 
present,” of the youthful 
Prince Hamlet at this 
theatre. Well, it was a 
decidedly thoughtful, intel- 
ligent, independent per- 
formance, 2nd certain to 
take a prominent place in 
history. The cast gene- 
rally have achievea no 
startling results, however. 
On the hundredth per‘orm- 
ance of the piece here the 
defects were even more 
apparent than at first. 
Polonius, Laertes—could 
anything be more colour- 
less? The Player King, 

'? and ©ueen—my! what a 

ranting, sing-song crew 
the troupe must have been if these were their best actors! Mr. Barrett’s 
performance retained itsinterest, and Miss Eastlake’s Opheliahas mellowed 
into as consistent and thoughtful, as well as effective, a rendering of the 
part as the later stage has seen. Mr. Willard seemed easier, too, but 
his Claudius was a curious mixture of superexcellence and commonplace, 
which I suppose is ‘*‘super”-excellence also. Mr. Barrett was very 
hoarse that night, but the audience would have a speech, although he 
tried to pacify them by showing them Miss Eastlake in her ‘“‘ going 
home ’ clothes. Some one threw him a floral wreath, but I suppose he 
regarded it as an immortelle for the deceased Hamlet, for he appeared 
to have too much respect for it to interfere with it. The King and Queen 
appeared to have renewed their robes, but some of the pages gave evidence 
about the knees of a practise of over-loyalty. To-morrow !night, which 
sees the initial performance of Fumius, is big with more fate. 





»N ASSURANCE: 


Gatnty (Morning).—‘‘ Lonp 


Tue Prince’s,—Except for the principal part in which Mrs. Langtry 
was, on the first night at least, both nervous and inadequate, the per- 
formance of Zhe School for Scanda/ here is one of high character. Mr. 
Beerbohm Tree’s Joseph Surface is particularly noteworthy. He is very 
different from the Joseph we have been accustomed to, and, to my mind, 
avery much more probable individual. Mrs. Langtry shows some 
pleasing qualities in the lighter scenes of Lady Teazle (although there is 
evidently far greater interest excited by her dresses than her acting), and 
other parts are inthe hands of such established favourites as Messrs. 
Coghlan, Farren, and Everill, and Mrs, Arthur Stirling. An unintelli- 
gent elaborateness in the scenery is both an absurdity and the cause of a 
serious waste of time. a 

Nops AND WINKS.— Saints and Sinners scored its hundred and 
fiftieth performance on Saturday at the Vaudeville, and on the same eve- 
ning Zhe Jemhams (late Zhe Crisis) put in its first appearance at the 
Court, of 
which 
more a- WANT MNO BLYUOmMIN VITTLES CoP 
non.—To- con tf vet Wy 
night ~ 
(Tuesday) t 
Miss Mary 
Anderson | 
presents [ 
herself in ! 
the cha anne 
racter of 
Julia in un 
T kh e 
Hunch- 
hack, an { 
anticipa- 
t ory 


sketch of 9 Grhe dee al \3 


which our P 
artist gives THe Lycaus.—" Tue Houncupack.’ 
in the 
margin. —There are two important masimécs to morrow one at the 
Gaiety, where Miss Helen Barry will make her reappearance on the 
stage as Lady Gay Spanker in Lomdom Assurance, and the other at the 
\ au leville, where Messrs, Mackay and Roberts’ 7% Yy will be i ed 
with Mrs, Moon (#‘e Lawler) in her original (the chief) part — Miss Sen 
Lee will make her first appearance since her return fr ma Peon. 39 ae 
Saturday at the Strand, appearing in the perennial, not ia one ie k 
neyed, 7o—a piece of acting, however, which will | ear rey etiti n al 
" Nestor, 
























Our Boys; or, Chips of the Old Block. 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


Oor kith and kin beyond the sea 
Have sent us in our hour of need 

A message full of amity, 

To prove that our Colonial tree 
Grows fast and strong indeed. 


Though other skies are o’er them set, 
And though in distant fields they roam, 
Their birth-land they do not forget, 
But hold a kind remembrance yet 
Of their “fold folks at home.” 


And when, as tidings reach their shore, 
The Mother-Country seems waylaid 
By troubles wide and perils sore, 
They gird them ready for the war 
And proffer timely aid. 


Bravo, brave boys! We rightly stand 
Thus knit together firm as rock ; 
And England still will wield command, 
So she receives a helping hand 
From Chips of the Old Block. 








ONE PRECAUTION LEFT OUT! 

‘(It is said that several thousand stands of rifles and several tons of ammunition 
have been shipped by a vessel, which sails from Swansea, at a French port ; and that 
they have been landed at a spot convenient for transport to the Mahdi."—News/aper. 
(‘‘ More than probable ; not the first news of that kind by a long way !”—Fun.] 

‘* We must exercise the greatest care in the choice of generals,” said 
Britain’s Rulers—(amy rulers; all alike in this respect)—‘‘we must 
choose men of incessant vigilance and unflagging energy ; men who will, 
by minute and endless precautions, prevent the enemy receiving supplies 
of munitions of war from any quarter. Everything depends on the 
enemy getting no munition of war ; the lives of hundreds of our soldiers 
hang on it. We must choose a general who vividly realises this.” 

And after very great care those Rulers selected a general likely to 
exercise the desired vigilance. Then they proceeded to instruct him 
very minutely on many little points he might forget. 

**Now, do be careful to cut him off from supplies,” they said 
anxiously. ‘‘Spread cordons round him; watch him night and day; 
intercept his messengers ; capture his convoys. Mind you undergo the 
most fearful hardships in forced marches across deserts to prevent his 
getting anything. om't goto sleep for an instant. Don’t wink your 
eye, even if dust gets in it. Mind, we shall hold you responsible if the 
enemy obtain cartridges and kills our men with them!” «* «*  « 

‘‘ There, now!” they said ; you have let the enemy get a new supply 
of cartridges! You must have neglected some minute precaution or 
other! Ah!—‘slipped your memory when you were wounded, and 
harrassed, and half-starved, and toobusy’? Then you must be tried by 
court-martial for neglect of duty.” 

But just at that moment the general was killed, together with some 
hundreds of his men, by those very cartridges. 

So he set to inquiring about those same cartridges, and it turned out 
that they had been manufactured at Birmingham, and sent out to the) 
enemy by an English firm, and carried by the vessel of another English’ 
firm. So he went looking about in all the condemned cells, | 

** What are you looking for?” asked our Rulers. 

“ For the English firms who provided the enemy with cartridges.” 

What? They’re not in there,” said our Rulers, 
Then he peered about at Dartmoor—Portland—Spike Island. 














** They’re not there either,” said our Powers-that-Be. 
Then he looked about in society and among the knighthood—and| 
there were those firms ! | 
** British Traders may do as they like—punishment only exists for their) 
ah ga ia whom they betray_and indirectly murder,” explained 
e Rulers. 








It Shan’t oc-Kerr Again! 


Mr. COMMISSIONER Kerr recently remarked that he had lately dis- 
covered that ‘‘it is dangerous to let a woman open her mouth in court, 
for when she does, she goes on fora week.” This Kerr-sory remark will, 
we fear, soon Kerr-tail the adoration with which the learned Commissionet 
is regarded by the ladies. We trust we shall not have to re-Kerr toit 
again. 








_AFTER all, the surprisingly successful Healtheries Show has only 
yielded a proht of £19,000. Some consolation may be derived by learn: 
ing that this sum total does not include the gains accumulated by the | 
sale of American drinks. | 
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‘At a meeting of Irishmen in Manchester, Mr. Byrne said 
the hearts of many Eng!ishmen who deserved it long ago, 5,000 








employer kept a Sense of Justice and always consulted it. ( 
r work—an Englishman and an Irishman. his wages,” replied the Sense of Justice, 


‘* Here are twe hungry men asking me shma 
“ The Irishman, of course,” said his Sense of Justice. 


ht I to help 7” 








MORE INJUSTICE! 


he had read that, because several persons had knockec a few br 
Irish people had been thrown out of employment. Was that justice ? 
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‘‘ The Irishman is sending his money to Rossa,” said the em>loyer. ‘‘ Raise 


said the Sense of Justice. 
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A DUTCHMAN’S ROAD TO PARADISE. 
2 $e IN ancient times, 


4 the 
' Dutch 


+2 fy wey o! “af re ve | 
9 et Age tie ot og at 3 Were very apt to 
Ty Y Mi Dar et | drink too much ;' 
} 7 


"tis said, 








_| And, unlike famed 


Mynheer van 
Dunk, 

Did not unfre- 
quently get 
drunk. 


I hope, in these re- 
gen’rate days, 

That Dutchmen 
have reform’d 
their ways. 


One evening, Book 
of Horn in hand, 

A Prior, unctuous 
and bland, 

Was met, while on 
a thoughtful 
stroll, 

| By one who shock’d 

his temp’rate 

soul ; 


For by his gait ‘twas plain to see 
That most inebriate was he. 


With hiccup and with liquory leer 

He held the Prior, and said, ‘* Look here! 
I want you to confess me straight 

At once, before it is too late.” 

Replied the Prior, ** Let go your clutch, 
Already you've confess’d too much.” 


In vain he argued for reprieve, 

Still clung the drunkard to his sleeve, 
Declaring he’d confession make ; 

So, as he'd no refusal take, 

The Prior, doing as he could, 

Let him confess just what he would. 


But when he thought his trouble done, 
He found it had but then begun ; 

The reeling sot now wished to know 
Whether ’twas sure his soul would go 
To Paradise, from 
sin and wife, 

If then and there 
he closed his life ? 





Not knowing what 

else he could say 

To send the donkey 

on his way, 

The Prior bade him 
have no doubt ; 

When, lo! he drew 





To lop off instantly 
his head. 


Thus driven to his 
bare wit’s end, 
And finding reason 

did not lend 
The least assistance 
in his strait, 
Heclosed the empty 
grim debate 
By saying he felt 
no surprise 
At t’other’s wish for 
Paradise. 


Hepromis’d,though #_ 
against his rule, 
He'd kindly satisfy the fool 
If he would let his brawny hands 











his cutlass out, Pe: 
And told the priest, th. 

now pale with we ct 

dread, iy 


| 
| 


| 


Be fix’d behind his back with bands ; 
Then kneeling, bow his head, and so 
Receive the soul-releasirg blow. 


With hands tied tightly with his belt. 
The drunken Dutchman blinking knelt ; 
Then rapping his bemuddled head, 

The Prior told him he was dead ; 
Whereat he sunk down in a heap, 

And soon was snoring fast asleep. 


The Prior then, as close of day 

Was drawing near, went on his way, 
Leaving the drunkard from his dreams 
To be awaken’d by the beams 

Of next day’s smiling morning sun, 
His earthly course not yet quite run 


But ere he had been sleeping long 

Some friends, with tipsy shout and song, 
Came up and tried to make him rise, 

In vain ; and, to their great surprise, 

He cried, ‘‘ Confound you !—can’t you see 
I’m dead? Get out, and let me be!” 


He would not stand, he would not wake, 
He would nor help nor counsel take ; 
For all they tried to humour him 

He cried still in his drunken whim— 
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** Be oft; that’s all you’ve got to do; 
I’m dead—in Paradise—go to!” 


At last they took him from the road, 
And carried him to his abode ; 

Which reached, they sat him by his door, 
And laughing, left him, very sure 

His nasal trumpetings full well 

His nearness to his wife would tell. 


Two days he slept, and then awoke ; 

But not a syllable he spoke 

About the lopping of his head 

And his belief that he was dead, 
Although he was—where some who roam 
Have found their Paradise—at home. 








Wonders Will Never Cease. 


OF a truth this is an age of discovery. Scientific inventions without 
number have been brought to light within the last few years, but by far 
the most wonderful find of the century, bas been the discovery at Berwick 
on Tweed of areal live Conservative working man. There can be no 
doubt about his existence, for he spoke at the Berwick Corn 
Exchange. It is to be hoped that sucha rarity will not be lost sight of, 
and we hope some enterprising entertainer will put him in his right place, 
which is the **f Museum of Curiosities,” | 





No Cause for Railing. 


mA), ITH regard to the new railings that are being put up on the Picca- 
‘illy side of the Green Park, it is stated that ‘‘the most aristocratic 
part of Piccadilly will face a handsome grille.” In that case, these 
railings ought to be first ‘* chop” and no mis-steak, 
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“PAY ALL ROUND.” 


: ¢ 4 . ° = ~ ” . . 
(Mr. Chamberlain has suggested that men who own property must pay ‘“‘ransom” to those whodo not. Itisa pretty theory, and will work best all round —Dasly Pafser.] 
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_* Got a s.tuation, ‘ave yer? Well, I “Got no money at all; yer got good Burglar.—* 1 ain't come Boys —* Got no coppers; well, yer'll 
ain't, so just _and over yer ransom—a looks, begorra so you'll ‘ave ter pay to burgle: I only wants pay all the same. Yer've got more'n we 
week's wages. yer ranso compensation, gov'nor,]’cos ‘ave; yer've got a cast in yer eye.” 


I ain't a-going to. 











THE BLUNDERBERRYS AT BREAKFAST, 


‘*Too strong—more water,” said Mr. Blunderberry, holding out his 
cup without raising his eyes from the newspaper. 

‘*Oh!” cried his better half, springing suddenly to her feet, over- 
turning her chair, and startling her lord, who spilt half his coffee into 
the jampot. 

‘*Bless the woman!” he cried, impatiently, ‘‘what is she oh-ing 
about ?”’ 

** That’s it, Solomon—it ought to have been paid this ever so long !” 

‘* What ought to have been paid—that respect you owe me as a lord 
of the creation? that deference which is my due as your husband, Mrs, 
3, _ 

‘* Wherever can I have put it,” continued Mrs, Blunderberry, turning 
the china ornaments on the mantelpiece topsy-turvy, and shaking them 
before instituting a rigid search in the coal-scuttle. 

‘*If by ‘it’ you mean your common sense, you probably pawned it 
and sold the ticket ; if you allude to the rag you call your intelligence, 
I should say you sent it to the wash, where it got lost ; if you refer to 
your understanding, I should surmise it went astray years ago, and has 
never been heard of since.” 

‘*Oh, don’t, Solomon—it’s most important.” 

‘Tf it’s most important I should don’t, I won't,” chuckled Mr. 
Blunderberry. 

** But, Solomon, we’re going to be cut off!” 

** Oh, that’s what’s going to happen to the flower of our youth, is it? 
What put it in your head that we were a foraging party in the Soudan 
surrounded by Arabs? Who informed you we were collectively the 
tails of three blind mice? Where’s the shilling we are to be cut off 
with? Produce the insignificant but always welcome coin.”’ 

‘It’s a great deal more than a shilling, Solomon. Don’t I keep 
telling you it’s the water-rate, and it’s ever so many pounds,” 

‘© You've got a fine idea of hydraulics, Mrs. Blunderberry. How 
many pounds do you suppose that slender stream which occasionally 
trickles into our cistern can lift out of my pocket? Water rate? Sounds : 
It’s shameful—it's iniquitous—it’s an imposition! I1’l1—I'll—drink no- 
thing but spirits—I’ll write to the papers—I’ll dig a well—I’ll never 
wash—I’ll—Great Niagara! Where’s the Air Tax! How much am I 
to pay a quarter for breathing ?” 

** Ves, dear, it 2s a shame, but I don’t know how we can get on if 
we're cut oft,” 

‘*Get on, ma’am? Why, a cartload of pebbles and a boy fishing will 
fix you vp complete as a babbling brook. Pounds! Water rate! Let 
them cut us off. I defy them—cormorants! We'll have our water in 
by the quartern from the public house.” 

‘* Perhaps they'll give us time,” said Mrs. Blunderberry, timidly. 
‘‘Time! And who told you that time was a substitute for water ? 
What put it in your head that whisky could be diluted with an eight-day 
clock? Suppose you think you can wash your hands in three minutes, 
don’t you? What other brilliant suggestion have you to make?” 

** You might remonstrate, Solomon.” 

‘*Remonstrate! A lot of good that woulddo! Remonstrate with a 
pack of dunderhead officials bathing in the sea of affluence on the hard 





earned money wrung from a sufiering but powerless public, Remon- 
strate!” 

‘*Oh, Solomon,” cried Mrs, Blunderberry, with tears in her eyes. 
“When Aunt Sophy left me that sixteenth of a New River Share I 
never thought of the evil I was doing by taking it.” 

** Ahem !” coughed Mr. Blunderberry, ‘* that’s quite a different matter. 
The sixteenth of a New River Share is all very well inits way. I don’t 
think you were to blame for accepting it. No; as far as that goes I am 
inclined to exonerate you. A New River Share is a New River Share, 
but,” and Mr, Blunderberry flourished the bread-knife, ‘‘as for these 
rascally impostors who send ina ridiculous claim of pounds for water 
rate—let me see the man who threatens to cut us off,—let me get at 
him, I'll cut Az off!” 

**Oh, Solomon, dear, don’t—dom'’t be violent,” pleaded his better 
half, ‘‘calm yourself, do, Here he is coming in at the garden gate.” 

**Oh,” said Mr. Blunderberry, suddenly subsiding, ‘‘ perhaps I'd 
better speak to him,” and the master of the house, putting on his hat, 
went out at the front door, while his wife, her hands clasped ina speech- 
less agony of terror, watched for the impending conflict from behind the 
window curtain. 

‘* Why, he’s paying him !”’ exclaimed the good lady witha sigh of re- 
lief. ‘* Z could have done that if he had given me the money, and then 
he wouldn’t have missed his omnibus,” 








An He-ratic Verse. 


OF male and female rats, so sly, 

In England we may shoals espy ; 
Yes, we have many a gay and free rat. 
The male and female both perplex 
We have no preference as to sex ; 
But Russia, some say, wants a Herat. 





To THE EpitTor oF ‘* Fun,” 

S1r,—Just a few remarks this week, and notip. I'm keeping my eye 
on the Lincolnshire Handicap, though that’s a long way off yet. I 
ought to have said, by the way, that I’ve been making inquiries about 
that gold enamelled breast-pin which I sent you, and you never received. 
I've been making inquiries ever since I heard you didn’t get it, but 
nobody seems to bave seen such a thing anywhere,* though I ask every- 
body I meet. Well, well, it'll turn up somewhere, I suppose ; though, 
if it doesn’t, you can easily buy yourself one exactly like it, and say I 
gave itto you. But about the Lincolnshire—I have some sort of feeling 
that I don’t quite know what to make of Drakensberg, and I wouldn't 
advise anybody to trifle with him; but don’t forget that St. Blaise, 
Lucerne, The Duke of Richmond, and such like, are in the field ; in 
fact, before going deeply into business, the very best thing you can do 
is to wait for the tip of Yours, Xc., TRKOPHONIUS 


’ . . . . ‘ ’ - 4 lusting 
We don't think they have: and in this “they” we feel safe in inciuding 


bugging Old Prophet himself.—{Ep. Fun 
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TO THE EDITOR. 





















HE papers say, DEAR 
Sir, I trace 
(And fellows tell 
me at the Club), 
That Mrs. Weldon’s 
lost a case, 
And Miss Mackay 
has found a 
** hub.” 
I'd like to make a 
pretty speech, 
But don’t know 
how, upon my 
oath,— 
Should I congratu- 
late them each? 
Or ought I to con- 
dole with both ? 


A JTUSTLY-PROUD 


chief of them. 


Un. Str. Oh, I see. - 
|. P. Brit. That’s it; only you must pause after Great Britain, to 


indicate her vast superiority over the others. 


CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES. 


** UNEQUALLED RESOURCES.” 
AN UNINFORMED STRANGER. 
A NURSEMAID (Muta Persona). 


UNINFORMED STRANGER. Yes; and which did you say were the 
Great Powers? Let me see: Germany, Italy, Russia, Fran 
JusrLy-Proup BriTon. Wait a bit—hold on ! 
This is it: Great Britain, Germany, Russia—— 





BRITON. 


Great Britain—— 





You’ve left out the 


























































These ladies both are blest, I hear, 
With ample store of worldly goods, 
,ut how their bosoms it must cheer 
To hear the news of Highgate Woods. 
Although their gentle hearts are sore 
At other news, I wis, and that’s 
That poor mistaken Countess Torre 
Has gone to quod for keeping cats. 


But proud of our Australian sons, 
They feel, no doubt, and praise their grit ; 
Who give us help with men and guns, 
And generously pay for it! 
‘¢ Advance, Australia !’’ reads the flag 
Which flutters proudly in the breeze— 
And sure that land has right to brag 
Which makes ‘‘ advances”’ such as thes>. 


And turning next to politics, 
Now England’s l’arliament is met, 
Their fair attention they will fis 
On changes in the Cabinet. 
And they will note what sad distress 
The Press Reporting Rules impart, 
| how the mighty British Pre 


Were cut unto the noble heart. 


4 
\ 


They might (although compelled to tly 
And bear of P'licemen’s staves the brun’') 
In merry Tipperary try 
To make a row and stop the hunt ; 
But surely no such gentle dames 
Would ship the Priace of Wales aboard, 
To forward dynamiters games 
And earn a pitiful reward. 


Ah, sir! though sadness fil!s the soul, 
And frightful colds may force the sneeze, 
Men yet might find, upon the whole, 
Some lands more unemployed than these; 
lor though the Mersey Tunnel’s through 
And soon w.]! be in use, it’s said itl 
The truth for aye is always true 
Yours very truly, 


“— 


MerpDie Heat 
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UN, I 


rk. Oh! Great Britain, bar’s rest ; Germany, kussia, Italy, the 
Mahdi, the Boers—— 

J. P. Brit. Good gracious! Stop! They’re not great powers ; 
they’re not powers at all. They’re only—you can twist them round 
your little finger. They’ve no resources, don’t you see? Couldn't cope 

| for an instant with—with—— 

| Un. Srr. Oh, I see; with Great Britain, for instance? 

J. P. Brit. Eh? Oh, of course n—that is—let’s talk about some- 
I’il tell you about Britain’s resources. T*irst, there’s the—— 


| thing else, 
I should like to hear about that above all 


| Un. Str. Yes, the navy. 
things. 

J. P. Brit. Ab, yes? Havea drink? I laid down this claret ninety- 
| nine years ago, and it would bear another—— 
| Un. Srr. But the navy and the army? 
| J. P. Brrr. Oh, yes; finest army in the world—one hundred thou- 
| sand regulars, two hundred thousand volunteers, three hundred thousand 
| —a—thousand—a—— 

Un. STR. Yes, I’ve heard speak of them, Where can one see some 
of them parading? I havea great desire to have a peep at the British 
soldier. Let’s go down to Aldershot, now, and see them in their thou- 
sans. What are you turning pale about? 

J.P. Brit, Eh? Oh! Aldershot? Why, the fact is they’ve moved 
‘em from Aldershot because—that is—housemaid said she couldn’t have 
a thorough clean-up with ‘em all there in the way ; so they’ve been sent 
oft to another camp. 
| U. Str. Oh, very well; that doesn’t make any difference. 
| off to the other camp. 

J. P. Brit. Oh, “go to the other camp”? Oh, we couldn’t pos- 

It’s right up in the extreme north of 

ocotland—west of Ireland—right in the heart of the Essex Marshes— 

beyond that. Wholly inaccessible to the foot of man at this time of the 

year, when the weather’s so—so mild—that is to say, I mean—take 
I assure you this claret was laid down more than—— 


another glass. 
9 | let? ane . 
W ell, let S go and seea company or two. i here’s Brompton 


| 
| 


Let’s go 


sibly get there—not just now. 
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U. STR. 
Darracks now. 

. J. P rit. Oh, well, yousee; all the men happen to be at dinner— 
in bed—out on furlough—under arrest—just at present. It’s directly 
against rules to disturb—that is, wake—I mean go out and find ’em. 
Besides, brompton Barracks are pulled down—blown up. 

. STR. Well, can’t I see one specimen? 

J. PB. Brit, (aside to mursemaia). Can't you find—do go into the Park 
and try to—just ome—any arm. Eh? ‘* Been trying all the week?” 
(dvoud,) Fact is, I’m told they’re all—all on sick leave—all in bed 
waiting for the new clothes to be served out. Oh, look here; I feel I 

im? deceive you any lorger. The truth is, we have a great war on 
ani the whole British regular army is away. 

U. STR. Ah! fighting one of the Great Powers ! 

) a + BRIT, Ye-es; that is, not one of the greatest—not exactly one 
of the sma..—ain fact, one of the smal/er—in fact, the Mahdi. 

U. Stk. What? The whole hundred thousand? 


J. P. Brit.—Ye-es; that is, not exactly a hundred thousand—in 


{ rt 1° ; ° 

ia e'hning unde ¢er_ Geo . ° 

wer | iing under ninety-five thousand—in fact, ten thousand, or 
athe rover; say, ten thousand and nine. I can assure you that this 


claret, so far from losing body, has actually put on flesh, and—&c., &c 
d See . « - XA “es ® 
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Britain Japanned. 

{The most attra: tive show at the Japaneseries—at least for the lady 
visitors—is the hairdresser's shop ; and the first result of the visit of this 
little colony is a development in the fashion of tonsorial art. Already I 
have noticed half-a-dozen ladies with heads trimmed 4 /a Japanese ; and 
now I am assured, on the best authority, that artists in hair are on their 
way from Japan, under engagement with two of our best-known fashion- 
able West-End hairdressers.) 

JAPANESERIES, thanks, 
All the salt, all the spice, 
Was deserting the ranks 

Which alone are called *‘ nice ;” 

They had grown flat and tame 
In garb, manners, and air, 

When, to rouse them, you came 
And at once pulled their hair. 


Oh! that bair which they fringed, 
Which they knotted and noosed, 
Which they scented and singed, 
And imprisoned and loosed ; 
It is, if not improved, 
This is clear as the day, 
Twill at least be removed 
Out of harm—and arm’s way. 


Screwed in tufts taut and tight 
(Mere men’s shallow brains reel 
To conceive with affright 
How that tightness szus¢ feel !) ; 
Screwed and pinned by sticks fast, 
The new hair to our sex 
Will exhibit at last 
Half our better halves’ necks ! 


And reforms, let us hope, 
Which at top-knots begin, 
May, extending their scope, 
Soon descend to the shin ; 
May impose sandals shaped 
To make feet less like stumps, 
And design dresses draped 
Without care of—humph !—humps, 


Then, when fairly Japanned 
From the heel to the head, 
This thrice fortunate land 
May go safely to bed ; 
For Japanning, they say, 
Who deign talk to the bard, 
Makes a State—like a tray— 
Polished—¢vés—and ¢rés hard ! 
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BLARNEY. 


Joung Lady.—‘*‘I WANTED SOME VIOLETS, BUT I SRE YOU HAVE 
gy y ’ 


NONE.” 


Flower Vendor.—“ BuT Ive SOME RALRB LOVELY CAMBELLIAS, LADY, 
ALMOST AS PINK AS YOUR OWN PRETTY CHEEKS; AND WHAT ARE YE 
AFTER WANTING VIOLETS FOR, WHEN YOUR EYES ARE FOLL OF THIM?” 





The Doughty Duke. 


wet weather.—See Daily Pape's.] 

A sTory I'd tell unto thee, 
A story beyond all belief, 

Of the great Duke of Cambridge, K.G., K.C.B., 
Our army’s Commander-in-Chief. 

He arranged to inspect certain Guards 
(Whose need for the war we regret), 

But (his bravery’s worthy the notice of bards) 
He wouldn’t—because of the wet ! 

CHORUS. 

Then hurrah for the great Duke of Cambridge, K.G., 
Of his courage we well may be vain ; 

He’d arranged to inspect our brave Guards—but not he, 
Because it was pouring with rain ! 


These battalions of Coldstreams and Scots, 
Who for England would lay down their lives, 
Were prepared for inspection, and Britons in lots 
Came up with their children and wives. 
There were present both peasants and peers, 
All eager, good places to get ; 


These stupids flinched not at the wet. 
Corvus, 
But wise was the great Duke of Cambridge, K G., 
Temptation’s fell wiles to disdain ; 
He wasn’t so rash as the Guards and B. P., 
For Ae saw it was pouring with rain! 





And they hailed our brave soldiers with true British cheers, 


(The rst Battalion of the Coldstream Guards, and the 2nd Battalion of Scots Guards, 
who are under orders for the Soudan, were to have been inspected on the 17th inst. by 
the Duke of Cambridge; but his Highness post; oned the inspection on account of the 


vative of health. 


| Does a deal, 








And some in St. James’s gay Park, 
Who had come that inspection to view, 

Indu'ged in full many a jeering remark 
When his Highness’s fiat they knew. 

And, I grieve to say, many there groaned, 
Which proved them an ill-mannered set, 

When the Duke sent down orders to have it postponed, 
Till a day when it wouldn't be wet ! 

CHORUS, 

No goloshes nor gamp had George ‘‘ Ranger,” K.G., 
And so ’twould have been most insane 

Had he risked his poor feet and cocked hat, don't you see, 
In a nasty wet shower of rain! 


His gamp he had probably lent, 
And it hadn't perhaps, been returned ; 

And so he most wisely postponed that event, 
Although to be present he yearned, 

Yea, though in the Soudan we need 
All the brave British troops we can get, 

To inspect them he wouldn't till next day procee |, 
In case he should /ve/¢ in the wet ! 

CHorus. 

Then our valiant Com mander-in-Chief, you'll agree, 
England’s glory is fit to sustain ; 

Our troops may face showers, and death too, maybe, 
But the Cif shouldn't face any rain ! 








THAT solid magazine, /ron, tells us that gas-tar is a splendid preser 
At first we thought our ferruginous contemporary was 
speaking /ron-ically ; its statement seemed so gas-(s)tar-tling. 
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[The latest development of the ‘* Woman's Rights” crusade is 





FEMALE COMMERCIAL TRAVELLERS. 


that women are to become commercial travellers.—Dai:y Pafer. ) 
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1. A successful Town Traveller. 2. The Tri 


Can't get a seat anywhere—the train's full of women.” 





’ 


yclist. . Can't get a line anywhere. 4. Return of the Traveller to the b_som of her Family. 
s. '* Nice girl that. Art Student I should think. Will follow her.” 6. A Rival!!! 


7. Male Coimsmercial-—“ Here, guard, what's the meaning of this 








THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK-TOWER. 
(EX PRKESS—PARLIAMENTARY.) 

Ding, ding, ding, DONG! The clang commences. On February 19th 
the game of Ins and Outs is resumed. In the Lords, passage of arms 
between Granville and Salisbury, preliminary to grand encounter. The 
venerable Hubbard, one of the first to arrive in the Commons—Hubbard 
has a bone to pick with the Government. Sir Stafford gives notice to 
move Vote of Censure. Wish dynamiters would give notice before they 
moved the house. Gladstone announces intention to retake Khartoum, 
but will leave Wolseley to decide whether now, or after hot season. 
Anyway, Mahdi will tind theseason sultry when Wolseley begins, General 
chatter. 


All-" Fly ”’- Fishermen. 

Tue fly-fishers of London have lately started aclub. We trust the 
undertaking will not go in for ex-stream measures, and thus prove fishy. 
But there, the members are of a different ‘‘cast’”’ to that, and far too 
“fly” to let their usefulness a-bait, for they have never been a highty- 
fly-ty lot. 


A Hated State. 
[Ie i said 


lination to raatrimony 3] 


SOME ladies of the great United States 

Are, strange to say, rebelling against marriage, 
The thought of matrimony on them grates, 

And hence the wiles of Hymen they disparage, 
Yea, though Americans, it must be confest 

here’s one United State that they detest. 





A late Liberal Ally. 


‘ross and other Conservatives pat Mr. Goschen on the back 
be real jam.”] 


i that Sir R. ( 


THE Tories now pat Goschen on the back, 
And vow that he a person of great weight is, 
ome say he’ll lead the Liberals, but, alack, 

Conservatives are now on Goschen’s track, 

Considering him a ‘‘ real jam” Tory ‘ crack,” 
Dut earnest Liberals say of him *‘ jam satis,”’ 


that the ladies of some towns in America are evincing a growing disin- 
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‘Invaluable in facial Neuralgia. Has 
woved effective in all those cases in which we cup, its proves the 
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BITES FOR BLUE RIBBONITES 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS, 

TI{E Prince's 
HALL. Much 
curiosity was 
felt and ex- 
pressed as to 
what ever Mr. 
Whistler’s 
Ten O'clock 
would turn 
out to be, and 
much - satis- 
faction 
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doubtless at- 
tended the 
| discovery 
rr. Mr. 
W hist ler’s 
ten o'clock 
was every- 
body else’s 
ten fifteen! 

Of course, what Mr, Whistler gave us, and for the whole hour of its 
existence amused and interested us with, was a lecture onart. This 
said lecture was a curious mixture of truism and ill-digested opinion, 
shrewdness, genuine epigram, and carefully built up jocularities that 
wouldn’t bear critical examination; but it was funny and audacious, and 
we laughed, and so it passes. The speaker delivered himself in a sort 
of rhythmic nasality not unlike the method of some clerical gentlemen in 
the discharge of their functions, which circumstance induced many 
people to believe themselves out of earshot, and give forth cries com- 
plainingly—one gentleman was much cut up by this, muttering, ‘‘ Oh, 
jimmy, Jimmy, Jimmy!” to himself several times and with great pathos. 
Mr. Whistler said among other things, ‘‘ Nature contains all colours” 
(which is true), he also said, ‘*the keyboard contains all music,” which 
isn’t? he seems to prefer London in a fog to what he calls a ‘* foolish 
sunset.’ ‘* Alliteration’s artful aid’’ served him well, and he gave nice 
little vicious slaps all round at critics, students, artists, Mc. Ile men- 
tioned casually that critics examine only the subject and not the execu- 
tion of a painting, whereas in his own case execution is all he gives us a 
chance of examining—and we quarrel with that! He also laid great 
tress upon ‘‘the aim of the artist,”—was this in any way an allusion 

to Mr. Kuskin’s sometime charge of the great nocturnist’s having ‘ flung 
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a paint-pot in the face of the public?” 

THe COURT,—There are some points about the French drama which 
we I:nglish can never wholly yearn over. We do not love our mothers 
(theoretically at anyrate), with the fervour that distinguishes our lively 
neighbours, nor do we take an altogether absorbing interest in its psy- 
chology of illicit affection, We like a play to be hearty, and sound, and 
English, “racy of the soil,” full of character, life, and interest—and- 
and—all that! But where is that play? Until the managers come 
across it, perhaps they are not altogether to blame in producing what 
they can get. The Court management have shown a predeliction in the 
lrench direction lately, which I, for one, hope will not last. They have 
tried the fine native article pretty assiduously before giving up though, 





_ fe Lenhams—previously The Cris: 
is the latest 
piece produ- 
ced here, and 
ifacting could 
make a play, 
the runof this 
is assured, 
I’m afraid, 
however, that 
acting doe 
not make a 
play. Mrs, 
John Wood, 
though — far- 
cical to an 
extent no in 
ferior artist, 
or one les 
favourite, 
Id sve 
ture with im 
punity, 1s a 
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i i il, i t which it says 
Mr. Conway is earnest but stiff, and Mr. Cecil, in a part. y 
aa oe his modesty that he appears in, Is only faulty in some rather 
stupid business with a hat. Miss Marion Terry, witha chance for once 
in a while to show a welcome lightness, 1s charming. Miss Norreys fills 


up the tale very prettily, 


Tur LyceuM.—Miss Mary Anderson is appearing in another part ; 
indeed, this lady’s individuality is, as usual, so prominent, that it may 
be said that Miss Mary Anderson is appearing very strongly in a new 
part—an enigmatic expression, which you may interpret as you please. 
Miss Anderson’s execution of Julia is no different from the other imper- 
sonations she has obliged us with: it shows the same crudities and 
comicalities, the same passing touches of truth, the same failure of 




















depth, the same airs and graces, and the same pretty dresses—at least, 
not the same pretty dresses, for indeed they are different. 





Mr. ARTHUR STIRLING is a good Master Walter of the old school, 
which is somewhat too ponderous for these airy days ; and Mis Pate- 
man, though not unpleasant, was a trifle artificial in a part which is 
something too light for her style, and which she seemed to play against 
time, as it were. Mr. Standing played Modus with a caution amounting 
to timidity, but still with some character too. Mr. Terriss was indeed 
solemnly statuesque—he must be credited with some feeling, however ; 
but nothing in the performance generally (although some of the scenery 
is very beautiful) can be said to have raised the piece above its present 
status of a stock piece of dulness for 2atinces. 





Tur GRAND.—Mr. Conquest and Co, in Mankind have set up their 
tent here, much, apparently, to the satisfaction of ‘* merrie Islington.’ 





Gairty (Morning).—Miss Helen Barry appeared here on Thursday 
as Lady (:ay Spanker in London Assurance, more, I presume, as a 
reminder of her existence and return to England, than as a high artistic 
effort. There have been worse Lady Gays, however, and Miss Rarry 
had a good reception. 


Nop AND WiNk.—A_ new piece by Mr. Glover will precede 7he 
Lady of the Locket at the Imperial to-morrow night. 


THE PRINCESS’s.—Writing under the influence of first impressions, 
¥unius appears to be a rather dull and undramatic piece until dan- 
gerously late in the action. There is some 
dignity about the language, which is given 
full effect to, in so far as it falls to his share, 
by Mr. Wilson BParrett’s impressive per- 
formance of the principal character, and Mr, 
Willard’s Tarquin is a powerful conception, 
consistently carried out. Miss Eastlake, 
acting generally with care and efiect, played 
a difficult scene with marked truth, delicacy, 
and pathos. Miss M. Leighton was an 
appropriately wierd Sybil, and Mr. 
Charles Hudson was a very picturesque, if 
somewhat melodramatic Spy. Mr. John 
Dewhurst was a painfully precise spoken 
Sempronion, The grouping and general 
bearing of the subordinate characters gave 
what may be called a very faithful air to the 
representation of Roman life. These things, 
with the excellent stage setting—the last 
scene is a magnificent one—make it hard 
to prophecy whether a long run, or only a 
qualified success, awaits it. I hope to be passing quips on this 
subject next week, sono more at present. A distinguished com any 
attended the performance, including the Prince and Princess of Wales 
and NESTOR. 





THE PRINCESS’S.—JUNIUS 
AND GENIUS. 








Octavius Ebenezer Potts. 
HIS FILOSOPHY.—SPANGELS, 


I{zk whoo wood owtrun the dokter kills himself bi the wai. 

In the plenitude of our pours the plenitude of our weekness should be 
omnepresent, 

Short kuts are dark wais. 

The platitood of the wize man iz the enigma of the fule. 

It iz wun thing too be prazewurthy and anuther thing to be prazed. 

The work of ignerrense assuming erudishen iz like that of a wooman 
in the wet with no soles too her shoos, 

We ken only plai with a tiger till hiz teath grose. 

The kitshen of a literary man iz hiz note paper ; it iz thare whare he 
kooks hiz thorts. 

The stumblin blok of a fule iz hiz own ignerrense. 

Our thorts may akkuse us tho’ our aksh ld 
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TURF CUTTINGS. 





To THE EDITOR oF * Fun,” 


S1R,—What is the use of worrying me about that jimcrack 
breastpin you’ve lost? I dare say if the truth were known it 
wasn’t worth the postage it cost to send it! Anyway I can’t 
be expected to attend to it now, just when I’m at Croydon 
pegging away at my 


Tir FOR THE UNITED KINGDOM S?YREPLECIIASE. 


AT Croydon mark the Bard and sec 
The beaming smile upon his face, 
Tis plain he’s thinking now of the 
United Kingdom Steeplechase. 
’Tis plain he knows which horse to place 
Which Fate the winner has decreed ; 
‘Tis plainer than the Prophet’s face, 
And that is very plain indeed. 





Disdain and some disparagement 
You’d notice in the Prophet’s tone, 
If anybody should present 
And vaunt the claims of Zoedone, 
Cortolvin might his fame advance 
New Meadow too but what are they 
To burke the Phantom of a chance, 
Or take a certainty away. 


sy 
a! 


To Zeus as first I might allude, 
And Albert Cecil for a place. 
But these I will not now obtrude 
Because I haven’t got the face, 
Let Sidthorpe with tenacity 
With Soter and Panshanger fight, 
But keep your eye on all the three 
Without misprising Struanite. 


To back Potosi you might try, 

But watch with care the Norman’s aim, 
See if Canary means to fly, 

And fathom Woodcock’s little game. 
But anyone who’s not an ass 

Will let these go without much fuss, 
lor Schoolgirl’s almost sure to pass— 
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And I hope—I wo hope—nobody will * go for” me in conse- 
juence, Yours, Xc, TROPHONIUS. 


A PLANT that will soon flourish in the desert air.—The 
Suakim-Berber Railway Plant. 





THE RETORT COURTEOUS. 





THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK-TOWER. 
(EXPRESS—PARLIAMENTARY,) 


FRIDAY, Feb 20,—Tribute to the fallen brave from the Loris. Lule 
et decorum est pro patria mort, and never truer soldiers died for England 
than Stewart and Karle—in truth a noble Earle. Message from the 
‘Jueen, Britannia means playing strong cards, so brings out the Re- 
serves—real trumps, of the suit of hearts—of oak. In the Commons, 
Messrs, J, Redmond, Liggar, and O’Brien receive the Royal Message 
with their hats on. I suppose this bare-faced, but not bare-headed, im- 
pudence is to convince general public they are not ‘‘a tile loose.” 

Monday.—Lord Oranmore, also Browne, considers state of aftairs 
somewhat blue. In enquiring what measures are to be taken to prevent 
the House being blown up by dynamiters, his Lordship proceeds to blow 
up the Government. Lord Granville informs Lord l)unraven that France 
and China are not at war—the affair is merely a China jar. Lord Salis- 
bury objects to French pottering on British ships, ‘‘ right of search” not- 
withstanding. Mr. Tomlinson, in the Commons, asks what everybody 
wants to know, why the wives and children of those who defend the 
homes of their country have been made homeless. Apparently public 
opinion has taught even the War Office discretion, for the Marquis of 
Hartington reports that other quarters have been provided, Sir Stafiord 
moves Vote of Censure on Government, blames them for starting so late, 
and urges them not to withdraw too soon. John Morley moves amend. 
ment, blaming them for sending force at all, and urging them not to let 
it stay long. Pity the sorrows of a Grand Old Man—Debate adjourned. 
Tuesday.— House of Lords, instead of losing, gains force— Wilberforce, 
the new bishop from Newcastle. Lord Lamington elicits from Lord 
Primroseberry that Parliament Street is not to be handed over toa private 
company—Lord Redesdale considers private company offers no advan- 





Pe EEE 





tage to the public. Commons—Present Home Secretary informs past 


City Gutter Merchani,—“’ERE Y'ARE! THE PENNY I LAGROLET! ANy 
emai? = ce CHILD CAN PLAY IT,” 

Fohuson (funny fellow).—"*S0 COULD ANY FOOL, COULDN'T HE?” 

C. G. M.—“ On, YES, SIR! Here yv’ARE! SOLD AGAIN!” 





ditto ditto that John Lee is not to be experimented on any more. lvery 


body very cross with bungling hangman—except, perhaps, Mr. Lee. 
Mr. Sutherland wants to know if China has blockheaded Woosuny. 
Lord Fitzmaurice wants to know who sung that song about woosung 
he hasn’t heard it. More Vote of Censure chatter. Much censure, but 
little sure sense. Speaker convinces Irish Nationalists that pothou« 
manners incur pothouse penalties. O'Brien retires softly singing « /a 
Nelly Farren, ‘‘ Chucked Again !”’ . “i 
Wednesday,—Craig Sellar introduces Bill for Private Legislation. 
Wants to do away with Committees—Pease can't hold his peace on thi 
point. Mr. Gregory backs up the baronet. House treated to ** Gregorian 


Shant !” 


Thursday.—Mephistopheles having tempted Faust to error, prepare 


to take on the vJ/e of avenging ‘* Nemesis. ' 


Salisbury moves Vote of 


Censure in the Lords; on the same question the Commons eclipse the 


clock with their ‘‘ ding, dong ! 


Re O’Brien. 





{Mr. O Brien was recently suspended from appearing in the liousc of Commons 
for seven days. | 


Now, while the nation is in such suspense, 

The Irish Members fain would draw attention 
Unto their cackle, so devoid of sense ; 

But, lo! the Commons, with disgust intense, 
Eased ‘heir suspense by turning on suspension. 





Motto for the Tory Press ve the recent rumours regarding the Fleet. 


—*§ Let us 
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DISGUISED!—OR, THE UNDETECTABLE DETECTIVE. 


(DepicaAteb 10 Our Very ErricieNnt Derective System.) 
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AT BAY—DEFENDING HIS POLICY. 
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A “Mill”-itant Magistrate. 


ing to do 
for a man to do. 


them.) 

OH, list to a lay of a magistrate 
(Whom many would call a “‘ beak”), 

A practical person, I beg to state,— 
As he certainly proved last week. 

A pauper who'd been at the workhouse fed, 
Refused his small task to fulfil, 

The handmills he viewed with a lazy dread, 
He was not a disciple of Mill. 


He vowed ’twas too hard for a man to Co, 
’Twas beyond his strength, said he, 
The magistrate hearkened and then replied ** Pooh ! 
Too hard ! well, I’ll go and see!” 
So off to the union soon he sped, 
And laboured away with a will, 
And when he returned, ‘* Go to!” he said 
‘¢ I’ve been and I’ve tried that mill.” 


Now, Chance’s creating that precedent thus, 
Will doubtless cause every beak 
(By way of preventing a deal of fuss) 
Such practical proofs to seek. 
When arraigning some burglar who’s given to show 
For honesty small regard ; 
Before passing sentence the beak will go 
Just to “‘sample” the ‘*twelve months’ hard.” 


And when forgers are up, and about to be sent 
Away for a *‘ penal” rest, 
Our magistrates never will be content, 
Till the quarry and “‘ stepper ” they test. 
Yea, before our felons don convict guise 
Each beak, like an earnest elf, 
Won't be able to rest till he goes and tries 
A long penal “stretch ” Azmse/. 











AMBITION KNOWS NO LIMITS, 


Liscte,—** Yus.” 

Polly.—** So sHoULD I, 

Lizsie.—‘* AUSTRALIA! OH, THAT AIN’T NO DISTANCE, 
LIKE TO GO TWICE AS FAR AS THAT?” 








Polly (to L:lder Sister),—*' SHOULDN'T YOU LIKE TO TRAVEL, Lizzie?” 


I SHOULD LIKE TO GO TO AUSTRALIA.’ 
I SHOULD 


A Fact. 


THE greatest bore in boredom, 
The greatest nuisance known, 

Is he who talks about himself 
And “2s affairs alone, 

When you want /27 to listen 
While you talk about your own. 


ee ee ae = - —— —_— — _ ———— 











OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL GOES A WHISTLERING., 


WHEN I waited on Mr. James McNeil Whistler, shortly before his 
last public appearance, Sir, he was inclined to be a little haughty. 
**Cannot you see,” he exclaimed, waving me on one side with his 
hand, ** that I am positively engrossed in business just now?” 
** Engrossed?” I echoed, ‘* What, you, Whistler? An artist such 
as you are emgroussed, like a prosaic deed? Nonsense! You meant to 
say you were illuminated, now, didn’t you? Illuminated 2 /z the 
ee eh?” 

y ready quip pleased him, and he deigned to smile as he exclai 
** Well, well, ms friend, what is it ?” ' sn paciaty 
‘*T have called, James,” I returned, assuming a confidential tone, “to 
ask you to alter your lecture’s title before too late.” 
‘* Why so?” he queried. 
, ‘Why, because if you wish your entertainment to go off like one 
o'clock, it is absurd to call it ‘Ten o’Clock,’ now, isn’t it? One 
moment !” I went on, “‘why not call it ‘ Twelve-fifty o’Clock ?’” 

‘Oh, I know that old joke,” he returned ; “‘ because it would be ten 
to one if the people came to it is the answer, is it not?” 
_ Just then I overheard the chink of falling coins at the turnstile out- 
side. ‘* Stay,” I exclaimed, ‘‘it would be more , I fancy 
to call your entertainment ‘ A Nocturne in Séfwer,? What do you think ? " 

_“* Well, as I made the admission ten shilfings,” he responded imme- 

diately, *** A Nocturne in Go/d’ would be better still.” 
We both chuckled, ‘* Isn’t the audience waiting ?” I asked. 
“* Everything comes to the audience that can wait, he answered with 
mingled hauteur and jocosity. 


And, taking out his latchkey, he deftly arranged his famous white lock, 
** Lock on his Understanding !” 


opinion of the painting of our Royal Academicians as a Fine Art?” 


I shall not soon forget the scorn that flashed from his eyes as he 





| him on five, or six, or seven pianofortes simultaneously. 
“*Yes, everything; even Whistler!” | 
which I always, in my facetiously Extra-Special way, allude to as the | 


“* Before you go,” I exclaimed, “tell me one thing—what is your | 





replied, ‘* There is nothing of the ‘fine’ about ¢ieir art. I wouldn't 

give one of them even the option ofa ‘fine,’ sir. It should bea term 

of imprisonment, all round, for every picture they dared to paint !” 
Then he went in to the lecture hall. 


So did I; and within five minutes ‘‘ Butterfly James” was coming 
out, so to speak, all over the place. Aye, and coming out strong too! 
His tone was as low, though, as his art was high, and some one at the 
back cried, “‘Speak up!” Whistler merely withered him with one eye, 
and went on as indistinctly as before. Fixing his disengaged orb on 
me, he exclaimed, ‘* Nature is not Art !” 

**No,” I murmured to myself; ‘‘and Swan isn’t Edgar, nor Snell- 
grove Marshall, nor Howell James!” 

** Truthful James” did not give any specimen of his skill as a painter. 
He drew a very good house at the commencement of his lecture, but 
that was all, although I sent him up a private note entreating him to 


paint us a haystack in a fog, and then offer prizes for the nearest guesses 
as to the subject. 


One of his most applauded remarks was that the painter who painted 
Nature just as she came would be like a musician who sat upon the 
piano when he had to compose a tune. The people laughed at this, 
but I have always understood that most of Wagner's music was com- 

sed in the above way, only more so. What I mean is that Wagner, 

ing a great mdestro, used to summon his family about him, and call 
on them, when he felt the fit of musical inspiration coming, to sit with 


But this is not Whistler’s whistling, is it? To resume, then. James 
having led us to the conclusion that there is in these days no art, and 
that he is its prophet, gave it to the zsthetes hot ! 

We are all of us apt, Sir, sooner or later to pay dearly for our whistle. 
There are some in our midst, methinks, in these latter days who are not 
quite sure that they have not paid too dearly for their Whistler ! 

But to my mind it was well worth the sum charged to hear Mr. J- 
McN,. Whistler say that he disapproved of Nature. 


A laz uper was brought before Mr. Chance, at Lambeth, for refus- 
; fe Seok on the hendmills, alleging that the work was too hard 
Mr. Chance, remanding the man tor a few hours went 
to try the “‘ mills” himself, And eventually he sent the pauper back to 
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At Bay.—Defending His Policy, 
(Sze CARTOON.) 


Less and less the sky is fair, 
Storm-clouds gather in the air ; 
Nearer, ever nearer comes 

Roll of thunder and of drums. 
War’s alarms grow full and fast, 
Springing from a troublous past ; 
And our leader forced will be 
To defend his policy, 


Madden’d with a thirst for blood, 
Rushing like a mighty flood, 
Foes pour onward to the strife, 
Eager for his very life. 

Loudly on their gods they call 
To procure our leader’s fall ; 

Yet they find he will not flee, 
But defend his policy. 


Primed with skill and courage bold, 
Tried in many a fight of old, 

Now the leader doth not shrink 
From the fateful contest’s brink. 
Nay! So long as he hath breath 
Will he battle to the death ; 

And ’tis passing strange if he 

Can’t defend his policy. 








A SHOCK TO MONARCHY. 


IT was a most painful scene. 


poor thing ; crying as if the very heart of her would break! ‘* What és 
to be done?” asked Alexandra of Albert Edward. ‘‘She will not be 
comforted. Poor dear, she has evidently received some dreadful 
shock!” ‘*Dear, dear! I’m sure I don’t know,” replied Albert Edward 
despondingly,. 

‘* What zs to be done?” asked the Lord Chamberlain, 

‘‘Deary me—I don’t know,” said the Mistress of the Robes. ‘‘ Let 
us send for Mr. Fun, the Loyal; he will say some of his very funny 
things, and soon get her round.” 


1! \ \ ) \\ 4} ¢t 
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So they sent for Mr. FUN; and he came and brought his current 
number; and Her Majesty was comforted a little bit, but not altogether. 

**T shall never quite get over it—mnever /” she said. 

“*Tt was dreadful news, I’ve no doubt your poor dear Majesty !” said 
Fon. ‘Might I enquire of what nature——?” 

“Oh, it was in the Lower House—among my faithful Commons——” 
And she broke down again. 

At this moment a fearful rumbling was heard, It seemed to come 
from all round—all over Europe—and to forbode some awful evil. 

“‘Oh, Mr. Fun—what’s that,” cried Her Majesty; for she was 
thoroughly upset, and terribly nervous. aif es 

** Very sorry, Mum,” said the Lord Chamberlain excitedly trotting in. 
“* But I’m afraid, if you please mum, as it’s all the thrones a-tottering to 
their fall |” 

By dint of inquiring, we have just discovered the cause of these awful 
shocks, No wonder her poor Majesty will never be herself again! No 
wonder the Thrones of Europe are tottering when ba come to think it! 
Mr.——dear us, now—whatever was his name? Oh, ah Mr, O——Mr. 
O’Brien—that’s it. Mr. O’Brien, and two other persons kept their hats 
on in the House of Commons during the reading of the message from 
the Queen, 








A Licut Constitugncy,—County Down, 








| such a manner, Threatened by his sub- 
| jects, and in no way feared or respected by 
| his foes, he holds an unusually unpleasant 


Her Most Gracious Majesty Queen Victoria had been ‘‘ taking on” so, | 





EKNIOKNAOKS, 


GALLIC pride has been shockingly rumpled about lately by some one 
who has found out quite unexpectedly that the French were not the first 
civilised nation to rob and ramp on the 
island of M The searchist con- 
siders that the /onour is due to the Por- 


tuguese, 


CROWNED heads are invariably worried, 
made uneasy, and rubbed over to a hair 
destroying extent. Still, the proprietors 
of the crowned heads generally derive a 
sort of flabby consolation from knowing 
that they are constitutionally chosen and 
anointed, and that they are both beloved 
and dreaded. The uncrowned king of 
Ireland, however, cannot solace himself in 





position as a ** ruler,” 





A GERMAN paper recently published a cartoon representing a British 


| Baptist minister, with a pistol in one hand and a bible in the other, 


leading the Cameroon natives against the Germans, This cartoon 
epitomises Teutonic feeling, and is symbolical of the intense jealousy 
Germans feel at any one using the pistol and the bible in fulsome con- 
junction, thereby trenching on the blood, iron, and cant policy pursued 
by truly Pious William and his hypocritical chancellor. 


THE new smokeless gunpowder adopted by the War Department is 
called ‘‘cocoa” powder. This ‘‘cocoa” powder will seldom be used 
mixed with the milk of human kindness, and those who receive doses of 
it, sweetened with the sugar of lead, will never find its effects ‘‘ grateful 


and comforting.” 


PRINCE GEORGE OF WALES is going to lazy Heidelberg for ¢hrec 
months to study German, Three months! Why, it takes a year at 
least to initiate a student into a few of the deadly mysteries concerning 
the German sausages sold, the duels fought, and the beer consumed in 
and about this quaint old German university town. 


AN inventive gentleman, who explains ina little book how human 
beings can exist on a shilling a week, deserves much credit for his ingenious 
notions ; but his assertion that meat is a disease-producer shows that he 
possesses alarmingly strong imaginative powers, and practical Britons 
will be inclined to chuckle on reading his denunciation of the roast beef, 
pork, mutton, lamb, hare, and veal of old England. If the inventive 
gentleman cares to make careful inquiries in the mysterious district of 
Soho, he will learn that many of the exiled foreign noblemen who afiect 
the locality, live and wax plump upon meat—yea, even on that somewhat 
despised article of food, cats-meat. 


Dr. ARMITAGE slogs heavily at the grocers’ licence system, and more 
than hints that our wives, daughters, sisters, dear little cousins, and 
venerable aunts are fonder of buying wine than ketchup in grocery stores. 
The libelled ladies, one and all, call Mr. Armitage names more or less 
naughty, one irate damsel going so far as to say that she would like to 
make the man of physic live for a month on vinegar, cheap claret, tinned 
mushrooms, mustard leaves, and sulphur soap. 


A RECENT trial has evoked much debate upon the question of halluci- 
nations. We most firmly believe that hallucinations do not necessarily 
indicate insanity in a subject. At Sandown Park the other day, we ob- 
served a pickpocket abstract a Hanoverian sovereign from a welsher’: 
waistcoat, his hallucination palpably being that the counter was a legi- 
timately Royal Mint-born jangler. Yet, when he showed his spoil 
to some confederates, they did not call him stark, staring, raving mad ; 
they only hinted that he was a trifle dotty, 


Tue suggestion to establish a London Legal Hospital where unhappy 
beings who, either from choice or chance, entangle themselves or get 
ensnared in the meshes of the law, and have no money to obtain sound 
legal advice, is certainly a charmingly quaint idea. What a pleasant 
company would assemble every morning in the out-patients’ waiting- 
room! How joyously Bill the burglar, Jerry the garrotter, Simon the 
marine store-dealer, would quip and crank together before taking the 
gratuitous adviceof thelegal doctors, for of course, as soon as it is intimated 
to an habitual but impecunious criminal by some perniciously kind friend 
that he is not only “ wanted,” but certain to be ** copes the unfortunate 
fellow would pop into the London 1 Hospital, and shower his bless- 
ings on those willing to minister unto him in his dire distress, 
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I do not suppose that you ever cou/d see 
A more unremarkable person than he 
In every one respect, 


I{ad he for detection the ghost of a chance? 

Why, where was his sharply inquisitive glance ? 
And where was his—bless my soul !— 
Where was his stiff neck and Ais rigid poised head, 
His heavy and measured deliberate tread, 
And regular policeman roll ? 


The officer looked at him, heaving a sigh, 

And said, ‘I don’t know, but we may as well try— 
He looks very far from fit ; 

It may be a hit and it may be a miss, 

However, we never can use him like this— 
He ’ll have to be drilled a bit. 


They gave him a drilling and gave him his fill, 
For months he subsisted on nothing but drill— 


They drilled him with extra care ; 


They 7 him to stand very stiffly and straight, 


Instructed him much with regard to his gait, 
And how he should cut his hair, 


They fitted him out with civilian clothes, 


And buttoned them, uniform-like, to the nose, 
And shod him with contract boots 


ushered 


with a 


dubious air, 
And seemed to 
be troubled 


the 


was a | 
', || candidate 

\.'\) For serving Her 
di Majesty 
' ** faithful and 


By doing what 
work a detec- | 


J 
ik we — ri tive can do 
i 5 eels Ie To aid and 
iigee , : he M7 State. 
We a ——" 
; But, oh’! it was clear to the simplest wit 
. He wasn’t in any way suited for it. 
: Wherever your eye could fall, 
e There was’nt a thing, from his top to his toe, 
4 To set anybody exclaiming ‘‘ Hallo!” 
>s Or noticing him at all, 
} A walk in the streets, and your chance wasn't dim 
ah Of meeting with dozens of fellows like him, 
4 Wherever the street you select. 






























(So titled, unless I’m mistaking the fact, 
Because they are yoy: | bound to contract 


Before any foot t 


ey soots!), 


They got him a hat (and their motives were good) 
As much like a helmet as ever they could, 


And sent him abroad to detect ; 


But he never was meant for the duty it’s plain— 
Their plans and their labour were wholly in vain, 


And hadn’t the least effect ! 











THE BLUNDERBERRYS AT BREAKFAST. 


‘* WeLL, dear!” cried Mrs. Blunderberry smiling, as she tripped into 
the breakfast-parlour and trod on the cat as it slumbered on the hearth. 
rug. ‘ Well, dear, is Gladstone out _— 

“Yes,” growled her husband. ‘*‘ He’s just stepped round the corner 
to see what time it is by the clock at the public house.” 

‘¢T don’t mean that, Solomon ; I mean have the Ministers gone out?” 

‘‘ That’s a nice way to talk about the rulers of your country. What 





i 


| 
| 
| 
| 


_ peat turn-out yourself,” 


| tiously. 


| tumbled up against a dictionary.” 





ut it in your head that the Cabinet was a candle? Think when the 
Liberal Government goes out it leaves a wreath of smoke and a sme.] 
behind? Fancy you can extinguish Chamberlain by puffing at him? 
Think Gladstone is spluttering in his socket, and Granville guttering 
down one side? Bah! Have you got a notion the Ministers are so 
many gas-jets, and Sir Stafford Northcote has turned them off at the 
meter?” 

But, Solomon, you said yesterday they were going to be turned out.” 

‘‘ Suppose somebody told you Government was a jelly ; you’re talking 
of a Cabinet, ma’am, and not of a cabinet-pudding that has to be turned 
out of a mould, Turn out! Why, with your body painted pea-green, 
you’d only want a pair of red wheels and a fast-trotting mare to bea 


‘* Well, anyhow, I think you might tell me whether Gladstone is out 
yet or not.” ; ; 
‘* Yes, Mrs. B. ; he came out at the last county ball in a white muslin 
dress with a blue sash, and danced the whole evening.” 
‘*I don’t believe it,” said Mrs. Blunderberry. ‘* You're making fun 
of me, Sol—ol—omon,” and the good lady whimpered plaintively as she 
shook the powdered sugar over her poached egg. 
‘This is an age of unbelief,” answered Mr. Blunderberry senten- 
ad suppose you don’t even believe in Gladstone ?” 
‘No, I don’t,” replied his good lady decidedly, ‘‘I don’t believe in 
anybody who muddles up things, and I think the census was quite right.” 
‘* Now you've hit it,” cried her lord and master savagely slicing at 
the loaf. ‘‘ Trust a woman for getting to the bottom of things. You 
know what a census is, don’t you? You never tripped over a word or 


‘* A census,” said his better half, speaking very slowly and delibe- 
rately—‘*a census, Solomon, is an expression of common sense, and the 
Vote of Census was just the common sense of England speaking.” 

‘*Oh, great goodness!” cried Mr. Blunderberry, spearing a sardine 
with angry vehemence. ‘‘ Censure, ma’am—censure, not census.” 

‘*Solomon, I put up with a great deal from you, but—but—but it’s 
brutal to ridicule my parts of speech,” 

‘* Take ’em, ma’am—take ’em—do what you like with them. They 
are yours, Mrs, B,, the whole eight of them; but, asa loving wife, 
kindly permit me the occasional use of an interjection. Of all the dun- 
derheaded, addlepated, meddling, muddling——”’ 

‘*There!” interrupted Mrs. Blunderberry, smiling triumphantly 
rey her gathering tears. ‘‘I Anew you didn’t like him any better 
than I did, Now, do be reasonable and tell me whether he’s beaten.” 

‘‘What put it into your kaleidoscope of a brain that the Prime 
Minister was a carpet, or an egg—eh?”’ 

“I’m sure when I ask a thing you might answer properly, Solomon. 
I want information.” 

** You do,” responded Mr, Blunderberry fervently. ‘‘And when you 
ask for information see that you get it, as an inferior article is often sub- 
stituted, Now, Mrs. B., if you were to ask me if the Prime Minister’s 
resigned———” 

**What’s that matter?” interposed the good lady, ‘If he’s been 
turned out he’ll have to resign himself to it, and that’s all about it, It’s 
no use crying over spilt milk.” 

“There you are again! What, you don’t know about the First Lord 
of the Treasury—and a dairy—isn’t worth knowing. Think the various 
departments are cows, don’t you? and Gladstone’s ‘a charming maid to 
carry the milking pail.’ Oh, you’ve got the cream of it all, A pound 
of oleomargarine and a bladder of lard is all you want to fit you up as a 
patent churn,” 

** I suppose if Gladstone’s out the other one’s in,” mused Mrs. Blunder- 
poe without attempting to follow her husband in his fanciful flight of 
eloquence, 


“* Now—vow,” cried her husband, * you have got th itical 
situation in a nutshell.” sed ane Sie por 
a I’m sure we want change,” continued the good lady. 
Elevenpence mye | dirty coppers for a bright shilling,” growled 
her husban struggling with his overcoat. 

Pe... poppe? answered sar 8 Blunderberry. ‘* Twenty brand new 
inisters for a good sovereign—the Queen, Sol — i 
“Te, Queen. He! he! he!” . Tenge har ae ee 

‘Ugh! What Egyptian catacomb have you been ransacking to find 
that old joke ? Where did you discover that antedilevien relic? Did you 
dig it out as a fossil from a chalk cliff?” And Mr. Blunderberry, 


without waiting for an answer, left the house and slammed the door 
behind him, 
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A novel proposal is for the establishment of a 
more at the ordinary hospitals.— Daily Pager. ] 


GIVE THEM LAW. 
law hospital or dispensary, at which poor people may obtain legal advice gratis as they obtain medical advice and 
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Opening of the Law Hospital—Rush of Contending Parties. 


Getting a Bit of Legal Advice. 











A FALSE DEDUCTION. 
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So that the greater suffering and fatigue 
Should be endured)—The water-skins that leak— 

The needed railway (which might bear the food 

To hungry mouths with too-efficient speed), | 
Deferred in favour of the droning camel | 


So stintingly supplied 
Thei 7-0 


odds and ends 


Not interchangeable—the chosen time 
Finding the river useless, perilous— 


LOWLY he craw- 


led across the 
burning sand 
Beneath the burn. 
ing sun ; aleaden 
weight 
To either foot— 
Hunger and 
Sleeplessness ; 
While on his back 
there fell the lash 
of Thirst, 
Driving him on. 
And Logical De- 
duction, 
Straying that way, 
beheld him and 
recoiled 
As from the touch 
of something that 
defiles. 


For Logical De- 
duction, weigh- 
ing signs 

And __ evidences, 
formed its own 
conclusions :— 
“The start de- 
layed without ne- 
cessity 

(And _ therefore, 
doubtless, all de- 
signedly, 


—the boats, too, frail, 


These circumstances + ag to punishment 
For crimes committed ; to indi t Justice, 
And vindication of the outraged laws.” 


**I am a soldier,” said the sufferer ; 
‘*To fight my country’s battles am I here.” 


Then ical Deduction, with a flash 
Of onder increbelit :—I mark 


The soldier’s garb, indeed ; all other things 
Bespeak the convict. 
To dress the convict as a soldier truly, 

Yet doubtless done of good and wise design 

By British Justice.” Then Deduction turned 

Its step to England, and increased scorn 

And incredulity was in its voice ; 

**A soldier? Oh, forsooth, so probable } 

A soldier's—not a convict’s—wife and children 

Thrust forth from house and home! A soldier's wife— 
Not convict’s, mark you !—left to tears and want! 
Truly a likely tale yon ‘soldier’ tells !”” 


Then hied it to the *‘ soldier’s” wife, and, fixing 
A searching eye upon her, ‘‘ Come,” it said ; 

** The truth—thy husband suffers for a crime?” 
Yet, ’mid her tears, she cried persistently — 

** IIe is a soldier; I a soldier’s wife,” 


Then Logical Deduction turned to them 
That order things in our fair Britain, saying 

With deep disgust, ‘* A goodly pair, these twain, 
That do so strive to bring disgrace on you, 

Shame and opprobrium, and the bitter scorn 

Of all good men: these twain that drag your honour 
Thus through the mire, stating that you would treat 
The fearless hero who defends your hearths 

Like some degraded felon—he who treads 
The desert ; she who starves at home——’ 


The Rulers said ; *‘a soldier truly he, 
E’en as he says; and she a soldier’s wife,” 


Then Logical Deduction reeled, and fell, 

Gave one great sigh, and passed away from earth, 
Its mission gone. 
How things so ruled reduce Expenditure, 

And save the Estimates ; and might have been 
E’en as the British Public are—CONTENT, 


(Mr. Fon 
the Guards at 


sity of opinion], it will certainly do excellently for the case of the mass 
of the army, and 
past, and, we will dare to say, far into the future also, See letters on 
the subject in daily papers). 


A DAILY paper says that the ** best-dressed woman is she who is never 
quite in the van of fashion, nor quite in the rear.” What a blow this 
is to those ladies who are given to van-ity throughout their car-rear ! 


A Poor Litigant who, having had too wench 
legal advice, wants just enough medical advice. 





’Tis a curious fancy 


** Why, stay,” 


Vet—, living, had it found 


(P) 


s to state that if the above does not apply to the case of 
indsor [a question that appears to admit of some diver- 


that not merely at the present time, but far into the 
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A REASONABLE SUGGESTION, 


English Visitor (to Dublin Car-Driver).—‘* WELL, PAT, WHAT’S YOUR FARE FOR Two MILEs?” 
Pat.—**OCH, SHURE, I'LL LAVE IT TO YoUR HONOUR.” 
English Visitor.—“ It’s NOT A QUESTION OF Honour, MY GOOD FELLOW; IT IS A QUESTION OF WHAT 
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UPON; SO IF YER HONOUR WILL GIVE ME TEN SHILLINS, I'LL DRINK YER HEALTH, AND PRAY THAT 
THR SAINTS ATTIND YER WHEN YER TOIME’S COME.” 


\ \ | 
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Pat.—** Wei, YER Honour, IF YOU PUTT IT IN THAT WAY, MY$ JUST FARE IS GIST WHAT THE POLIs (THE CuRsE OF CROM- 
WELL ON 'EM ALL) ALLOWS A POOR DACENT Boy LIKE MYSELF TO KEEP THE OULD HORSE, THE MiIssus, AND NINE CHILDREN 
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THE BLESSINGS OF ALL 








A Sensible Petition. A Jetty Jumble, 


WE hear of petitions in plenty for various purposes, some of which ‘* JET is just now a fashionable thing,” 
are important only to the little knots of crocheteers with which this com- The fashion-prints proclaim ; 
prehensive country abounds. But if Fon were asked ‘* What is the So, doubtless, every lady soon will sing, 
most sensible petition one can at the present moment subscribe one’s **Oh! jet, dear, gue jet-t’aime!” 
name to?” he would reply, without hesitation, ‘‘ The petitions issued by And even ladies, thought to be ascetic, 
the National Refuge Harbours Society, of 17, Parliament Street.” In praise of jet will be most ener-jet-ic. 





These petitions pray for more Harbours of Refuge and places of safety 





deplorable loss of life that prevails through shipwrecks that might, 





to be erected on our coasts, and thus diminish the greatly increasing and | ow 777URSDAY NEXT, MARCH sth, PRICE ONE PENNY, 


humanly speaking, be prevented. FuN would also add that donations | ¢¢ WiLL BE FUBLISHED F 
as well as signatures are sorely needed by this Society. J A. © ed A. IN Dp J ¥ To pee 


A New Illustrated Weekly Fournal for Boys and Girls. 
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THEATRICAL “PAGES.” 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


HE COMEDY. — The new 
‘* comedy ” campaign at this 
theatre has opened somewhat 
feebly with two not very 
interesting revivals —a co- 
medy of Mr. Burnand’s, and 
a—a— thingummy — good 
ness me! what is it, now ?— 
oh, ah !—a ‘‘comedy-bouffe” 
(whatever that may be!) of 
Mr. Farnie’s, both old 
‘* Strand” pieces, 





Mr. BURNAND’S piece, 
Family Ties, not an absorb- 
ingly interesting piece in 
itself, and rather artificial, 
is not seen at its best as re- 
presented. Mr. Cafirey mis- 
takes the meaning of the 
character of Old Barton 
Bryce, and makes him a 
rough instead of a humbug, 
and Mr. Fred. Mervin’s 
iia aioe peculiaraffectations of speech 
a a and tone seriously detract 

from the value of his per- 
formance of Percy Lennox. Clever Miss Tilbury, however, shows both 
i strength and grace as the rather easily influenced heroine. Miss Ever- 
| leigh 1s good too as Bessie, though with rather too much self-assertion, but 
M. Marius, in a capitally conceived character, is very heartily humorous 
ind refreshing. The moral is unexceptionable.—That it is the duty of 
rich sons-in-law to provide sumptuous and unnecessary apartments for 
life for their humbugging and objectionable parents-in-law. 








Nemesis, which follow Sy and which had such a successful run on its 
original production, is not an intellectual effort either; and Mr, Arthur 
Koberts, with all his resources, is unable to make much out of the un- 
fortunate young gentleman who finds himself engaged to, and upon the 
eve of marrying, with no prospect of getting out of it, two young ladies, 
who are next-door neighbours, and the possessors of belligerent papas. 
He is ‘fa good deal funny ” though, and will probably be funnier as 
{time goes on. There is much comical quaintness in the acting both of 
himself and Miss Venne in their scene in the first act. M. Marius, 
under his fierce aspect, is a well-known comical picture, and he acts 
fully up to his reputation, Miss Everleigh, with a small part, contributed 
to the deserved failure of its principal feature—a stupid song with a 
maddening no-tune — by 
inging it flat; and Miss Til- 

iryinvested the part of Paul- 
ine with a very pleasant and 
welcome air of refinement. 
Mr. Hendeison will probably 
‘“‘do better next time.” 








THE STRAND. Miss 


Jennie Lee received an en- 
thusiastic welcome here on 


the 25th ult. on her return 
to the English stage after 
her wanderings on the an- 
tipodean face of the globe. 
Miss Lee repeated (and is 
repeating) her marvellous 
impersonation of /¢; the 
performance is more a marvel 
than ever, not for its wonder- 
ful grasp of character merely. 
The picture of the outcast 
wanderer of our streets, with 
his hoarse, weather-beaten 
voice, his peculiar, pulling- 
himself - together shoulder 
hitch, his alert suspicious- THe Stranp.—Very Jennie Lee 

ness and the hundred touches APPROVED OF. 

of truthful minutiz with 

which Miss Lee gives colour and reality to the part, has suffered no 
iota, neither diminished in force and truth, nor exaggerated bya 
hair's breadth in spite of its hundreds of repetitions. Nothing could 
speak more strongly for Miss Lee's artistic sense and thorough identifi- 
cation of herself with the character, 











| Mr. J. P. BORNETT is entitled to the negative praise of having made 
| his Mr. Bucket a little more ‘‘ likely” than it originally was—indeed, I 
don’t know that there is very much to quarrel with in it now. Miss 
Ada Ward plays Lady Dedlock better than anything I have seen her 
do, except where she spoils the reserved hauteur and indifference, which 
is the keynote of the part, by too active sternness towards Hortense, 
and so in a measure discounts the effect of the sudden breaking down 
in the presence of her daughter. The insignificance of the character in 
a piece where all is subordinated (legitimately enough under the circum. 
stances) to a minor character of the novel, may make this remark seem 
trivial, but Miss Ward's performance is so good that it is worth taking 
this extra bit of care with ; Hortense sufficiently emphasises the point her- 


| self, 


Tue latter character, Hortense, in the hands of the original exponent, 
Miss Dolores Drummond, has the right force and intensity, and Mr. 
Gerald Moore gives an unconventionally humorous Guppy. Miss Ada 
Lee as *‘ Guster” does good servic? in the impossible and absurd farci- 
cal business in the second act ending appropriately in one of the his- 
torical ‘‘fits’—a scene whereat the audience, it is but fair to say, roar 
consumedly, There seemed some reluctance to commence operations 
on the first night, and some of the scenery showed a disposition to linger 
in sight of the audience much more than was necessary at one time, 
with a compensating bashful reluctance in putting in an appearance at 
another ; such things have doubtless been put right since, but no visitor 
should fail to notice the added weird mystery contributed to the fateful 
utterances and events occurring at Chesney Wold bythelistening attitude of 
the suit of armour on the right hand of the centre doorway ! (‘‘ the 
reader is supposed to be on the stage facing the audience,”—an utterly 
untenable supposition, by the way.) NESTOR, 





= . 





Decorations For Domestics. 

(‘‘ It is,” says the Echo, ‘‘the Empress Augusta's habit to bestow upon female do- 
mestics throughout Prussia &c., who have uninterruptedly served forty years in one 
family, a distinction consisting of a gold cross and a diploma bearing her autograph 
signature, 

: , To THE EpDITOR oF ‘* Fun,” 

WHICH, beggin’ your parding, dear Mr. FUN, and hopin’ as you are well, 

As, thank goodness, it leaves us at present; a greeviance we've to tell; 

Which, we are the cook and the parlermade, and the ’ousemade that’s 
servin’ here, 

And we think you'll agree as we've got good cause for to drop a silent 
tear. 


For we've read in our ’apeny “ekiow, as ’ow, in forring parts abrord 

Where they make the Germing sossige and bands (which is both a 
regler frord), 

As ’ow the Hempriss Orguster gives each do-mestic what shows no sorce, 

And what’s bin in her place for severial years, a butiful golding crorce. 


And, what's more, her Highness, or Magisty rather, she gives a dip 
loomer grand, 

Which has her name writ on by herself in a splendidly scollarly ’and ; 

And if Germing queens goes and does like this, we fancy as it’s a shame 

As our Queen to us Hinglish servints, Sir, don’t up and behave the same. 


We're as good as them Germ'ng do-mestics, Sir, and better too, we'll be 
bound, 
ut no diploomers, and meddles, and crorces for us is ever found, 
O, lor’, it they gave us gold meddles and things, how we’d put on 
a gorjus hair, 
And wouldn’t we make our follerers, too, jest open their eyes and stare | 


But no, we may slave from mornin’ till night, but the sovring of these 
ere iles 

Don’t trubble to give ws such rewards, though she’s fond of most Ger- 
ming stiles. 

We may wait at table, and scrub, and clean, and cook, ev’ry day in the 
week, 

Besides endewring our missises’ bounce, and interference, and cheek. 


** But the Germing servants,” you'll say, ‘‘must be in ¢hetry places for 
forty year, 

While most of ws shifts from place to place,” you’ll very likely jeer ; 

But so would you if you had our berths—bound to answer each beck 
and call, 

And we think we deserves gold meddles and things for acsepting place 
at all, 








For-Lorn(e). 


A CONTEMPORARY, by a misprint, calls Lord Lorne the probable 
*‘candipate” for Brighton, This is equivalent to calling a man a sugar- 
head. 
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Erin’s Welcome. 
[It is stated that the Prince and Princess of Wales will visit Ireland in 


April.) 
Air—"' Sprig of Shillelagh,” | 
Surg, plisant’s the news to aich thrue Irishman | 
That the Prince and Princess are revolvin’ a plan 
For to visit, in April, me oisland so green ! 
For it’s long, d’ye moind me, since R’yalty came, 
An’ be visitin’ Erin, fanned |’yalty’s flame, 
But now the Princess (who, bedad, is the crame 
Av thrue and good women) will soon do that same 
Along with her husband, the Heir av the Queen ! 





Oi'll hould out me hand wid a ginerous air, 
An’ sure it’s meself that’ll say to that pair, 
‘It’s welkim ye are to me oisland so green ! 
I remimber the toime when your mother, asthore 
(Who for years has well reigned—may she reign many more !) 
Kim over the say whin me throubles were sore, 
An’ didn’t Oi foind she was thrue to the core? 
Ah! a woman, indade, was that purthy young Queen !”’ 


An’ its glad that Oi am her big bhoy for to grate, 
And his darlint Princess, who's so gintle and swate; 
An’ Oi'll show ’em the soights av me oisland so green ! 
An’ Oi’ll say to ’em, ‘‘ Don’t ye be thinkin’ at all _ 
That me natives are persons av l’yalty small, 
Because thim Land Layguers all bellow and baw] ; 
Don’t think that Oz view Sisther England wid gall, 
Or that Oi’ll be snubbin’ the Heir to the Queen!” 


Many sorrows Oi've had, as ye very well know, 

But Oi’ve found no thrue Englishman’s ever a foe 

To the childer who live in my oisland so green. 

Sure the English have e’er in me days av disthress 
Endeavoured me nation to soothe and to bless, 

Oi know ye’ve no wish me poor land to oppress ; 

No, England’s me frind, so I couldn’t do less 

Than with gladness to welkim the Heir to me (Jueen ! 





Tis likely ye’ll foind that a self-seekin’ few, 

Who fretind they’re me frinds, will kick up a small stew, 
When yer Hoighnesses visit me oisland so green. 

But don’t you moind ¢him, Albert Edward, machree, 

Me ¢hrue childer’ll look on yer comin’ wid glee, 

Both yourself an’ the missus most welkim will be, 

An’ Oi thrust broighter toimes for me nation Oi'll see, 
Afther havin’ a call from the Heir av the (ueen! 





ENGLAND'S TROUBLES,—Herat and H-Erin. 
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THE COMING COCKER. 


Master.—"*Now, My Boy, HOW MUCH DO THREE AND Five MAKE?” 
Pupil,—"* Ercur.” 

Saster.—** AND FOUR AND SRven?” 
Mater.—“* AND Two AND S1Ix?” 


Pupil.—“* ELEVEN,” 
Pupil,—*' HALF A CROWN,’ 
[Examination ceases, 














A TRUE BELIEVER. 


‘It’s really quite funny, isn’t it?” whispered Russia, nu ging the 

other Powers. ‘*‘There’s no limit to it—none at all. His con idence in 

me is unfathomable. Just you see. He’s going to ask me for another 

— ; this will be the—let me see—the seven thousand and seventy- 

ninth,” 

The other Powers got behind a curtain, and peeped, and chuckled, as 

poor John Bull confidingly came up, anxiously button-holed Ru: sia, and 

Sald :— 

‘I don’t doubt your former assurances a bit, but I do want you to as- 

sure me once more that you have not advanced to Herat. I wouldn't 

think of keeping any of my people there to spy upon you; so { feel sure 

you won't deceive me.” 

“* Deceive you!” pro‘ested Russia; ‘‘not I. I place my hand on my 

heart and say, ‘Come to Herat and see for yourself.’”’ 

“‘Hist!” whispered the other Powers from behind the curtain to 

me ; o—— your troops ave there—you surely don’t mean to show 
im—— 

“* Lor’ bless you, you don’t half know his confiding nature! Just you 

watch. Eh? ‘Troops’? Mr. Bull?” 

‘** Troops,’ did I understand you to say? What tr—oh, those dozen 

or so of my fellows you see——”’ 

__ “* Are there really only a dozen?” said poor John Bull; ‘‘ well now, 

if Thad been left entirely to the decision of my own eyes, I could have 

sworn there were several thousand men in military uniform—with rifles 

—and cannon,” 

‘*Mili—military, um—? I didn’t quite catch what you said,” said 

Russia quite puzzled. ‘‘Oh, ah, yes—I understand the phrase—yes, 

“military uniform.’ Why my dear sir that’s not military uniform. Just 

look more closely at it. Can‘t you see it’s plain clothes 7— evening dress? 


agg to those things being rifles, and cannon—dear bless me, nothing 
ike it,” 





ss 











Well, they did look awfully like it to me, but perhaps——" 

A tear of injured innocence stole from the soft eye of Russia as it said ; 
‘Mr, Bull, am I to understand that you doubt my sacred word ?”’ 

What could poor John do, other than what he did? He squeered 
Russia’s honest hand, and assured it that he was more than satisfied. 
At this moment an irrepressible burst of laughter from behind the curtain 
made him jump. . 

“¢ Well—talk about cheeA/” said the admiring Powers gathering round 
Russia directly John had amiably trotted off; “talk about assuranee ! 
—with your troops actually there, staring him in the face!” 

‘Lor’ bless you!” said Russia, ‘‘it doesn’t require any cheek with 
such an innocent as he is—why he often invents my excuses himself, and 
I merely echo them. Here he comes again ; I suppose he’s heard about 
my crossing into India, and taking——" . 

‘I don’t want to bother you Russia,” said John timidly, ‘‘ after all 
your kindness, but I’m told by fellows—(not my own fellows, mind ; | 
wouldn’t spy upon you)—that you were occupying Madras, and Calcutta, 
and that; and receiving the revenues, and—at any rate I was refused 
admission when I tried to land,” . ' 

‘Oh, John—how can you suspect ME?!” said Kussia reproducing 
that tear, “‘I solemnly assure you it is not so; so you go home and sit 
quite still, and satisfied, and believe me-~——”’ 

“Well, but,” said John—(and really he appeared almost doubtful in 
his mind)—“* but, Kussia—I don’t want to doubt your words but you 
appear to be invading England, and taking possession of London, 
and—— 

You just conclude that all you seem to see is pure imagination. 
Don’t you believe your senses against my word !”’ said Russia, ‘* Leave 
Eagland for a bit—for change of air. Try Siberia. I'll send some of 
my fellows with you. I’l'see that nobody touches London while you're 
gone.” And John went, while yells of uproarious merriment rent the 
European air, 
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SOMETHING LIKE VIGILANCE! 


Tuere’ i t th rapbs w 
HERE'S a sense of security about the paragrap ronstables stationed at the Tower and the Zoo, and so on. 
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then he ll write te the pap——sh !" 


. “‘T will now divulge who I am. 
t the | n!) And the surprise of those constables ! 
great Gea! of our police. But the fact is, the above is what Ae himself would do 


e , . 
.. congratulate y 4 on your praiseworthy vigilance, says the old gentleman. 
the Lord Chamberlain! or the Bishop of Lond: 


‘ i } 
uncer th irCumsianc es. 


hich tell from time to time how the Archbishop of Canterbury's pockets have been searched for dynamite by the 





@ ; ' oi , bad a ae 
See this old gent coming? He's the Lord Chancellor’ (o1 tie Lord Chau.berlaia, or the Bishop ot Lzndon). ** Let s search nim, and 









Iam no other than the Lord Chancellor!” ( 


or 
31) sere ! YUN won't reaily an i ’ ink 
But there |—Fun doesn’t reaily mean it. In his secret heart he thinks a 
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THE EGYPTIAN BOAT-RACE.—IN TRAINING. 


William —“LOOK HERE, STAFFY, AS WE ARE REALLY ROWING IN THE SAME BOAT, SUPPOSE WE 


PULL TOGETHER?” 


a Se OS 
. ‘ 


MNS Sas 
een 


~~ 





3 
i wi 














































rg 








. =. 
a, 


emt oo 


OM tes SER SCR SRE Fst a EMER th 


ae 


: ep 
Pe, ani ao apace Nee: er 


at 


ee ot ee ee 
ee BS Bear RS AS 


AEs 2 


th Ge oe 


aaeY al Nia 36 


& 








MARCH 11, 1885, 














>< 
trary 
ae es 


> Ne | 
. > 


“a 


SANS 


2 heey . 
GF 


> Cf 
ately 


dt 
+ 


OS te 


ee eo 


~~ 
a 
~< re, 


~=S 


<3 Psa ee 


& ac4—54 94 


| WEEE IEE 
Ze ee “Se ee as ere €: 
AN IRRESISTIBLE APPEAL. 


Nigger (to Swell). —‘‘ Ain’T YOU GOT A Coprer, SiR?” 
Swell,—** No, I'M BROKE,” 
Nigger. —‘* WELL, YOU'VE GOT THE ‘ Pigcgs,’ Srp.” 











ne TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THE Ep!TorR or ** Fon,” 


S1r,—I have a splitting headache. Everywhere I look the 
atmosphere throbbing with little bubbles that burst 
green ; and if is anything I hate more than an atmo- 
sphere that throbs, it is with bubbles that burst green— 
unless it is a splitting headache. Under the influence of this 
splitting headache—which does mof arise from splitting sodas, 
however amusing you may consider the suggestion—I pen 
the following tip :— 


THE LEICESTERSHIRE STEEPLECHASE HANDICAP PLATE. 


To-day—though the pleasures of wine or feminity, 
Fashion, the goddess, or Art, the divinity, 

Music or Drama, the bulk of the people chase— 
Give me the Leicestershire Handicap Steeplechase ! 


Joy for the Pullman that bears us to Leicestershire ! 
(Limitless bliss to reside in so blest a shire !) 

Think of the race and what people have done for it ! 
Think of the horses they’ve entered to run for it ! 


The form and the pedigree, who could resist of them ? 
Oh, the wild rapture of reading the list of them ! 

Oh, the gay pleasure—the winner detecting it ! 

Oh, the mad happiness—mine—of selecting it ! 


Be not of fortune a frivolous canceller 
Girding at Mr. J. Jones’s Lord Chancellor ; 
Little to make people joyfully prancery 
Cometh from Mr. J. Gubbins’s Chancery. 


Sidthorpe sufficiently sure to go by ’um is, 

Safe for a place I consider Lord Priam is ; 

But if a party desires to be merrier 

Let him make play with Lord Hamilton’s Terrier. 





I am at a loss to explain the excessive enthusiasm expressed 
by me in the above glowing lines either for Leicestershire 
itself or for the horses engaged in the race under notice. O! 
course the subject in hand, to the mediocre poet, is always 
infinitely superior to every other possible subject; but I am 
not a mediocre poet, and I have no alternative left but to 
| attribute it to the headache; as if, by any possibility I have 
| given the wrong horse, I shall attribute ¢4a¢ disaster to it also. 

Yours, Xc., TROPHONIUS. 








**See Rome and die,” says the proverb, This is sup- 
posed to allude to the unsanitary state of the city. 








THH BLUNDERBERRYS AT BREAKFAST, 


‘It won't dissolve,” 
balanced a lump of sugar in her teaspoon. 


his chop. 

**He, he, he!” tittered the good lady uneasily. ‘* How can I put 
Parliament in my cup? It’s one of your jokes, Solomon—isn’t it? And 
I'm sure there’s been enough stir made without me doing anything, and 
their majority has all melted away ; but still ¢Aey won't dissolve.” 
‘Think your tongue’s entered for the Derby you set it going at that 
pace? Want to see how many words you can reel off in a minute, don’t 
you? Think you are a phrase book, or a guide to the Art of Polite 
Conversation—eh ? 

**You may say what you like, Solomon, but I’m sure it's quite time 
that Mr. Gladstone and those other dissolute men were——”’ 

**Eh? what?” interrupted Mr, Blunderberry, his hair standing on end 
ag ‘amazement, * who are you calling dissolute men? Wodyermean ? 


rejoined his better half slightly nettled, ‘‘ and ¢4ey ought toknow! And 
I’m sure, at ¢heir time of life, th ought to know better.” 
** You're an authorityon debauchery in all its branches—ain’t you, Mrs. 


Sir William Harcourt was well known to the police? Did anybody in- 
form you that, with a glass in his eye and an orchid in his buttonhole, 
the junior Member for Birmingham loitered his leisure moments at the 
stage door of the Gaiety? Why, with your vacuity of brains and elegance 
of personal appearance, you only need a knob-stick and a cigarette to be 
a regular masher yourself.” 

‘There, Solomon! I always said you could make the prettiest 
speeches of anybody if you tried. And now, dear, that you're in a good 





said Mrs. Blunderberry reflectively, as she | 


** Put it in your tea and stir it,” growled her lord, while he peppered | 


** Well, dear, it’s in the peees about the dissolution of the Ministry,” | 
t 


_ cattle in this country, and crosses St. George’s Channel to procure the 
| finest possible specimen of an Irish bull.” 


| be soldered down in a tin and sent to America, it would keep the whole 
o | of the United States in wisdom for a century.” 

B.? Did you ever see the Prime Minister returning from the races with | 
a false nose and a doren dolls stuck round his hat? Who told you that | 


| know what a chattering magpie means? Do you know what a babbling 
| brook means ? 


| babble. 


temper—take another sardine, love—do tell me why Mr. Gladstone is 
sending the poor Prince of Wales and the dear Princess to Ireland.” 
Sl Don’t you know better than to ask such an absurd ques- 
tion?” 

** Well, of course, dear,” replied Mrs, Blunderberry, so flurried that 
she spread the butter round the top of the salt-cellar. ‘‘ Of course 1 
suppose he’s going to kiss the what’s-its-name stone, and—and—try to 
pick up a brogue,” 

‘Ugh! Think brogues lie about loose like shells on the seashore / 
No, ma’am—no. The Prince of Wales wants to improve the breed of 


“Well, I'm sure I hope Mr. Parnell will let him have it,’’ replied 
Mrs, B, ‘* It’s quite time we got something somewhere, for if it wasn’t for 
American beef, I don’t know wherever our dinners would come from.” 

‘“* Hang it! Mrs, Blunderberry, why don’t you put that intelligence of 
yours on ice? Why don’t you can your intellect, and pickle what sense 
you have left, so that it mayn’t spoil? Think the heir to the British 
throne is going to open a provision store? Fancy an Irish bull is going 
to be roasted whole in Trafalgar Square? If all you don’t know could 


**You do mix things so, Solomon,” said Mrs, Blunderberry, putting a 


spoonful of mustard am her tea, and sugaring a rasher of bacon. ‘‘I’m 
sure I don’t know what you mean.” 
**Mean? Do you know what anything means, Mrs, B.? Do you 


Do you know what a——Hullo! Time’s up, I’m off!” 

**Dear Solomon,” sighed Mrs. Blunderberry, as she watched him 
run down the garden path. ‘‘He’s too modest; he doesn’t chatter or 
He’s very, very clever, but he gets confused about things, and 
doesn’t express himself clearly. He’s notasyoungas he was, poor fellow !” 
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TO MERDLE HEAD, ESQ., 


TopIcAL CORRESPONDENT IN ORDINARY TO Mr. FuN, FROM AN 
OLD COUNTRY FRIEND TEMPORARILY IN Town, 


THE GRANGE, when at home (as you know very well), 
ust now No. 12 at the Euston Hotel, 


ELIGHTFUL OLp 
MERDLFE, 

I greatly 

regret 
That, now I’m in 
London, we 
shouldn’t have 

met. 
called at your 
chambers as 
soon as I came 
But found you’d 
but recently 
quitted the 


a 
same 
Ze 


thy And gone as your 
SOAPS laundress (a fe- 

male to daunt !) 
Explained, ‘‘ for a day or two’s holiday jaunt.” 

So, tipping that lady (I couldn’t do less), 

I set up my tent at the present address, 


Whatever the spot for your rambles you choose 
I’m sure you'll be thankful to get any news. 

So, seizing the chance of my being in town, 

I’m picking it up and I’m jotting it down. 
Though, when you will get it I’m free to confess 
Is clouded in doubt, for I’ve not your address ! 
I’ll post to your chambers, however,—I learn 
It’s certain to reach you upon your return. 


In Parliament Houses—‘*‘ St. Stephen’s,’’ you know, 

The Tories have brought forth a ‘* Censure ” or so; 
They’ve failed, but I don’t know their meaning—I fear 
Their meaning is not, on the whole, very clear ; 

At least, I coudd give one, I think, very pat, 

But then they would say, ‘‘ Oh, dear no, it’s not that !”— 
It takes more courageouser fellows than I 

To say that a Tory is telling a lie! 


Some doubtful proceedings the Russians are at, 

And wiseacres seem to be smelling a rat. 

I trust that the Muscovites harbour no wish 

To burke the new market at Shadwell (for fish). 

I think, as I write of *‘the market,” you smile— 

At present it only consists of one pile. 

(They’ve just sun? a pile), but it’s sure to succeed, 

And yield up more *‘ piles” than are sunk there, indeed. 


The Durham suit’s on—which reminds me to say 
I’ve seen his late Lordship of Lytton’s new play. 
The story is bare, and unpleasant as well, 

And takes an uncommonly long time to tell. 
There’s a sort of white nigger in tablecloth clothes, 
Whose business it is to seem cranky and pose ; 

To talk of a tyrant, and mutter and chafe, 

And join in no plot till it’s perfectly safe. 


And then there is Tarquin, a prince, who is seen 

To deck himself out like a jack-in-the-green ; 

Before whom the Lares and the Penates fall, 

As though they were skittles he’d struck with a ball ; 
And causes a lady, once happy in white, 

To take to black clothes in the course of one night ; 
And who, as I think you’ll be happy to note, 

Is caught by the nigger and stabbed in the throat. ® 


But—back to our muttons—I see they intend 
The blessings of blowholes shall grace the East end. 
What joy, should philanthropy reach such a pitch, 
The poor will have blowholes as well as the rich! 
A horse-show, a Hackney and stud-book affair 
(I wonder if the Hackney’s the Aind or the where /)— 
They’re holding just now and I’m just off to that 
So—Yours very faithfully, 

GATHERWOOL BATT. 


* But if you'd discover the source of the piece 
Look up Roman History’s tale of Lucrece, | 
Or more the sad story you per’aps will admire 


| are opened, you know, the air plays the deuce with em, 


CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES, 


IT’S ONLY THE PUBLIC; OR, A (QUITE IN THE) DARK 
OUTSIDER. 


(IN all our little wars of late years, some time after the rosy official 
despatches and “‘ censored ” telegrams, there has dribbled home a series 
of private letters and un-‘‘ edited” communications, throwing much less 
pleasant lights on the subject.) 

BRITISH GENERAL (at she Seat of War, to AIDE-DE-CAMP). Well, as 
long as our men keep in good spirits—— 

AIDE-DE-CAMP. But our men are wof in good spirits. They're regu- 
larly disgusted and disheartened. 

Gen. Eh? Oh, well; thenas long as they remain in good health—— 

_AIDE-DE-C, But they don’t remain ia anything like good health ; 
ninety per cent. of them are laid up in hospital, and the rest-—— 

GEN, Oh, well; serve them out a ration, and then—— 

AIDE-Dk-C, But we can’t; the supplies have run out, 

GEN. Well, give them a drink of water. 

AlDR-Dg-C, There isn’t a drop; we haven’t—hullo! The enemy 
are down upon us, 

Gkn. Well, we must drive them over that ridge, and—— 

AIDE-DE-C, But, you see, they’ve broken our line, and driven ss over 
this ridge; and we're in full retreat. 
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GEN. I must send despatches home. First of all, catch all the news- 
paper correspondents, and lock them ap: and burn their pens, and spill 
their ink. Now then, let’s see :—‘“* Zroops in bad health and spirits ; 
food and water scarce. Just Sought enemy, and been completely routed. 
Am now in full retreat.” Now do be careful with that despatch ; there’s 
something in the climate here that always seems to alter the despatches 
so on the way. * * * * . 

AIDE-DE-C, I’d better have a look at the despatch to see it’s still all 
right. Hullo! ‘* Zroops in fairly good health and spirits ; food and 
water tolerably plentiful. Fust fought enemy, and received slight check, 
Am now retiring.” Dear me! we must get it through before this con- 
founded climate quite spoils it. * * . 

BRITISH CoNnsuL, Ha !—here’s a despatch from the front :—** 77oops 
in good health and spirits; food and water plentiful. Fust fought 
enemy, who has received a check. Am now stationary.” I wonder if 
the climate has affected it at all. Must send it on at once before it has 
time to alter much, + . . . 

BriTIsH GOVERNMENT. What’s this? Despatch from seat of war : 
—** Troops in marvellous health and boisterous spirits ; food and water 
in absurd abundance. Just fought enemy, whois utterly routed, Am 
now advancing.”’ That will suit us excellently. Let’s be quick and 
show it to the House before the air alters it. Once these despatches 


* . - * * > 

BritisH Posiic. Hooray! The war’s over, and our brave fellows 
are coming back crowned with the wreath of victory. Wonderfully 
successful the campaign has been, to be sure! So few casualties! 
Well, I'll just go and order some illuminations and flags, and put them 
up. Hurrah! I'll take a holiday, and have a drink. Eh? Troops 
landed? Let’s rush off to greet them. Hur——Why, where are they? 
Who’s this poor solitary ragged, half-starved, invalid soldier? 

SoLp1gR. Why, I’m all that’s left of the army, and the enemy only 

let me come away on parole. What the deuce is all this illuminating 
about? Has somebody been stuffing you up? 
War CORRESPONDENT (arriving home). Hullo! Illuminations! 
Then they “‘ edited” my te even worse than I thought. How- 
ever, here is my diary at the seat of war. You had better go home and 
read shat, 








Mr. WILLIAM HOLLAND is so delighted with the success of his enter 
tainment at Covent Garden, that he is said to possess the largest Cirque 
elation in the world! 








As written by W. Shakespeare, Esquire. 
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EKNICKNACKS. 


He was a venerable-looking policeman. His bump of self-esteem 
was but scantily covered with iron-grey hair, while his general appear- 
ance suggested a poetic nature content with 
love, cold meat and pickles in a humble 
back kitchen. He was busily engaged in 
scribbling on a leaf of his note-book when 
we first discovered him. As he slowly 
dotted down his last word, the dotlet of 
his leaden eye turned anxiously up towards 
the star-spangled sky, and we heard him 
mutter, ‘Prod burglars’ bradawls and 
centrebits into me, comb my silvery locks 
with knuckledusters if I ain’t pencilled 
down the truth! But there, a old con- 
stable mustn’t give way to his feelins’.” 
Poor fellow, he’s been writing poetry, and 
got a bit wrong in his metre, we thought, 
as we heard his mournful speech and ob- 
served him pluck the memorandum from 
his tiny volume, and cast it to the teeth of 
the east wind. It fluttered to our feet. With 
our native inquisitiveness and meanness we picked the fragment of paper 
up and read, ‘*Mem. to Hinspektors.—A hinspektor on dooty is in 
dooty boun’ to send fur the police surgeon in all caces wher pussons are 
brort to the station as prisoners in a state of insensibillity, If all Hin- 
spektors seed careful into this ere mattur the Publick woodn’t read of so 
meny cases markt out, ‘Dead Drunk or Dying,’ which sech abomina- 
shuns, critickised in publick prints is armful to the force. And I feels it 
hindiwidully.” 





Ir is impossible to say at present whether that celebrated umbrella 
stolen from a detective on duty outside the Law Courts has been re- 
covered or not. The police have had strict orders from Scotland Yard 
to be very reticent towards inquiring members of the public who broach 
the subject. We are, however, in a ition to state that a clue has 
been obtained by which the thievish miscreant may possibly be brought 
to justice some day or other, 


A GENTLEMAN who said he was a Good Templar has been recently 
fined a small sum for jocu/arly kissing a young lady without her consent. 
There’s a gruesome mystery as to when consent commences in such 
cases, There’s no mystery at all as to when{consent ends. We havea 
sort of pity for the Good Templar who has been punished for indulging 
in an unsatisfactory frivol ; but he is lucky also, for had he, by accident 
of birth, lived in the time of the ancient Templars, doubtless he would 
have belonged to that band of Crusaders; then, goodness knows what 
might have been done to him, for the Templars, both knights and 
e:quires, were forbidden to jest, and were warned against kissing women 
under the most excruciating penalties. 





SEVERAL confirmed teetotalers have thought it incumbent on them 
to flaunt their noses in well-simulated pharisaical disgust, and warble 
scorn in higher tones than is their wont, because an eminent physician 
has stated that *‘ alcohol becomes an aid to the digestive process,” adding, 
** The glass of sherry which is taken with soup may aid a weak diges- 
tion, while the carbonic acid of champagne and other effervescing wine 
is believed to promote the absorption of the food material.” But the 
doctor continues, ‘If alcoholic stimulants have been taken to excess 
the stomach will sufier, and next day symptoms of gastric indigestion 
will probably appear.” At all events, this last truism surely ought to 
find favour in the eyes of total abstainers. There are comparatively few 
adult teetotalers who cannot thoroughly endorse its veracity. /xfe- 
rientia docet. 


O'DONOVAN ingenuously remarks, ‘‘It is not the fault of England 
that I am not yet laid in my grave.” True! The defect lies with America. 
Had we had her sisterly assistance, the hangman’s rope ought to have 
stopped his murderous villainy long ago. 


JouN Lee appears daily and nightly in wax at Madame Tussaud’s, 
Jenny Lee — nightly in Jo at the Strand. It is perhaps needless 
to say that there is no relationship between the two artistes, but both 
prove sensationally attractive, and induce choky feelings among their 
audiences in a widely different manner. 





A COUNTRY gentleman was recently charged with assaulting his better 
half. The prosecutrix stated that she had been married eighteen months 
to the prisoner, during which time he had given her twenty-nine black 
eyes. The magistrate observed that he fancied the allowance excessive, 
and that, though at first the prosecutrix might strangely miss her hus- 
band's generosity in giving black eyes so liberally, he should deprive her 
of the beneficent man’s company for three months, 





Our Warriors’ Wives. 


(The wives and children of the Grenadiers who have left Windsor for the Soudan 
have been evicted from the barracks. The allowance for each wife is one shilling, 
for each child threepence, per diem. Subsequently quarters have been provided for 


them.) 
WHEN from our shores our warriors went, 
All England joined in heartfelt cheers ; 
Our shouts the very welkin rent, 
And, oh! our eyes were dim with tears. 
And then, when we had ceased to shout, 
We—turned their wives and children out. 


At duty’s call, for England, home 
And beauty—as in Nelson’s days— 
Our gallant heroes crossed the foam 
To set the wond’ring world ablaze. 
To guard our hearths they risked their lives, 
And we—we homeless made their wives. 


When on the march in Eastern lands, 
Beneath the scorching Soudan sky, 
Or when, on bloodstained desert sands, 
The soldier lays him down to die, 
How sweet to think his country kind 

Turned out the girl he left behind. 


What ! shall our England, she who owns 
Such sons, of very life blood free, 

For bread give to their children stones ? 
To them and theirs a niggard be? 

No, lest the world that owns their fame 

Should cry upon their country—Shame ! 








WHEN SHALL WE “STRIKE”? 
IMPERIAL PARLIAMENT—HOUSE OF COMMONS. 


N the motion for the second read- 
ing of the Bill to provide that 
the British Empire do continue 
to enjoy an independent national 


existence, 

The Hon. Member for County 
Corkerary (Mr. O’GNAT) rose 
to a point of order (or ‘‘a 
point of supply,” or a ‘point 
of former question,” or any 
thing point you like), 

Mr. O’GNarT. I want to know 
whether my important motion 
about the twopence-halfpenny 
that Mike Doolan was swindled 
out of by his landlord is to be 
shelved in favour of a trumpery 
measure about the future of the 
British empire. 

Messrs. O’F ly, O’Grub, Fitz- 
Worm, O’Mite, and others hav- 
ing spoken for a week or two 
about Mike Doolan’s twopence- 
halfpenny, 

The PRIME MINISTER, ina 
most eloquent speech of a day 
or so, argued that the interest 
of the British empire should 
take precedence of Mike Doo- 
lan’s twopence-halfpenny. 

Mr. O’GNaT. I protest 
against the insinuation that Mike Doolan’s twopence-halfpenny is of less 
importance than 

The SPEAKER. The hon. member is out of order, 

Mr. O'GNAT. I’m not, begorra ! 

The SPEAKER. Yes, you are. 

A wrangle of a day or two then took place between the Speaker and 
Mr. O’Gnat, at the conclusion of which 

Mr. O’GRUB moved the previous question (or ‘‘ that the House ad- 
journ,” or ‘* Committee of Supply,” or ‘*a point of order,” or any other 
jargon you like), and 

A discussion of a week or two took place, after which 

The Home Secretary, during six hours, contended that the motion 
of Mr. O’Grub ought not to be allowed to—— 

. as . * ” * 

Mr. Fon (Hon. Member for Common Sense). What a poor fool you 
must be, John Bull, to stand this year after year ! 

For the Motion : Everybody (including the Irish). Against: Nobody. 
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The Egyptian Boat Race. 


In TRAINING, 
(See Cartoon.) 


** Row, brothers, row !” 
Oh yes, we know 
These two are practising this racing 
weather ; 
But then, we see 
They don’t agree 
Like brothers, and don’t therefore 
pull together, | 











Water so rough 
Is quite enough 
To add a downright danger to the 
rowing : 
The oldest hand 
Aghast might stand, 
To view o’er what a course the craft 
are going. 
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The toughest ‘‘ stroke” 
Would find no joke | 
In battling with the breakers that 
are nearing ; 


The nicest skill 





Is needed till 











They get to shelter, and the finest 
steering. 


To pull us through, 
The strongest crew 
We're wanting now; so throw off hat 
and coat, boys, 
Combine your work, 
A change don’t shirk 
For England’s sake and—row in the | 
same boat, boys, | 





It is the Gauze; it is the | 
Gauze. 


FANS are now being made much | 
smaller and lighter than hitherto, 
and are chiefly of gauze or tulle. 
They must mind they do not get | 
tu(lle) light and small, or they will | 
be but fan-toms of their former 
selves; and fan-cy what a sensation | 
that would gauze, 








‘* Blow, blow, thou winter wind, 
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EAST WINDS. 
Thou art not sounkind As man’s ingratitude.”—As You Like It, 
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THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


MONDAY.—These are martial times. The very month is March. 
The Lords seem to burn with war fever, and discuss nothing but drums 
and guns, ‘General talk” evidently their commander, Lord Bury, 


objects to short service system. Straws show the drift of the tide. His | semind the country thet, unlike Ledy Clase Vete de Vere’s manners, it 


lordship poses to-night as a straw-bury. Lord Granville objects to at- 
tacks on Lord Wolseley, Let the Mahdi monopolise these, and see how 
he likes it. Still Bury can’t bury the hatchet—but axes—I mean, asks 


why colonial offers have not been accepted. This brings up George, | 


who states that when the time comes Mother England will greet her 
sons in arms with open arms, and shoulder arms with them shoulder to 
shoulder (not the cold shoulder either). Lord Denman introduces 


Women’s Suffrage Bill. Evidently his learned lordship is the ladies’ | 


man, Must alter his title to Lord mai-Denman. 

Commons.—Brand gives us interesting particulars of six-inch guns. 
The charge of the gun is nine hundred pounds avoirdupois; the charge 
for the gun nineteen thousand five hundred pounds sterling, Guns are 
generally cast, but this one’s had a *‘ bust,” so Brand says no more brand 
new ones of that sort. Lord Fitzmaurice informs Sir Heron Maxwell, a 
Scotch baronet—but not the original ‘* Caller Herrin”—that communi- 
cations are pending as to the recent German annexation of—not the 
Princess Beatrice—but the Cameroons. Lord Hartington announces 
indisposition of Mr. Gladstone. Warton’s Yah-yah!” generally in- 
opportune, particularly so in this case. Champion blocker sat on. 
Everybody sorry to learn the Old Grand Man has met with a chill, 


perhaps intensified by coldness of ci-devant friends. Czsar incomplete | 
isiec and Go. Baer Ee | railway. The member for Eye pokes his nose into Russo-Afghan diffi 


without a Brutus, Cassius, and Co. Poor Hartington up and down, 
like Jack-in-the-box, answering questions. Carbutt wants to know why 
amps for Berber railway supplied from New York. Answer—Because 








they were ready, and time pressed. ‘‘I don’t know much about pumps, 
Mr. Fun,” said his Lordship sotto voce, “although they put M.P. at the 
end of my name, but I fancy the House could supply any quantity of 
spouters, and not miss ’em ;” and he was again buried in thought—and 
his hat—till up again to move address of thanks for Royal Message, and 


had ‘‘ the Reserve.” Committee on Redistribution Bill, Dilke enlarges 
on Boundary Commission (nothing to do with acrobatic agency). 

Tuesday.—Lord Kimberley is delighted to announce offers of troops 
for the Soudan from Rajahs of Hyderabad, Puttoli, and Bhopah 
Bravo, India! Tennyson shouts, *‘Good luck to each state, and 
good luck to each Rajah, and may all their shadows for ever grow 
larger!” 

Gladstone back in the Commons, looking a little bit worn, and leaning 


on a stick. House enthusiastic. Irishmen eager to tread on tail of 


Speaker's coat. Like many other people treading on Peel, they slip. 
Angry echoes from the East. The growl of the Russian Bear wakes 


the roar of the old Lion. Bruin very close to Afghan jackal. Mischief 


brewin. Stuart Wortley says after Fitzmaurice’s explanation, ‘‘ It’s all 
very well for Fitz to call it ‘the alf-gone frontier ;’ if we don’t mind 
it’ll soon be ‘all gone.’” Debate on Seats Bill. Seats most unpropor- 
tionally represented are Deceit and Conceit. 

Wednesday.—Commons still on their Seats Bill. Scotch Members 


| can’t stand arrangement of seats. House appoints Kitchen Committee. 


Subject of grave importance. 
Thursday.—Salisbury thinks airy castles not in it with Suakim-Berbe1 


culty. Gladstone requests Eye to hold his tongue. Russia has her 
ears open. 
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-ORRESPONDENTS.—Zhe Edi‘or does not bind Aimsiti/ lo acknowledge 
accompanitd by a stamped and directed envelope 
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Or the picture exhibitions, the great picture of ‘‘ Calvary,” by Monk- 
asky, at the Egyptian Hall, and ‘* The Triumph of the Innocents,” by 
Holman-Hunt, at the Fine Art Society Rooms, New Bond Street, will pees 
be among the attractions of the season; but to our thinking, the small 
collection of water-colours, by the late Fred. Walker, at Mr, Dun- 
thorn’s Gallery, has more interest by far than either of the pretentious 
works before named ; a collection including ‘‘ Philip in Church,” ‘‘ The 
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yesterday—a long spell of work for them.”] 
 THIs writer shows a large amount of gall— 
And ve their Lordships makes remarks most rude ; 
’Tis something that they deign to sit a¢ a/1, 
But that they sat in their begilded hall 
For forty minutes, shows their forty-tude. 
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PROVERBIAL PHILOSOPHY, 
Sister.—‘‘'Ou! Tommy, you BAD BOY, WHAT A FRIGHT YOU HAVE GIVEN US! We’'VE BEEN LOOKING FOR YOU EVERYWHERE, 
Dipn’T YOU HRAR US CALLING?” 
ff! Zommy.—**Coorse I pip,” Sister.—*' THEN WHY EVER DIDN’T YOU ANSWER ' 
‘a Tommy.—‘*’Cos PA SAYS, ‘DON'T HOLLER TILL YOU’RE OUT OF THE Woop!’” 
H mae: 
: di Round the Galleries, The Forty-ter in Re. 
; (A writer in a daily paper says satirically that ‘‘the Lords sat for forty minutes 











Fishmonger’s Shop ’’ and the ‘‘ Harbour of Refuge,” ** The Ferry-boat,” | = 
‘* A Street in Cookham,”’ and many others by one of England’s most 
7. gifted artists cannot fail to attract much attention. Mr. Danthorn ex- 

‘ hibits two important and high-class etchings, ‘‘ Philip in Church,” is by 
H. Herkomer, A.R.A., the sweet sentiment of this ever-charming picture 
ought to make it a most popular print, and the ‘‘ Ferry-boat,”’ by R. W. 
Macbeth, A,R.A., is a most exquisite example of the manipulative skill 
| of this most successful of ull our modern etchers. 








THE popular notion of the ‘*Scuttle” policy among the Working 
Classes,—A full coal-‘* Scuttle,” 
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Two or Irisn ** Hor.”—O'Brien and Sexton. 


aria Pret Ais tna thas 
JACK anv JILL,” 

A NEW ILLUSTRATED WEEKLY JOURNAL 

FOR BOYS AND GIRLS. | 

Light Large Pages full of Pictures & Reading of all Kinds & Sorts. 
EVERY THURSDAY. PRICE ONE PENNY. 

‘““FUN” OFFICE, 153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 
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Pints. | addition of 
ALFRED BIRD & BONS, Devonshire Works, 


Birmingham 








BIRD'S 
sufficient for 3 
Pints, « 
Packet for 7 
lead pencil, and aelther scratch nor spurt, the points b ' 
rounded by a new process. Six Prize Medals awarded. Assorted 
Sample Box,6d.; post-free,7 stamps to the Works Birmingham 











Starch. 


PURE!!! SOLUBLE 


Cadbury's 
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HEAD-HITS BY THE HEAD-HITTER OF “FUN;” OR, A VARIED HEAD-COVERING. 











wiles er aimee s 


MEE LG EGER? 


PW as haley age PN 


ey 
ea 


Sa RE ete 


il EMR Saale 
8 RET ke 
pe : 
“—» 


Bs MB 


x. 


tp ale cS A lg dar ao i 


<i. 


2 
3 
? 
hs 
; 
as 
+ 2k, 
y 4 ye 
F | 
eae 
i a8 
































































FUN. 





MARCH 18, 1885. 








SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


wee CY HE EMPIRE.—If any 





piece is to succeed in 
this vast caravansary of 
a house, I should say 
The Lady of the Locket 
is the piece to do it. 
Something more intel- 
lectual in the way of 
dialogue, more interest- 
ing and less hackneyed 
in story, less verbose in 
the setting forth, and 
less over - larded with 
partisan politics, might 
make assurance doubly 
sure, perhaps; but the 
songs are written with a 
lilt and swing, and a 
technical facility, which 
cannot be too greatly admired, or too warmly welcomed after the slip- 
shod puerilities we have sometimes had to endure. Mr. Hamilton has 
discovered the value of triple rhymes as aids to liveliness, but he has 
not escaped some of the pitfalls they lay for the unwary, and he is, 
perhaps, open to the charge of over-indulgence in them. This, how- 
ever, is purely technical, and it is more to the purpose that most of the 
songs have the rare merit of having something to say, and saying it well, 


ee ee 


But the author has dropped upon good times, anyway. The music 
is just of the right kind—lively and tuneful without jingle, and musicianly 
without being pedantic: just the sort of music to ‘‘ catch on,” in fact, 
without laying its author open to the charge of ‘* pandering to the mob.” 
The costumes and spectacle generally are thoroughly tasteful in the 
midst of lavish display, and not unsuccessful in imparting something of 
original beauty to the somewhat familiar ‘‘middle-ages” Venetian costume 
and surroundings, The cast, too, is of unusual all-round strength ; but the 
whole thing is infinitely too long, and why, with such an evening before 
them, managerscan’t begin before eight o'clock, and give unfortunatescribes 
the chance of commencing their copy before midnight begins to chime, 
is, alas! a mystery never likely to be dispelled. For my own part, I 
never stay beyond a certain time for the best play that ever walked—or 
crawled. — 

Mr. C, HAYDEN COFFIN, a new singer, out and away carried off the 
honours of the evening. Gifted with a rich voice, and an easy unaffected 
method, he amply earned the enthusiastic reception he met with. Miss 
St. John, not wholly recovered from her ‘‘ temporary indisposition,” per- 
haps, sung scarcely with her accustomed vigour, but no serious fault 
can be found with her. She indulged in an occasional “‘ laziness” of 
intonation, and seems to be developing a ‘‘ disappointed tragedian” 
method of pronunciation, as ‘‘a maid-a of-a high-a degree-a,etc,” 





Mr. J. L. Suing, provided with a funnily-conceived part, and with- 
out his customary stomachic padding, was able to create rather more 
amusement than usual, The singing of asong aimed at “ East-enders ” is 
a tactical mistake, however; the political jokes may be sustained with 
equanimity, red-hot Radicals as we are we laugh happily thereat (at 
none more merrily than at the huge one which suggests the early arrival 
of a Conser- 
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loss to under- 
stand the 

ra tification 

erived from ™ 
pleasing one 
portion of an df, 
audience at 
the expense 
of the other, and although we'd much rather have no politics at all, ’tis 
a time-honoured custom, look you, so let it pass. To sing a song aimed, 
more or less, slap in the faces of the popular parts of the house, how- 
ever, is both ungracious and impolitic as Mr. Shine, with vigorous sibi- 
lation, was reminded. 
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Mr. H. Bracy and Miss Edith Brandon had little to do beyond sing- 
ing, but they did that extra well; the lady has a very charming presence, 
Mr. Charles Ryley (with an incidental wink at a friend in an upper box) 
contributed some very pleasant vocalization, too, but, in common with 
his fellow ‘* Venetian gentleman,” Mr. H. Eversfield, seemed unable, 
in his eel-like costume, to refrain from characteristic wriggling. Miss 
Lesley Bell had a dreadful cold, Miss K. Bellingham was sweetly nervous, 
and Miss Susie Vaughan right quaintly comical in a hackneyed kind of 


part. 


TuE Gaiety non-fee system is not in vogue here, and visitors had 
better ascertain the position of their seats by consulting the box-plan in 
the vestibule, when they can inform the attendants of their whereabouts 
—information much needed by the same, NESTOR. 


ae ——— 


THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK-TOWER. 


FrIpAy, March 6th.—Lord Granville has hit the mark—Bismarck— 
but still he is not happy. Rather too profuse in apologies ; shall call 
him Grannyville. ‘‘ Milk and water” no match for ** Blood and Iron.” 
Tory Lords ripple that generally calm brook, Northbrook, by running 
down the Navy. Quite the usual thing for one ship to run down another, 
but Northbrook excepts their Lordships. Our vessels are keeping pace 
with the age, especially in tonnage ; and the number of tenders coming 
in, evinces the tender solicitude of everybody to prevent Britannia from 
waiving her rule of ruling the waves. ; 

Splendid sight in the Commons, Lord Mayor of Dublin has “got 
‘em on ;” and, in full glory of civic robes, presents petition to House tor 
Committee to inquire into depressed state of Irish manufactures. After 
our eyes have recovered the dazzle of this glory, we observe Ritchie, our 
East-ender, but not at all least tender nature, pleading in sympathetic 
tones for Lower Thames communication, and asking, Why should Wap- 
ping wait? ‘‘ Almost as good as Wilson Barrett,” says Sir Wilfrid ; 
adding, with the smile that always beams radiance on his own jokes, 
‘‘after all, they’re much alike, Ritchie is the Hamlet’s member.” 
Hartington practically admits Chaplin’s insinuation that Quartermaster- 
General in India has smelt a rat—the Russians moving towards Herat. 
Sorry to learn from the ‘‘ lounging lord” that ‘‘ our only general” has 
cataracts in his eye. Relieved to learn they are only the Nile cataracts 
—all stirring acts just now, and replete with ¢ad/eaux. Mr. Caine in- 
forms Sir H. Wolff that although gunner Cathie, who was mentioned 
for bravery at Tamai, will not be specially rewarded, he will not be lost 
sight of; Fun hopes they’ll make a big gun of this gunner. Redistri- 
bution Bill in Committee. Parnell tries to throw more mud at Lord 
Spencer, but it sticks in his hands. Complains that Government is 
wrapped up in Ulster. This brings up Plunkett, who, as a loyal Irish- 
man, defends loyal Irishmen against those who, when Irish soldiers were 
— their blood in the Soudan, were calling out for cheers for the 
Mahdi. 

Monday.—Lord Henniker dissatisfied with railway rates. Thought 
at first Flying Dutchman and Zulu were too fast for him, but it seems 
Henniker thinks Hennikers—I mean any curse—to British trade, like 
preferential freights to foreign commerce, ought to be removed. The 
member for 7ruth asks Lord Fitzmaurice whether Lord Granville has 
received Bismarck’s despatch referred to in North German Gazette. 
Letter read from Granny to Fitz, which leads one to suppose that some- 
body has made a misdeal. Granny has dropped one of his cards, or 
somebody has it up his sleeve. More about the Soudan pumps. Dis- 
content at Government dealing with foreign contractors takes Zanzye-ble 
shape. ‘* A well-known firm at Birmingham ” only too happy to supply 
them. Roars from Tories, much to disgust of Joseph. In Supply 
Pease objects to Suakim railway. Illingworth supports Pease—wants 
peace at any price—suggests another scuttle out. Bitterest opponents 
of this Liberal Government seem to be the Radical party. Opposition 
leader comes to the rescue. 

Tuesday.— What ! all up with Union Jack? or rather Union Jack 
hauled down? As they say in the old plays, blood an’ ’ouns ! only just 
now its Cameroons! The Lords are relieved to learn from Granny that 
no official confirmation received at F. O. or German Embassy, Com- 
mons in Committee on Redistribution Bill. Parnell objects to Dublin 
University having two Members ; believes rather in halviog than Dublin 
University representation. Arnold wants to disfranchise small boroughs. 

Wednesday.—Still on Redistribution Bill. (N.B.—though s#:// not 
quiet.) Mulholland wants to Mull-Ireland by grouping boroughs. A- 
mendment rejected. The O’Gorman Mahon votes with the ayes, but 
— he is one of the noes out of joint. 

hursday.—Lord Wemyss complains of Bengal Tenancy Bill. Same 
as Irish Land Act, only the ryots are the landlords, Passed in haste, be- 
cause Viceroy wanted to goto Simla. Kimberley reads Viceroy’s tele- 
sagged + atall simla. Question time in Commons—‘‘ Enquire within 
or everything” supply. Bartlett Bantam philogermanic. Where’s 
missing German despatch. Gladdy says we've never had a smell of it, 
‘cause why? It was never s(c)ent. 
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A Word for the Force, 


[See recent examples in the press of bravery shown by the police.) 


To you, oh policeman ! (or *‘ peeler,”’ 
Or “ blue-bottle,” ** Bobby,” or “slop ’’) 
Who sternly regard each reeler, 
Who elects about pavements to drop. 
To you who are sometimes called ‘‘ copper,” 
And various sobriguets, 
Fon feels it would be only proper 
To offer his meed of praise. 





At our blue friend we’re often laughing, 
Re mutton, and rabbit pie ; 
And we sometimes have said, in ‘‘ chaffing,” 
That ‘‘ when wanted he’s seldom by.” 
And jesters have called his vocation 
The reverse of a happy one, 
Yea, oft has his style and station 
Been good-humouredly quizzed by Fun, 


But though at the Force he laughs loudly 
In a casual kind of way, 

Fun begs to remark that he proudly 
Views the courage these men display. 

Their devotion to duty’s unswerving, 
And boldly dread risks they run, 

Yes, their facing of perils unnerving, 
The praise of the nation has won, 
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When some cur of the dynamite faction, 
Has set his machine—and flown : 

The Bobby has saved, by prompt action, 
Many lives, at the risk of his own, 

And while we o’nights are dozing, 
Unarmed to his duty he flies ; 

And with murderous burglars closing, 
He oft in defending us, dies ! 


And often has Bobby, clad thickly, 
The river at midnight braved, 

Yea, he oft in the stream has leapt quickly, 
And the would-be suicide saved. 

Of his pluck and his self-abnegation, 
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The proofs ev’ry day increase, 
And make all the British nation 
Most proud of her brave police ! 





M. HENRI ROCHEFORT says he reckons O’Donovan Rossa 
amongst his friends. Henri has not tried to borrow a dollar 
from the ‘* patriot ” yet. 





Young Lady.—“*AND HOW 1S JOHNNY GETTING ON AT THE NRW 
SCHOOL, Mrs. SCATTERPOLE?” 

Mrs. Scatterpole.—‘‘OH, BEAUTIFULLY, My DRar! 
Six LANGUAGES—FRENCH, GERMAN, LATIN, GREEK, ALGEBRA, AND 
Euc ip!” 


A YOUNG CRICHTON. 


He’s LEARNING 








THE BLUNDERBERRYS AT BREAKFAST. 


** ANYTHING new, dear ?” asked Mrs. Blunderberry, especially radiant, 
as she beamed at her husband over the teapot. 

“*Yes—bread,” replied her lord and master, helping himself to a 
crusty hunk from the loaf, and keeping his eyes fixed upon the newspaper. 
I don't mean that, Solomon. What I mean is, is there anything fresh ?” 

Yes—butter,” responded the great and good man, as he transferred 
a quarter of a pound to his plate. 

_ “He, he, he!” tittered his better half. ‘‘ Why, Solomon, you’re 
Just like cross questions and crooked answers.” 

‘Aha! What ground have you, Mrs. B., for believing my answers 
go about with a crutch and a limp? What put it into that vacuum of 
yours, which you ironically call a brain, that my replies contained as 
many eccentric irregularities as your own features? Three more angles 
and a corollary would set you up complete as a geometrical problem.” 
Mrs. Blunderberry reflectively stirred her tea with the butter-knife, 
while her husband devoured his bloater and the morning paper in silence. 
ie You might tell me what’s in the papers,” pleaded Mrs, Blunderberry. 
__ Letters, Mrs. B , letters—nothing but letters.” 

Oh, I know all about them,” replied the worthy lady quickly. ‘I’ve 
seen it in the advertisements—Mr. Wilson Barrett wrote them.” 

s Wodyermean ? ’ cried Mr. Blunderberry, startled out of his interest 

in the City article, and dropping his fork in his lap. 

Wil Oh, haven’t you seen it, dear? It's all come out at last. It is Mr. 
son Barrett who writes the letters of funius.” 

Great (Edipus! Is there any mystery in this world which you can- 
not unravel ? You know who the Man in the Iron Mask was, don’t 
ps? You know how many blue beans make five, don’t you? You 

now who killed Cock Robin, don’t you? Fetch out the Gordian-knot 


that it may be untied by this female Blunderberry.” 











| drums, a penn’orth of burnt cork and a diamond lighthouse in the front 
| of your shirt, is all you need to be end man of a nigger minstrel show.” 


Junius Casar wrote his Commentaries.” 


‘‘ Well, dear, I’m sure I’ve seen something about Mr. Wilson Barrett 
and Yunius, and Yunius was a special correspondent to one of the 
newspapers. I know ‘hat, although you pretend I am so ignorant.” 

‘*Great Koscius! Why, Mrs. B., Wilson Barrett is an actor.” 

‘‘That’s no reason why he shouldn’t be able to write,” retorted the 
good lady triumphantly. 

‘‘And Yunius is a play, ma’am—a play by the late Lord Lytton— 
d’ye hear me? So much for the mystery you have unravelled,” 

“But they used to call plays mysteries in the old times, didn’t they ?” 

‘€Oh, you’re an authority on the stage, ain’t you? You know y- 
thing about the drama, don’t you? Who told you that a five-act tragedy 
was a thing to guess the answer to? What put it into your head that 
the legitimate drama was an enigma? en thousand a year for 
royalties, and a column of abuse in the newspapers, is all you want to 
be a successful dramatic author. 

‘*] wish I were,” sighed Mrs. Blunderberry. 

‘*‘With your power of discovering mysteries and answering conun- 


‘Then I suppose it is Junius Coesar that Mr. Barrett acts.” 

‘‘That’s it. You've guessed it again, What a solver of riddles you 
are! Hang it, ma’am! Why don’t you write a new History of Rome?” 

‘Bat, Solomon, dear, if you were to take me to see Mr. Wilson 
Barrett I should know all about it then. You will—won’t you?” 

“Hullo! Here comes the omnibus,” replied Mr, Blunderberry 


struggling into his overcoat. 
‘“VYou'll get tickets to-day, Solomon, won't you? And I can make 





up my black silk to look as good as new, and then I shall hear how 
3ut Mr. Blunderberry had slammed the door before she finished. 
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PARLIAMENTARY SKETCHES. 











THE SPEAKER PROCEEDED TO COUNT NOosgs. 


Deary me! What a small number have furned uf to-night,” said 
the Chair. ‘‘Why? Goodness only knows!” 








ARMY ESTIMATES WERE THEN GONE INTO. 


The debate on potted lobster caused a red-hot fiery wrangle. Allusion 
to financial deficit created a perfect storm, 














Tue H. S. ADDRESSED THE Hous® AT LENGTH. 


** We stand on the bri ih ofa yawning abyss,” remarked the hon 


gentleman. I cannot let the subject sleep. 








GREATLY SIMPLIFIED! 


First Great GUN AT THE Horse Guarps. Eh? What's this ?—‘‘ Major 
Wardrop and five others—crept up round enemy’s flank—left one man to keep 
firing rapidly as possible—crept round further—left another man—so forth—and 
finally threw the whole body of the enemy into a panic.” Dear me! [I'll tell you 
what, we've been sending out an absurdly unnecessary number of men all along ; 
the idea of our being so wasteful as to send out hundreds and thousands! Why, 
a dozen would more than—— 

THe OTHER GREAT Guns. Of course. Well, we shall know better in future. 

. = ” aa * ad 

First G. G. (when the next war comes on), Well, look here, you fellows ; it 
appears that the enemy won’t be able to throw into the field more than about fifty 
thousand men; so we ought to beat him easily if we send out—now let’s see—say 
three infantry, eh? 

Seconp G. C. Oh, that ought to be guive enough. Then about the cavalry? 
Two cavalry ought to do, eh? 

THIRD G. G. Zwo! Why, what on earth can we want to send all that lot for? 
Surely one would be amply sufi—— ; 

Sgconp G. G. Well, you see, he would have to be in ¢o0 many places at once— 
more places, I fancy, than one man could manage to be in; but two would do 
it well. 

“First G. G. Ah, yes! perhaps you’re right; and now the artillery? What do 
you think—one field piece? 

Seconp G. G. One? It seems a good deal, doesn’t it? Couldn’t we get one 
cut in half? 

First G. G. Well, I asked them at Woolwich, and they said it wouldn’t work 
well unless there was always a wall handy to press the open side against when it 
was let off. SoI thought it would be less cumbersome to send a whole gun than 
half a one and a wall. 

Seconp G. G. Yes, perhaps so: and then artillerymen? One, I suppose; it 
seems a large force, but still I suppose we must—— 

First G. G. Yes, I’m afraid so; the surgeon-major tells me that you can’t very 
well divide a man—that is, not for rough work like that. His staying powers might 
be impaired; and besides, he might find he required the very bit of him left at 
home in stores, 

SEcoND G, G. Ob, very well, then; one artilleryman—a little one, of course. 
And transport ? 

First G.G, Well, I was thinking of a boy forthat. There’sa very active errand- 











boy I know, and he could have the market-basket out of the kitchen to carry the 
provisions. Besides, he’s been a doctor’s boy, and would do for the medical staff. 

CHANCELLOR OF EXCHEQUER (entering dzjectedly). Well, you fellows ; another | 
war, and more expenditure! I suppose about seven or eight millions ? 

G. G’s. Not a bit of it, our dear boy! We calculate it at about one pound 
seventeen and ninepence, all told. How’ll ¢Aat suit you? 

Cu, oF ExcH. Eh? What? You don’t really mean——? My dear fellows! 
I'll stand a drink—what you like—blest if I don’t ! 

> . * * > * 

First MEMBER OF BRITISH PuBLic, Hullo! what’s all this crowd for? 

SECOND M. OF B. P, Why, to see the troops embark for Africa, to be sure. 
There’s the boat they’re going in. It’s all ready and fitted; room for six, and the | 


eee 





little un and the field-gun in the stern, and two of ’em to row; provisions for a; 


year's campaign in that locker there, and the ammunition in that water-tight 
collar-box, Well arranged, isn't it? 
+ - 2 * a” * 

First M. or B. P. Any news from the seat of war? 

SECOND M, oF B, P. Oh, yes. Enemy entirely routed with heavy loss. While 
Private T. Atkins diverted the enemy—twenty-five thousand strong—in front, 
Troopers Brown and Jones, and Green, the artillery, worried his flanks until our 
main body—Privates Wilkinson and Smith—came up at his rear, entirely sur- 
rounded him, and captured the lot. 








Bar One. 





(The inhabitants of Belgravia recently sent a deputation to the Board of Works, to protest | 
against ¢/:¢/> bars and gates being removed. } } 
BELGRAVIA was lately up in arms, 
Bar-abolition its grand mind alarms, 
It hates it more than Tories our Prime Minister. 
** Don’t move our bars,” it said the other day, 
** All other gates and bars are in the way, 
But, lo! Belgravian bars are not bars-sinister.” 





THe Queen has invested about a million sterling in ground rents in the city. 
Her Most Gracious Majesty has only just found out how unmercifully tenants are 
ground down and rent to pieces by rapacious landlordism, in the very core of the 
world’s business. On making the discovery, the royal lady threw herself boldly 
into the breach and came tothe rescue. The dragon, Ransack Rent, will of course 
be prevented from going up higher by Her Majesty’s disinterested championship. 
Who will grudge a yearly grant of money to the Princess Beatrice on hearing of 
the Queen’s benign conduct ? 





Motto for the Troops lately in the Desert. —* All’s zvei/ that ends zwei.” 
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On the Road to Herat. 
Tue INDIAN RED RIDING Hoop, 
(See Cartoon.) 


WiTH the dangerous signs in the 
East which prevail 
For some reason, 
A new version of Little Red Riding 
Hood’s tale | 
Comes in season. 


On Afghanistan’s borders the scene 
has been laid | 
For the story ; 
And Miss India stands as the sweet | 
pretty maid 
In her glory. 








Now that glory has stirr’d up the | 
Russian Bear’s bile, 
So he’s running | 
To perform the Wolf's part with 
insidious guile | 
And much cunning. 
By grandmotherly words and dis- 
guise ’tis his plan 
Just to cheat her ; 
Though we know that he’ll catch | 
her at once, if he can, 
And then eat her. 























But a something she sees to distrust | 
in his face | 
And expressions, 
Soshe doesn’t accept witha very good 
grace 
His professions. 


How ‘twill end, I don’t say: but as | 
surely as I 
Am a sinner, 
That delightfully nice little girl | 
won't supply 
The Bear’s dinnez. 











HERE’s a good example of ‘‘it is | 
never too late to break,” A Scotch | 
couple that had been married thirty- 
five years, and were the parents of 
fifteen children, recently took it into 
their heads to seek a divorce. The 
gentleman’s guidwife stated that he 
was far too fond of singing, ‘Gina 
body kiss a body comin thro’ the 
rye!” for her taste. 
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THE INCOME-TAX THERMOMETER “RISING RAPIDLY.” 








ee eA 





TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THE EDITOR oF ** Fon,” 


S1R,—Rather than be bothered any more with your continual re- 
proaches, I will present you with a new turquoise and ruby breast-pin, 


ceived. Iam now getting up a subscription for the purpose, and any 
one who wishes to ‘‘join in,” may send their contributions to me, ‘* Care 


Barnes, To be called for.” Subscription list now open. 
Next week I hope to reckon up the Lincolnshire Handicap, and even 


Although he is first favourite, he is good business, and so is Bendigo. 
But no more on that head at present. Just to keep your hand in, you 
might try your luck on the strength of this 


TIP FOR THE LOUGHBOROUGH STEEPLECHASE PLATE, 


Let’s drink to success (though it’s far from a guzzler 
Mr. Trophonius ever was found) ; 

For the Loughborough Steeplechase Plate is a puzzler— 
Even the Prophet scarce hopes to expound. 

The horses and *‘ maidens,” and ‘‘ geldings” and aged ones, 
Eager for victory, crowd to the spot ; 

And yet the Old Prophet, of all the engaged ones, 
Don’t know a single one out of the lot ! 


And shall the Old Man let this ignorance militate, 
Much against giving his tip, if you please ? 





in place of the one I sent you before, and which you say you never re- | 





of ‘The Muggy One,’ Pot-boy and ‘ Chucker-out,’ the Three Whistlers, | 


now, I may say, don’t let anybody lead you to despise St. Blaise. | 





No, it’s more likely, by far, to facilitate 
Such a one’s plunging im medias res, 

So let not the party, who'd be a large pocketer, 
Play with False Prophet or Baker Pasha ; 

Though / fancy Welton and gelding of Rocketer— 
Scandal to lead them to victory—ha ! 


Yours, &c., 


And so no more at present from 
TROPHONIOS, 








Not equal to the Occasion. 


A PERSON professing to be a German teacher of the violin has 
been calling at a number of houses in the West-End, and asking for 
money on the ground (or rather in the hall) that he has been compelled 
to pawn his instrument, and consequently had lost his pupils. Luckily 
for society, he called upon one gentleman who is an amateur violinist, 
and fe handed him his own instrument and was naturally ee to 
find that the ‘‘ professor ” did not even know how to hold it. After this 
exposé, it is to be hoped that he will get no more ‘‘ fiddler’s money,” and 
our thanks are due to the gentleman who has been ‘‘ instrumental” in 
his detection. 





A CORRESPONDENT writing to a daily paper, asks, ‘‘ Why should the 
vast concerns of the British empire be for ever the shuttlecock of Whigs 
and Tories?” Perhaps it is because both parties seem a deal too 


| anxious to open the battle-door lately 
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“THE LAW AND THE LADY.” 
[A Bill is shortly to be introduced to Parliament to deal with the abuses which interfere with the enjoyment of the Thames by the public.) 
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There, Miss; yor n venti n tiv i , ! 
, » you can venture on the River at last. I have given the Public-Bather Savage a suit which he can't take off; and I have dealt with the 
. wih y G A 


Swearer, and the Launch Bully, and the rest of them ; and you will be quite safe.” 
















































































HON .—miacz, 18, 1885. 
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| WHAT CUNNING EYES YOU'VE GOT.” 
WHAT CHEEK YOU’VE GOT.” 
WHAT A GREAT JAW YOU'VE GOT.” 
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ON THE ROAD TO HERAT—THE INDIAN RED RIDING HOOD. 


TO SEE YOU, MY DEAR.” 
TO SMILE WITH, MY DEAR.’ 
TO GOBBLE YOU UP WITH.” 
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NITRO-GLYCERINE AND THE MINOR ARTS. 
By A MINoR ARTIST. 
AT last I had perfected a great discovery. 


are in the air, and I am doing all I can to give them an airing. Iam a 
member of the House Arts and Industries Association, whose object is 


; 
7 7 . 
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to have a home-made mosaic pavement, a domestic-manufactured 
carved-oak dados, a stamped leather forticre, a brass plaque, and an 
Anglo-French cook in every cottage—yea, in every gipsy van in 
England. 

This is done in the hope that at some far time, yet ere Man shall 
attain the outside end of the Illimitable Future, some Art and Taste 
may eventually work its way up into our great public buildings, Hitherto 
Man has begun at the top and striven to build downwards: we, the 
Disciples of Truth, intend to lay a foundation, and build upwards, 
which, in the touching words of the Master, will be a big game—on 
toast. 

I had conquered one hundred and fifty of the minor arts by the simple 
methods laid down in our law, that if you can only design a pattern, 
and then work it out in any material, you will have raked in the entire 
Pot—as it is expressed by our revered Preceptor in the words of Sakoon- 
fala, [The Sanskrit reference is to rice-pudding. | 

But even as through every rope and any other thing in the navy there 
runs a red thread to denote royal ownership, or as a red tape winds in 
the core of everything official, so through all my one hundred and fifty 
arts there was a Want—yea, through the wood-carving, and utilisation 

f old corks and used-up spools, and mosaics and brass-work, and beau- 
tified oyster-shells, and beatified brickbats, and picture-frames made of 
discarded donkey-shoes, the Want went ever on. It was the need of a 
perfectly good glue. 

It is sad in this life to want love ; but, oh! the agony of wanting glue 
—ood glue—glue which will hold, as the teacher says, like grim death 
to a dead nigger! [It was not original with him, by the way. I found 
it in the Hebrew poem of ‘‘ Malach ha Mowes,” p. 35, 1. 10.] 

When the night is darkest day comes, and when the tale of bricks is 
heaviest Moses paddles in and, as the teacher says, stirs ’em up lively, 
and shows them a new racket. When I was in despair I met with an 
American. 

It was in the Pritish Museum. 

Ile was looking attentively at a number of palzolithic stone relics, 
Turning abruptly to me, he said— 

** Mister, Injun arrer-heads must be amazin’ scarce over here, con- 
siderin’ what a rough lot they hev put up as keerful as dimons. The 
boys in our place hev collectioned about four hundred and ninety-two 
thousand, and the worst one in the lot is better lookin’ than the entire 
bilin’ here. See—here’s a sample.”’ 

Saying this, he drew from his pocket, intermingled with shillings, 
pence, keys, a revolver cartridge, and a piece of chewing-tobacco, several 
very beautiful arrow-heads of jasper and obsidian, I admired them 
greatly, and offered to return them. 

** Keep ‘em, mister,” said the American, ‘‘It you fancy ’em you're 
welcome to ‘em, They are exceptional curiosities. I found ’em all 
stickin’ in a dead baby, shot by the Injuns.” 

I invited him to lunch. I came to talk of the minor arts. I was 
astonished to find that the stranger seemed to understand all I said. He 
remarked that the Injuns in his neighbourhood were very assthetic, 
and that his gals and some others had formed a drawin’ and modulatin’ 
society ; but as they were all on the mash, he guessed that since they 
bad admitted young men, it would turn out to be a decorated heart 
club. I was startled at the wild poetry which broke loose from his soul, 

I came to my great need—the want ofa good glue. The American 
awoke. 

** Well, I guess you've stole the right hen this time, mister,”’ he re 











The reader must know that I am devoted to the minor arts. They | 


long as you exclude it from the air, as the preacher said of innocence. 
And ef you stir some glycerine into it, it won’t crack off when dry—any 
more than an empty revolver. And so you'll hev a patent magnum 
bonum champion glue of an extra-holy species, and that’s positive.” 


that the recipe was the thing superlative—the res-zssimus. I rushed to 
a chemist’s. Entering, I asked hurriedly for half a pint of nitric acid 
and four ounces of glycerine. The apothecary stared at me aghast, and 
then whispered something to an attendant youth, who disappeared. 


tone. 


such a sweet, delicate fluid 


glycerine.’ 


before the beak : there I was accused of being a Fenian, an exploder, 
an O'Donovan Rossa-upon-Pelionite 


marked. ‘‘I can boost you up a tree there; you've jined the right 
church for glue, you hev, when you came into my congregation. This 
is the prescription, and don’t you forget it. You take some good bilin’ 
hot glue—say a teacup full—and stir into it a spoonful of nitric acid, 
rather more than less. That'll hold like an old coquette to her last 
beau. If you spread it over a broad surface it won’t dry up all at once’t 
—it dessicates slow and sure, just as a darkey approximates to a melon- 
patch. And ef you put it in a bottle and cork it up, it’ll keep soft as 


We parted. His every word burned in my soul. I saw, felt, knew 


‘© Well!” I exclaimed. 

‘' Glycerine—nitric—acid !” he repeated slowly. 

‘* Nitric—acid—and—glycerine,” was my impatient reply. 

‘* Gly—cer—ine—and—ni—tric acid,” he responded in a deep, sad 


‘* Nitric acid,” I cried angrily. ‘** Don’t you know what it is?” 
‘* Glycerine—glycerine,” he murmured dreamily, ‘To think that 


2 








He began to search, and potter, and fumble among his bottles. The | 


youth reappeared. I saw him wink at the apothecary. 


‘* Very sorry, sir, but we're out of nitric acid,” he said, ‘‘ Also of 
- ] 

I went away impatiently. There were two policemen at the door. 
Ere I had gone a step one of them said— 

** Come with us; you're arrested.” 

Remonstrance was in vain. A four-wheeler was called. I was taken 


a traitor, and a cuss generally. 

The apothecary testified that I had asked him for such materials as } 
were only used in combination to manufacture deadly explosives, 

The first policeman swore he had seen me lunching with an American 
in an Irish hat. 

The second deposed that he had followed us all through the British 
Museum, and that we were manifestly making an examination of the 
building with a view to destroying it. He had seen the American give 
me something. 

I was searched. The arrow-heads were produced. Horror was de- 
picted on every countenance. The archeologist of the British Museum 
was called. He testified that the arrow-heads were of a very deadly 
description, and probably 
poisoned. A chemist was f 
summoned, He _ imme- 1 | 
diately, with a test-tube, -« 
detected traces of copper 
and nicotine, which would 
form an incurable blood 
poison. Being asked if they 
would aid in explosion, he 
replied it was very likely. 
Had heard of boilers ex- 
ploding, and boilers were 
often made of copper. 
This was, the magistrate 
exclaimed, sufficient, and 
more than sufficient, tohang 
me ten times, and have 
enough left over to deserve 
crucifixion. Amid the exe- 
crations of all present, I 
was conveyed tothedeepest 
dungeon in the Tower, 
and left there with one 
hundred and fifty pounds 
of fetters and similar orna- 
ments on my limbs. I am 
up to the neck in fetid 
mud and water. Snakes 
snd toads crawl over me, 
I endure a living death, 
Interviewers of newspapers 
call on me and ask me 
about my grandmother. 
Life is gradually becoming a nuisance. And mine is not insured. 

This is the result of a research for glue, anda passion for the minor arts. 























A “VANE” THING,—A weathercock. 
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THE AMATEUR PHOTOGRAPHER. 


























Together with a complete Experiments on his Mother. And, after encuring some agony in 
Guide- Book. the Dark Room, 
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eives an unfortunate interruption, s 
it is never completed. 
































Receives permission to take her photo Away to the Dark Room for Deve- 
1 
iopment. 











Taking the Cake. We have the pretty lassie yet, 
_ (A number of cakes have vanished lately through the Parcel’s Post. It is surmised Although the wedding-cake has gone ; 
eaat the y sung ladies ot the Post-office may have detained them to } lace bits under Of the two dainties, why regret 
on oe The coarser, more material one ? 
THe wedding-cake—the wedding-cake— We have the winning, winsome jades 
Which pretty girls have loved so long, Think ye they're doomed to be 6* o/d maids 7 "" 


Which cynics deem a huge mistake, 

And poets have enshrined in song. 
Of these rare morceaux quite a host An Arch Proposal. 
Have vanished in the Parcel’s ost. | 


Mr. ARCH having been selected as a candidate for one of the divisions 


“_- drove wy re I wen 4 at and small of West Norfolk, Mr. Walter Wren has ofiered to receive subscriptions 

With plums well stuffed. for nnnaiih ead hail. explanation, we may simply point out that Mr. Wren is anxious to 

ore Wren-der any assistance that will strengihen this Arch, and that he and 

ee Se HORt Sh ONE HE en his fellow-promoters Arch-eerfully working to bring about a (W)ren- 
And when the sun set, where cere they. siasaane (a oclliies. 


And where are they? Cut up, I fear, 
Beneath the pillows they are laid, What's a’ the steer, Kimmer ? 
Of P. O. girls, who put them here, oust . 
To pi of ines eh I’m afraid ! THE Duke of Edinburgh lately purchased some shorthorn steers which 
And must these cakes oni nymphs divine he intends to exhibit. It is to be hoped that they will steer him to 
Pass into naughty ae like thine ? success, otherwise H.R.H. will be likely to regard them au steer-ly. 
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CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES. 
“IT’S ALL RIGHT—HE’S A MEMBER.” 


{In answer to a correspondent, Mr. Gladstone wrote that, if it were true that Mr. 
Redmond, M.P., at a meeting after the fall of Khartoum, called for *‘ three cheers for 
the Mahdi ” the Government did not propose to notice it, believing that disloyal and 
unpatriotic behaviour is best left to the condemnation of public opinion. } 

First MEMBER OF PuBLic. Wot? Bin and attempted to blow u 
the Queen in Windsor Castle with dynamite? Where’s he? That's 
all «we want to know. Just let ws git ’old of the feller, and, if we swing 


for it, bless if we don’t ! 


. 


SECOND M. or P. Oh, won’t we? that’s all! Let's do our very best 
to ’elp the pleece to find ’im, on’y if we git ’old of him afore they do, we 
won’t leave much of him for them to finish, Meanwhile let’s lay in some 


ropes to hang him with. 
* oF a . > ” 
THIRD M. or P. *‘ Public excitement?” Well, I should think so! 
When a villain attempts to murder the Queen, and destroy Windsor 
Castle, it’s time for some strong feeling on the matter. Why, hanging 
won't meet the necessities of the case, if they catch the miscreant ! 
FourtH M. or P. No—they ought to introduce torture once in a way. 
Let us collect signatures for a memorial to the Government, praying that 
the person or persons shall be tortured when caught. And meanwhile, 
suppose we get up a subscription for the purchase of a rack and other 
things in readiness, 
* a . . . * 
AUTHORITY AT SCOTLAND YARD. Well, we must manage to find this 
man who tried to blow up the ‘)ueen, if we let all other business go, 
So don’t sleep a wink day or night, any of you, until you have tracked 
him down, and got him hanged. 
CHORUS OF Detectives. We won’t—we swear it! We w// hang 
this fellow ! 
* * ° * a * 
House or COMMONS.—THE ATTEMI’T AT WINDSOR CASTLE. 
Tie PRIME MINISTE!S A crime so dastardly, so demoniac, 





$0 vast, aiming as it does at the very root at once of our monarchical 
system, and of the centre of the atiection and esteem of the British nation, 
demands not only that no stone shall be left unturned to track down the 
designers, but that the utmost punishment of which the law is capable 
shall be, &c. Ac. 

THe House, Exactly! Bravo! Hear, hear! 





THE PRIME MINIsigr, I repeat that a crime so intolerable can only 
be wiped out by the extreme penalty of the——eh? Oh! o—o—oh! 


Ah— of course that entirely alters the matter. It appears, Mr. Speaker, 
that it has just come to light that the attempt to blow up the ()ueen at 
Windsor Castle was made by an honourable member of this House—the 
hon. member for County Begorra. Under these circumstances I am 
convinced that honourable members will feel that it would not be etiquette 
for the House to take any further notice of the affair, such conduct being 
better left to the condemnation of all right-minded per:ons, ) 
THe House. Ob, of course ! Under the circumstances. Hear! hear} 

. . . . 7 * 
THE JUDGES, ATTORNEY GENERAL, Ac. Oh, of course we couldn't 
think of trying the gentleman if he’san M.P. He must be left to the 
right-minded, 

° . * > . * 

THE Punic, Oh, we see! Of ccurse an M.P. mustn't be vulgarly 

hanged, whatever he does. It’s quite another affair under these circum- 
stances. 





Afrofes of the new illustrated weekly for boys and girls, a correspon- 
dent states that he has bought it, and he ‘‘r: yards it as ex-/ack-ly the 
thing for /://-dren ! We print bis effort as a warnir 


Pork ON THE British Troops In THE SoupDAN.—“ Wasting their 





Jd sweetness on the desert air. 











| 


KNIOKNAOKS. 


JUDGES ought to be more careful in their diet than any other class of 
men. Sidney Smith once truly said, ‘‘ Old friendships are destroyed by 
toasted cheese, and hard-salted meat has 
led to suicide.’ But what are the effects 
produced on the majority of men by toasted 
cheese and hard-salted meat as compared 
with the results effected by a supper of cur- 
ried lobster and tinned gooseberry tart? A 
short while back we saw a well-known ad- 
ministrator of the law partake of this light 
repast in a West-End restaurant at 11.30 
p.m., and thanked our lucky stars that we 
were not going to be brought up before him 
for sentence next morning. 





Tue Law Courts are said to be a favourite 
resort with sightseers—mostly happy sight- 
seers who have never been at law, we opine. 
Yet, be this as it may, there is no legal reason 
why such strange beings should not be ad- 
mitted to hear curious cases when there is plenty of room in court. 
Sir James Hannen was puckered, creased, and crumpled terribly by 
continual applications for admission into court (when there were seats 
to spare) during the Durham suit. Why should not every court of 
justice be fitted with stalls, pit, and gallery seats, charged for at modern 
theatre tariff? Not only would the public eccentrics respond liberally, 
but less crushing and inconvenience would occur. Of course *‘ no fees 
to attendants” should form part of the scheme. Under the present 
system the fees for a seat are reported to be often heavier than the price 
of a fauteutl in a West-End show. Not that we know much about it, 


though, 





ABnouT the cheapest and most sensational entertainment to be had, 
where pathos is combined with grim, dry humour, may be found in the 
Paris Morgue ; and it’s an inexpensive, pleasant trip to get there too, 
Talk about London law courts !—but there ! 


THE glorious slippery uncertainty of the law is exemplified in the 
reckless way judges upset each other, and clown and pantaloon by 
knocking down one another’s findings. 


OUTRAGED law in all its majesty sits down pretty lightly on the 
demoniacal excrescences who pleasure themselves by ill-treating chil- 
dren. er example :—A female monstrosity, who resided near Shrews- 
bury, has been in the habit of enjoying herself for some time by beating 
her young sister with the buckle-ends of straps, with pokers, sticks, and 
horsewhips. At last this fiend in human form bethought herself of a 
new form of torture, and scourged the unfortunate child with a holly- 
bush, afterwards rubbing salt into the gaping wounds. On being 
charged with, and convicted of these abominable assaults, the inhuman 
creature’s villainy drew forth the mild sentence of three months’ impri- 
sonment, while her husband, who acted as assistant-torturer, escaped 
with a fine of three pounds. Véerd. sap. 


Ir would puzzle even O'Donovan Rossa to define ‘what Ireland 
wants,’ but we all know what she doesn’t want—want! If the mer- 
cenary Irish agitators would spend, say half of their ill-gotten gains 
on their half-starved fellow-countrymen, and devote the remainder of 
their lives to expanding their lungs by hurling violent language at tall 
pine trees and grizzly bears in remote parts of America, some Hibernian 
bard might soon be able to write with truth a ballad entitled, ‘Oh! 
What a Happy Land is Ireland !” 

A CANADIAN lady Socialist, who has signed the roll for the universal 
distribution of property, assisted herself the other day to a number of 
articles belonging to a French lady friend, who also is a revolutionist. 
The daughter of Gavl resented this practical illustration of true com- 
munistic principles, and the Canadian advocate of anarchy now languishes 
ina French gaol. The police have retained a poisoned dagger which 
was among the goods annexed, in case the French lady should ever 
hurt herself with it. True consideration ! 


_ A CONTEMPORARY accuses Mr, Biggar of drinking ; the legal luminary 
is Not going to bring an action for libel however, becau:e the newspaper 
in question only charges him with ‘drinking in the delights of debate.” 


THE rumour that Mr. Biggar, M.P. is in the habit of writing the art 
criticisms for the Atheneum is not correct. Neither is the report true 
that the amiable Home Ruler is sitting in conjunction with a professional 
beauty for a sensational Academy picture, entitled ‘‘ Circe Buying a Pig 
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THE COURTS. 


THE BRITISH SOLDIER “IN THE WARS,.”—SHOCKING 
CASE OF CRUELTY, 


WO respectably-dressed persons, 
named Sydinn Offiss and Hop- 
per Zishen, were brought up 
before Mr. Justice FUN to 
answer a charge of cruelty to 
one Thomas Atkins, described 
as being the British Army by 
profession. 

Mr. Patriogh Tizzum prose- 
cuted, while Mr. Foun's office- 
boy watched the case on behalf 
of the Society for the Prevention 
of Cruelty to Facts. Prisoners 
were defended by Mr. Partie 
X. E. Gencies. 

Perhaps the most curious 
feature of the case was the fact 
that each prisoner was called 
upon to give evidence against 
the other; the first witness 
called being Sydinn Offiss, who 
deposed to having witnessed 
repeated acts of cruelty prac- 
tised upon the victim by Hop- 
per Zishen. In answer to Mr. 
Patriogh Tizzum: The victim 
is at the present time under my 
care. Prisoner, however, will 
not let him be for a moment. 
He is always what he calls 
** showing him to the public in 

his true light.” To do this, he tries every means in his power to make 
him look as little and useless as possible. He gets hold of him and tries 
to shorten his stature by heaping up a great weight of figures on his head, 
and squeezes him in with cords and straps. He has chopped ofi one of 
his hands in order to make him appear short-handed, and given him 
deleterious things in order that it may appear that his system is weak, 
and that he is not up to fighting strength. When he has tortured him 
in this manner, he presents him to the public, with the remark, ‘‘ There, 
th ¢’s the sort of army you have to thank our friend Sydinn Oftiss 
for!” 

Mr. Unswadeby Parteagh deposed that the prisoner's offences were 
notorious, and that he had often witnessed them with a feeling of pain 
and regret. ; 

Mr. Nugh Spaper Reeder corroborated the evidence of the last wit- 
ness, and declared that he was constantly foiled in his attempts to arrive 
at a knowledge of the kind of beirg Thomas Atkins really is, by the 
extraordinary conduct of the prisoner. It was not this prisoner alone ; 
the other fellow was just as ba 

Mr. Fun. We will take the case of the other prisoner presently. 
Further c rrobcrative evidence having been given, Mr. FUN said he 
would defer giving judgment until after the other case had been heard. 

Sydinn Offiss, a self-complacent and evasive sort of person, was then 
put into the dock charged with a similar offence. 

Hopper Zishen deposed that the victim was under the charge of the 
prisoner, but that he treated him in a way that showed how entirely unfit 
he was to have the care of him. He, too, was always ‘‘ preparing him 
(Thomas Atkins) for presentation to the public, his object being to make 
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| him look vastly bigger than he really was, so that great credit might be 


given to prisoner for ‘keeping him up’ so well, He would stuff him 
with paper until he could hardly breathe, and his waistcoat buttons flew 
off; he also put him on stilts. All this was done instead of getting a 
bigger soldier in order to save what the prisoner called his ‘ budget. 

Mr. Unswadeby Parteagh and Mr. Nugh Spaper Reeder both deposed 
to having seen the unfortunate T. Atkins so inflated with paper that he 
was in positive agony, and looked like the frog which burst. Prisoner 
also *‘ sophisticated’ his returns until it was really quite difficult for any- 
body to ‘*smoke” them; but when one did, they made one feel sick. 

J. Bull, the owner of the British army, then appeared, and said: 
‘*The way those two go on is simply disgusting. In their petty eager- 
hess to injure each other, they damage my property wholesale. I hope 
your lordship will deal severely with both of them ; there will be no 
truth obtainable while they are out of jail.” 

Mr. Fun then sentenced both prisoners to be exposed to the contempt 
of all right-minded persons for the rest of their natural lives, 








_A Roor that the Government is bent upon Cultivating. —The 
Souakim route, 








TO THE EDITOR. 


The Junior Scan and Skimmer's Club, 


St. James's Street, Pa’l Mall (pro. tem.). 
(Five guineas entrance, five the sub.). 
The 13th imstant—2 a.m. 


DEAR SIR, 
Before I go to bed, 
And as I smoke my last cigar, 
I write to'tell you what I've read, 
And what I think about the Czar. 
Poor Russia! she who never stoops 
To covet what's another man’s ! 
To think her naughty, NAUGHTY troops 
V2d7 go on marring all her plans ! 


To think, while sie would tend her house 
(And quite enough to do at that !) 
As quiet as a female mouse, 
They must go after a He-rat ! 
Her Government is so polite, 
And looks on war with deep disgust, 
But—poor, foor thing !—she’ll have to fight 
Because her army says she must ! 


The army knows it’s paid to fight— 

The pay’s not theirs, w#/ess, they moan— 
And ‘*On!”’ they say, ‘‘it is not right 

To take the thing that’s not your own.” 
Such moral virtue I adore, 

But, oh, I see, with bitter pain, 
That, as we peppered them before, 

We'll have to pepper them again. 


But, oh! how worse than any Czar, 
Or so, I see, the papers say, 
The very wicked persons are 
Who wield our Governmental sway. 
Their latest bit of action well 
May rouse a nation great and free— 
ut stop a moment, and I'll tell 
The tale as it was told to me. 


The Government in comfort sat 
Upon its cushion, stuffed with thorns, 
It’s feet stretched out before it, that 
The world might tread upon its corns ; 
When one burst in ablaze with rage 
(He emphasized the same with thumps), 
And cried, ‘‘ My wrath you cant assuage, 
You’ve been and bought some foreign pumps. 


‘¢T am a British tradesman, I, 
And British commerce I'll maintain ; 

With war materials supply 
Britannia’s foes across the main ; 

And with sham toys, and shoddy stufts, 
Amass a fortune by degrees . 

From those benighted nigger muffs 
Entitled aborigines. 


‘‘ What though, without those pumps, th: lani 
Will on her deep foundations rock ? 

What though you want them quickly? and 
What though I haven’t one in stock ! 

3eware how British trade you mar 
For British interests,” he said— 

Oh, Government ! you go /oo far, 
Yours very truly, MerpLe Heap. 
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Suggested by the Seve nteenth. 


Sr, PATRICK drove the ‘‘ vermin” out, ‘tus said, 
When he, of old, through Ireland took his way ; 
If so, it is a pity he is dead, 
For there are certain ‘‘ vermin” there to day, 
Which he to crive out might at ence proceed, 
These ‘‘ vermin” are the avitator-breed ! 


NOT BY ANY MEANS ‘“SpUuLL” JusT NOW.—Gak-an 
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THE RISING OF THE DEMOCRATIC TIDE. 
A DRAMATIC DUOLOGUVE FROM REAL LIFE. 


en ii es il ‘ on (itn ; excess 
Scene—/nterior in San Francisco City, A. Sanars Dining-room, with Table laid for Three. ka sans ae a Duke they show 
Enter Lady (addressing 1rish Cook, just arrived). distress, 
Lady.—‘*Wuy, Bippy, YoU HAVE LAID THE CLOTH FOR THREE, AND THERE IS NO ONE TO And utter things that seem a trifle 
Dine nur YOUR MASTER AND MyseLr.”’ risky ; 
Liddy.—"* AN’ DO YOU MANE TO SAY THAT I AIN’T TO DINE Wib You?” But Radicals and Tories of the 
Lady.“ Ding With us, Bippy! No, CERTAINLY NOT.” time, 
Biddy. —** WELL, THEN, BEGORRA! IF I AIN'T GOOD ENOUGH TO DINE WID You, I AIN'’r GOOD Agree there is ome ducal thing sub- 
ENOUGH TO COOK YOUR DINNER; SO PLAISE GO FETCH A NIGGER LOY TO CARRY MY BOX, AND lime, 
I'L Ger OUT OF THIS STUCK-Ul HOLE. MUSHA! WHAT IVIR MADE ME LAVE QULD IRELAND, And that’s McClive and Lyons 
WHERE IVERYLODY IS AS GOOD AS IVERYBODY ELSE, AND BETTER TOO 


7 “Ducal | Whisky.” 


ht Large Pages full of Pictures & Reading of all Kinds & Sorts. 
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“Largeot RY cup, its proves the 


A Clothes Carol. 

[Anowledge, a scientific paper, states 
that tt 1€ ect that we cannot live in the 
temperate zone of the ez rth without clothing 
shows that we are fureigners here, that we 
have wandered from the birthplace of our 
race. ] 

WE are out of our sphere 

We are foreigners here, 

We are not in our proper zone ; 
We have strayed from the place 
That belongs to our race, 

As Anowledge has recently shown, 


We have strong proof of that 
In the chimney-pot hat, 
Tis proved by the billycock, too ; 
If we dwelt in the zone 
That by rights is our own, 
Without all such things we could do. 





And, moreover, the coat, 
Only serves to denote 
That our ways are not Nature's but 
Art’s; 
And the trousers and vest 
In which we are dressed 
Show that strangers we are in these 
parts. 


And man’s collar and shirt 
Only serve to assert 
That our claim to this zone is but 
small ; 
Ah! could we but roam 
To our own proper home 
We shouldn’t need clothing at all! 


Then would that some sage 
Of this wonderful age 
(Some sage who such views likes to ; 
pen), 
Could transplant us from here 
To our own proper sphere, 
We shouldn’t owe tailors’ bills then / 





An Exception. 
SOME folks are Kadicals, ay, to 
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No. 5.—A JAPANNED DisH OF COMIC OPERA, 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. | You’ve an Uncle, I'll be bound, 
:, — HE OLYMPIC | (Or an aunt) from whom it’s found 


(Morninz).—I That you’ve expectations large, 
a 


/ os | So bring him in a barge. 
f Jas suppose it is | 
| a 











’ —_ 


i bl Or meet the said relation 
Re TNPCenNe At the nearest railway station, 


that a play And obtain him a location 
with a pur- 


pose” (even 





At a reasonable charge. 








pene / when that pur- | There’s the Lord High Executioner, wi:h elongated sword, 
ae We a pose is the ex- You never can resist—you never can resist ; 
pt’ A posure of the Three perky, quirky damsels, in a comical accord, 
| wickedness of a Who oughtn’t to be missed—they never should be missed. 
HE / law which is a There’s the youthful trombone-player, with his Japanese trombone 
4 foreign law, (It’s much more like a lengthy-handled banjo, I must own, 
He FE and an abo- And local instrumentalists, when playing on it, use 
lished law at A thing that Europeans keep for drawing on their shoes !) 
es * that) should be The Mikado, too, and Katisha complete the comic list 
“2 eh. 17, made interest- Of what should not be missed—which oughtn’t to be missed. 
te s**  irg if managed You’ve an Urcle, I'll be bound, &c. 
THe Ocyuric.—Tue Escarep Hater ann THe Lost Heiress. with skill and 


Nops AND WINKs.—Miss Faunce appeared as Juliet at the Gaiety 
the other morning. This is all very well Faunce in a way, but it 
Hower, given here on the 13th, does not permit it to afford evidence for | won’t do to repeat it too often.—This (Wednesday) afternoon Mr. 
the settlement of the question, Except for a turn ora phrase here and | Cheltnam’s clever Lesson im Love is to be played at the Criterion with 
there, standing out with all the startling distinctness and incongruity of | a strong cast (including Mr. Wyndham), for the benefit o£ the National 


dramatic in- 
sight. Unfortunately the absence of the latter qualities in Zhe Passion 








the incidental items of fruit in inferior ‘** plum-duff’’—the speech in Aid Society; a worthy lesson in love, mark you.—Have you seen 

which the heroine describes herself is particularly pathetic and poetical Bertram at St. James’s Hall? His wonderful manipulation of a pack 
all is claptrap and commonplace. The staginess of the inferior melo- | of cards offers no seductive allurement to join him in a hand at whist, I 

drama is rampant, from the rumbustious hero to the too ceptible can tell you. NESTOR. 

manservant. The comicality of having the law, in the person of a judge, — ———— 

at the beck and call of private individuals—laid on, as it were, like the AT a gathering in Dublin on St. Patrick’s Day, there was an effigy of 

gas or water—was evidently too much for Mr, J. S. Blythe, who conse- Mr. Gladstone an om Irish Harper. This is hardly in accordance with the 


quently played the part in agrotesquely humorous vein. Iftheadapter, | Ftiness of things, The true Irish “‘harpers” are the Irish agitators. 
whose identity is not revealed, and who is probably a beginner, wishes | They are always ‘‘harp”-ing on some fancied Irish grievance. Indeed, 
to know his weakest point, it is that he lets us into all his secrets ws 4 what they make out of it, some call them Irish (s)harpers. 

much too early, and comes the Spanish Blackstone over us till we writhe a 








again. The most successful point was made by Mr, J. G. Grahame, 
when he triumphantly and single-handed overthrew four timidly acquies- 
cent soldiers—a situation received with rapturous and enthusiastic 
laughter. 








Tue acting—although one should not be too severe, perhaps, upon a 
morning performance—as a whole, was as stagey as the piece. Excep- 
tion must be made in favour of the quietly-natural performance of Mr, 
kK. S. Boleyn, the exceptional intelligence of the little girl, Miss Mona 
Wynne, and the tact and cleverness displayed by Miss [anny Brough as 
the heroine; the delicate skill with which she managed to slur into 
insignificance ‘‘ dangerous”’ lines, and bathos generally, was as marked 
as the truth of her pathos and the symmetry and power of her acting 
generally. Even Miss Brough could not wholly escape the leaven, 
though, and let down her back hair, in the good old melodramatic style, 
to express frantic grief; but so much in keeping with the surroundings | 
was the action that it is only as a reminiscence that it strikes one oddly. 








THE SAvOy.—It is not a very difficult thing to say that Mr. W. S. | 
Gilbert's comic operas are ‘‘all alike,” and consequently there is no 
lack of persons to say it. It means little more, after all, than that 
that gentleman has a peculiarly original and strongly characteristic 
style, so that it is only a roundabout way of saying that he is ‘‘ quite | 
himself,” and need not be quarrelled with ; but it is curious to note how 
bitterly many who will tolerate, and even employ, the stalest of dramatic 
devices, resent Mr, Gilbert’s working one of his very own ideas “ another 








way!” This is not the least of the jokes that clever humorist has been | 
the cause of. There may be a faint—very faint—reflex of Patience in 
the ‘‘attitudinous ’ joke of Zhe Mikado ; but there can be no question 
that these pieces have received a substantial fillip in the production of 


the latest, which is as fresh and funny as need be. It's odd to observe 


that the actual facts of Japanese life introduced are nearly as funny in 
efiect as the wildest jocularities. But what further can be said may be 
put into something like the Lord High Executioner's own word 


THE MIKADO. 


If an adequate description it’s essential should be found, 





























’Twere better to enlist a logodcedalist ; 
But by anyone in residence for fifty miles around GIVING IT A NAME. 
It oughtn't to be missed—it oughtn’t to be missed. Aunt (who has just been allowed to see the New Baby),—*' WELL, 
There's the Japanese interior all bamboo canes and bars, BgRTIE, CAN YOU TELL ME THE BABY’s NAME?” 
There's the same eccentric scenery that you see on fans and jars; Bertie. —** YES—DiINAH, AUNTY,” 
The Japanese nobility with attitudes so queer, Aunt,—‘**A VERY PRETTY NAME TOO; AND WHAT A SWEET 
Phe very haughty noble (which his birth-mark is a sneer !), LITTLE MITE SHE Is,” 
And their method of hairdressery—a pull back and a twist — Bertie.—*'SO PAPA SAYS, AUNTY. He CALLS HER DINAH 
Phat oughtn’t to be missed—it oughtn’t to be misse!l, MITE,’ 
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WHO’D HA’ THOUGHT IT? 


[See reports of various insignificant meetings by ‘‘ Peace Associations” to demand our withdrawal from the Soudan ] 
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He was a Lover of Peace___Here he is, smoking the pipe of peace, whose fumes curl gracefully into his eyes, whi 


Olive Branch, emblematic of Peace and Quietness. 
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And the Lover of Peace turned the lethal weapon into an agricultural implement. but—and this was the only hitch in t! 
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And one day, just as that British Lover of Peace was about to sit down in his own PB: 


vut that spoil-sport of an enemy, and say, “‘ Come, just get that agricultural implement of you 


mney-corner, goodness only knows ! 


MY 


ticr 
bhadaa 


, ea h have to be kept shut. 
) ’ ; Under it, within the ring, is the measure containing his foresight. 
ment, tied. Beneath these is the weight removed from the mind of the enemy. The whole is allegorical. 
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corner to enjoy the fruits of his 
and work on my fortification: 











On one Side is seen the 
On the other side are the hands of the Govern- 
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KNICKNACKS. 


Some Italian Carbineers have actually captured five brigands, re- 
covering at the same time ransom money to the tune of about 5,000/ 
On being secured, the most vener- 
able robber sighed to his com- 
panions, ‘* see what comes of crimi- 
nal meanness. This serves you 
right. Had you listened to me in 
the matter of palm oil, all would 
have been well.’ Then the eyes of 
the Carbineers glistened at the old 
man with the hot-blooded moisture 
of affection, while two of their party 
pinioned the aged cut-throat with a 
brotherly tenderness that neither 
Calcraft nor Marwood ever equalled. 





Tue Great White Czar talks oilily 
about Russia’s irresistible march of 
civilisation. The tramp seems to be 
a tolerablyslow buniony one though, 
and certainly does not depend on 
literature for fodder and forage. 
The number of periodicals published 
in the ‘* Little Father’s” gigantic Empire barely equals the number pub- 
lished in New York. Siberia, with its four millions of inhabitants, has 
only two daily newspapers of small circulation, and a bi-monthly maga- 
zine an advertising agent would shudder at gazing on. But Holy Russia 
is sustained cheerily on her irresistible march of civilisation by the sweet 
fairies, knout, gallows, dirt, disease, and bribery. It’s quite on the cards 
she'll reform the entire world some day. Hope it won’t be in our time 
though. 





Ir must be very painful for French ratepayers to learn that ‘‘ drunkards 
now form fifty-five ang cent of the insane persons in Paris asylums.” 
What with charges for blisters, ice, straightjackets, high pressure of in- 
ebriates, the working expenses must arrive at a Homertonian sum in the 
course of the year. 


Tue Chester magistrates lately discharged eight ‘* well-connected ” 
schoolboys who were clearly guilty of railway thefts. The spoil secured 
by the ** respectable” young thieves, consisted of an immense quantity 
of sweets, oranges, coffee, raisins, claret, whisky, and pickles. Had 
these ‘‘ well-connected ” young vagabonds been the children of poor 
parents, the prison-rod in pickle would have been thoroughly well ap- 
— to their bodies, with very great advantage to their minds. There- 
ore the lower classes have some reason to congratulate themselves in such 
a case as this, that there is a law for the rich, and a law for the poor. 


SEVERAL owners, lessees, and occupiers of houses in the Bloomsbury 
district, conclude that residental advantages will be reduced if the too- 
well krown bars are removed from the neighbourhood. These local 
optioni:ts object to such wretched traffic obstruction being done away 
with, in spirited, but bitter language, and nail their colours to the bars 
with intemperate zeal. But, sooner or later those hindersome barricades 
will be stormed, and taken by public opinion, 


AMONG modern curiosities we place in the first rank those philan- 
thropists who subscribe to the Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to 
Animals, and insist upon their own carriage horses’ heads being tightly 
tied up with ‘‘ gag bearing-reins.”’ It is said that obstructionists of this sort 
generally die happy. 


Ir would be merciful on the part of magistrates to commit all parents 
to prison who through abject destitution are unable to pay School Board 
fines. The unfortunate wretches would then get sufficient food for a few 
days at least, and their starving offspring would be properly looked after 
meanwhile. 


BRITISH tailors are sorely distressed. In fact, a positive panic ramps 
round them, for a lightly clad enthuiast who believes we could make 
ourselves ‘‘all face” if we like, has written to a contemporary, stating 
that he well remembers a half witted man in Colorado who used to get 
a precarious living by hunting on the mountains, and who, in the coldest 
winter weather, went about in rags—practically unclothed. At last this 
case-hardened creature committed a dreadful crime which gave well clad 
people the shivers all round, while he was not affected in the least. 
After giving a few more useful examples as to the advantage of doing 
with next to no clothes, the lightly clad enthusiast concludes his epistle 
thusly, ‘‘I firmly believe that overcoats are the most fruitful cause of 
winter colds, and that the best and safest plan is to make little or no 
difierence between summer and winter clothing.” No wonder the knights 
of the thimble are upset, 





POOR JACK’S PROTECTORS. 


(Some time ago we were told that it had been decided not to provide 
some of our ironclads with the apparatus for protecting them from tor- 
pedoes, but that the crews were to depend on their “‘ vigilance ” to serve 
the same end. Sir Edward Reed now says that the Admiralty are 
meditating war ships armoured on one side only, the captain being in- 
structed to keep the bare side always turned away from the foe. British 
ironclads with both ends unarmoured, and at the mercy of the enemy, 
are familiar enough to us at present. ) 








—— —=—==—_ en 
Scene—" Aloft.” (A Locality not far from Downing Street.) The 
CHERURS that watch o'er the fate of poor Fack discovered, overcome 
with disgust and horror. 
First CHERUB. Atrocious! 
SECOND CH, Most inhuman ! 
THIRD CH. Past belief ! 
First Cu. A perfect monster of iniquity ! 
SeconD Cu. A barbarous and deliberate homicide ! 
Mr, Fun (aside to HUMANITY). They mean the owner of the merchant 
ship— 
That recreant sordid owner who, to gather 
Ill-gotten thousands to himself, doth send 
Poor Jack to meet his doom in rotten vessels, 
Their terse description of the man is apt, 
Well-earned, and merited. 
HUMANITY. Aye, well indeed ! 
First Cu. Now, frame me legislation to control 
The practices of this unworthy owner. 
SeconD Cu. Ay! Bind him hand and foot with penalties, 
And all devices that may fructify 
In safety for poor Jack the mercantile, 
Fun. Their worthy bosoms heave with virtuous wrath ; 
And holy indignation doth illumine 
Their goodly eyes! Why, these are men of heart, 
And great humaneness ; these are men I love 
And greet with warm applause. 
Hum. Most noble beings, 
After my very heart and inspiration, 
See how the callous owner scowls, and cowers, 
And writhes beneath their lash. The while poor Jack 
Surveys the coffin-ship, and brings to light 
Her rotten sides, and so declines to sail, 
Unpunished. See the just and worthy pride, 
And self-complacency, the Cherubs show. 
Chorus of CHERUBS, Come, helpless Jack, and let us spread about thee 
The circling arm of our beneficence. 
Banned be the knave that would condemn the sailor— 
Because, forsooth, he hath, unwary, signed 
The fatal articles—to certain death, 
Without appeal or remedy! Good sailor, 
If it so be the mercantile marine 
Disgust thee, prithee come and serve with ws. 
Ours are the taut and buoyant ironclads, 
The caskets that shall keep that precious gem, 
The British sailor’s life, from jeopardy ; 
No patched and rotten hulk. That’s like a man! 
Fun. He signs the articles. The British Navy 
Doth claim him. He is quit of coffin-ships, 
Poor JACK. But stay! My lords, this ship ye’d put me on 
Hath ends unarmoured. 
Chorus of CHERUBS (chuckling). Yea, ’tis cheaper so, 

Jack. One side unarmoured—no torpedo-guard 
Chorus of CHERUBS. Yea—for economy. But thou, remember, 
Hast signed the articles, and needs’t must sail. 

Fon. Why, we were hoodwinked, good Humanity ! 
Hum. Aye; we have taken foes for friends, good Fun : 
A murrain on our blind credulity ! 
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“WHIPPING-TOPS ARE IN AGAIN! 


HOORAY!” 











THE BLUNDERBERRYS AT BREAKFAST. 


‘*I’m sure I don’t know whether light or dark blue would go best 
with my cherry silk,’’ pondered Mrs. Blunderberry, as she poured the 
boiling water into the milk-jug in a fit of absent-mindedness. 

‘**Give me my tea,” roared Mr. Blunderberry, turning over his paper 
impatiently, and stretching out his hand to grasp an imaginary cup. 

**T don’t think it’s drawn yet, love,” said his better half apologetically. 

** Not drawn yet? Great Leighton! What, do you expect that harm- 
less beverage to draw, Mrs. B.? Think you’ve got a school of design 
in that teapot? Got an idea that if you only wait long enough the Royal 
Academy will issue from the spout? You and the best Souchong are 
the recognised authorities at South Kensington, ain’t you? What you 
and the teapot don’t know about art would start a private gallery in Bond 
Street. Draw? Why, a pair of long ears and a costermonger’s barrow 
is all you want to make your knowledge of drawing any service.” 





i 
| 


‘*T think the light blue would be best,” continued Mrs, Blunderberry, 


still involved in the depths of her inner consciousness. 


‘* Ah! now you’ve got on to colour. A shilling paint-box has no | 


terrors for you. Cherry silk and light blue! You only want a dash of 
yellow to be a rainbow. I wish, Mrs. B., that you would strive to bend 


what mockery might call your attention to the important state of affairs | 


in Afghanistan. The Russians are advancing. The question is, how 
far will they go?” 

** Mor'lake, isn’t it?’’ suggested Mrs. Blunderberry timidly, 

** You've guessed it first time—first time! Why, ma’am, with your 
geographical knowledge you only need to be spread out flat to bea 
chart ; rolled intoa ball, you would pass for a terrestrial globe ; bound in 
cloth, you might be retailed as a gazetteer! Well, Mrs. B.—well ? 


| 


When they have got to Mortlake, what then?” And Mr, Blunderberry 


looked as triumphant as a victorious general, 

‘* Well, then—then—then they win—don’t they?” 

‘*Win? Oh, yes! They collar the pool ; they take all the counters. 
You're the official referee for all parlour games, ain’t you ?>—F rom oughts 
and crosses up to Pope Joan there’s not an abstruse question upon 
which you cannot give an offhand decision. How’s that, umpire?” 


‘* But,” continued the good lady, thoroughly absorbed in her own | 
train of thought, ‘‘ but if I settle on light blue, it would be so awkward | 


if the other one won,” 

‘** Hullo!” cried her lord in astonishment. ‘‘ One—one! Going in 
for arithmetic now, eh? Saying your multiplication table, beginning 
with one timss? With the numerals ranged round your top knot, you’d 
have the finest figurehead in London. Great Cocker! What a calcu- 
lating girl you are.” 

**It’s very, very unkind of you, Solomon, to make those remarks,” 


said Mrs, B., the ready tears springing to her eyes. ‘* What you mean | 
by a calculating girl I don’t know; but if I had only calculated my | 


chances better I should not have married you when there was——” 
“There, there,” said her lord and master impatiently, ‘‘ I don’t want 
to hear any more of ¢iaf old story. It’s this mess with Russia I’m think- 
ing about. Bother the Caucasian race, say I,” 
‘*I thought it was the Universities,”’ exclaimed Mrs. Blunderberry, 


**Wodyer talking about?” asked Mr. Blunderberry, throwing down | 


his paper in supreme astonishment. 

** Why, dear, isn’t it the Boat Race on Saturday? And didnt you 
promise me last year that you would take me this? Oh, Solomon, you 
must remember.” 


**Think you're the sth of November? Fancy you're the grotto? 





Got an idea you’re the chambermaid at an hotel where attendance is 
charged in the bill? Remember you! !” 

‘*Mr. Blunderberry, don’t forget yourself,” said his better half with 
some dignity. *‘ I’m not Guy Faux, nor an oyster, nor a young person.” 

‘* You want to see a race Mrs. B. ? Watch your lord and master trying 
to catch that omnibus,” said Mr. Blunderberry, excitedly shirking the 
remark, as, with his hat on one side, he rushed helterskelter from the house. 

‘€ T think I’ll have dark blue after all,” soliloquised Mrs, Blunderberry. 
‘*Tt’s more becoming to the complexion.” 





1-— 





eI RR A 
THE BLUE BELLES! 


Away to the crews—for the honours competing— 
And thousands are present their efforts to view ; 
Each ’Varsity meets with a cordial greeting, 
For there’s not much to choose ’twixt the Light and Dark Blue. 


And ’tis thus with these Blue Belles, intent on the contest, 
Each wishing success to her favourite hue ; 

O Heart! canst thou tell which one’s love ’tis thou wantest ? 
Ah, no! there’s no choice 'twixt the Light and Dark Blue. 
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THB BLUE RIBBON OF THE THAMES. 


‘*T WILL never marry any one who has not rowed in the Oxford and 
Cambridge Boat Race. Never!” said Ethel Vavasour, as she conned with 








| 
i 
Sgt Wl 
; iM a aid 


eager zest the report in the daily journal of the practising of the rival 
crews. 

** Would you like to wed with a waterman?” asked her deadly rival, 
Ann Sharpe, a malignant smile spreading across her more than ordi- 
narily plain features. 

**Oh, Ann!” sighed the fair Ethel; ‘‘ what is it the nursery rhyme 
holds out as an attraction to the youthful male as it chaunts its simple 
lullaby? Does it not say, ‘ Pretty maids all of arow?’ Alas! nursery 
thymes are not penned for me, or it would have been written, ‘ Pretty 
men all who can row.’” 

‘* Darling,” responded Ann, ‘‘can it be that you have never met 
Edgar FitzOsborne? ’Tis surely he who is destined to lead you to the 
hymeneal altar, He rowed for Oxford the year before last, and wears 
the Blue Ribbon of the Thames.”’ 

‘* Ann, if it be not unbecoming to maidenly modesty to speak thus of 
a man whom I have never seen, I would remark, ‘ He is mine.’ ” 

‘** Take him, dearest,” sighed Ann; ‘‘and much good may he do you.” 
The cerulean fever was at its height when these two innocent maidens 
thus simply discoursed upon the future the Fates might have in 
store for them. The papers were filled with accounts of the daily prac- 
tisings of Oxford and of Cambridge ; the world was more or less con- 
vulsed to learn that No. 5 was too short in his reach, and that No. 2 
feathered low. It was at that solemn season when the news that the 
Light Blues had been tubbing filled the universe with awe; when the 
tidings, telegraphed from one end of the civilised globe to the other, 
that little What’s-his-name, the coxswain, had influenza, affected the 
Stock Exchange from London to Ispahan; it was, in short, that 
momentous epoch in English history when the outer world realises that 
Oxford and Cambridge are of some importance to the general public. 
That night Ethel dreamt of Edgar FitzOsborne, the man who had 
rowed for his University, and had the right to wear the Blue Ribbon 
of the Thames. What matter was it to her that she was betrothed 
to the horribly wealthy and eer beautiful Earl of Mountnessing ? 
The Earl owned, and without a blush, that he had never been on the 
river but twice—once in a steam launch, once in a punt. 

Her heart was set upon one who, with straining muscles and sinewy 
arms, could force the skiff to cleave the mighty waters as the arrow 
cleaves the air. 

Ann Sharpe had once aspired to the Earl ; but the Earl had seen the 
beauteous Ethel, and had eyes for her alone. 

It was the crafty Ann who managed that the day before the race 
Edgar FitzOsborne should be introduced to Ethel Vavasour. 

His was not the hero's form that Ethel had expected, but yet upon 
his manly breast he bore the dark blue ribbon which told the story of 
his prowess; but for this Ethel might have deemed him insignificant ; but 
for this she would have scoffed at his slender form and sallow features. 

** What is a belted Earl to such as he?”’ she asked herself, and echo 
(always obliging) answered, ‘* Nothing.” 

It was sweet to see this pair, whom Nature had evidently intended for 
each other, sitting side by side upon the river’s brink, while, with an 
eloquence which few could have resisted, he explained to her the dif- 
ference between a hard roe and a soft roe ; and when love beaming from 
his eyes, he enlarged—practically—upon the merits of a “ Clasper,” 
who is there, considering the time of year and the great impending 
event—who could blame her that she forgot her Earl in a mad, wild 
whirlwind of hope that she might one day be the bride of the man who 
had rowed for Oxford. 

He loved—nay, more, he dared to breathe his adoration. As her 
golden head sunk gracefully until it reposed upon his shoulder, she 
softly sighed— 











_ spite his ignorance as to which end of an oar the hand should seize to 





| Sharpe, spinster, as well as between Ethel Vavasour and Edgar Fitz- 


| trod?” 








** To thee I consecrate my life.” 
Then amongst the bulrushes they sat, the while he spoke to her in 
dulcet tones of sculls and stretchers as emblems of mortality. There 
was a vein of poetry in all his discourse which made it at times hard to 
follow. But when he assured her that he was a captain, her doubts flew 
like snow-flakes before the wind, and she fondly murmured ‘‘ I am thine, 


and thine alone.” ’ 

Ann Sharpe came to comfort the Earl, and by a thousand artful wiles 
convinced him that there were women who could love him for himself, 
his title, and his wealth alone albeit he had never rowed in a race, de- 


propel a skiff on Thames’s murky tide. 

The race was run, the victory was gained, and on the next Sunday in 
Putney Church the banns of marriage were first published between 
Reginald Plantagenet Montressor, Earl of Mountnessing, and Ann 


Osborne, bachelor. 

Ethel had no pang of regret, she rather rejoiced at the good fortune 
which had befallen her friend, and heartily congratulated her that in 
default of capturing ever a one of the competing crews, she had found a 
substitute of much distinction in a peer whose title had been in existence 
since the days of Alfred the Great, and whose wealth was of proportions 
which needed a large staff of private secretaries to count. 

‘* Tell me Ethel, once beloved,” sighed the Earl when the two met 
at the church door on the wedding morning, ‘‘ tell me I beseech you, what 
prompted you to cast adrift one who worshipped the very ground you 


** My lord,” she replied firmly, and distinctly, ‘‘ your surpassing beauty, 
your entrancing title, your overwhelming wealth were all that an inno- 
cent unworldly maiden could desire, but I could never give my heart to 
one who had not rowed in the University Boat Race. That feat alone 
could touch the heart of simple Ethel.” 

‘** But he whom you have chosen? what has he done to earn the envi- 
able distinction of leading you to the Putney altar?” 

‘** He rowed for Oxford,’ retorted Ethel sternly; ‘nay, more, he isa 
captain, and wears the Blue Ribbon of the Thames.”’ 

‘6 Saved, saved,” cried the Earl hysterically, ‘* you have been deceived. 
Speak, Edgar FitzOsborne, speak. Say what is the Blue Ribbon you 
bear so proudly on your breast ?” 

‘*’Tis that of General Booth’s Army,” replied the youth thus solemnly 
adjured—a prouder symbol than that of river or of turf, a nobler hue 
than that of garter or of stocking.” 

‘* Edgar,” said Ethel severely, ‘* you have deceived me—but at least 
—at least—you are captain of the boats?” 

** Nay, fair lady, I said 
not so. I am captain in 
the army of the same gene- 
ral whose decoration I wear 
as a badge of temperance.” 

** But—oh, snatch not 
from me the sole remnant 
of my anticipated happi- 
ness—at /east you rowed 
for Oxford.” 

** Zo Oxford,” corrected 
FitzOsborne. 

** You could not even 
do that,” cried Ethel dis- 
dainfully to the Earl. 

**Of course hecouldn’t,”’ 
interrupted Ann Sharpe. 
** Why should he?” 

**You rowed to Ox- 
ford ?”’ thundered the Earl 
of Mountnessing. ‘* How?’ 

‘*I did ride to Oxford 
—on a tricycle,” replied 
Edgar FitzOsborne. 

‘*Oh, miserable impos- 
tor,’’ cried Ethel, *‘and is 
it thus you would have 
deceived me?” Then fall- 
ing promiscuously upon 
the Earl’s_ breast, she 
sighed, ‘‘take me Regi- 
nald, for I am yours— 

yours for ever.” 

It was onlya slight alteration at the finish—the Earl married Ethel, 
and Ann Sharpe very properly remarking that she was not going to be 
brought to Putney Church for nothing at that time of the morning, gave 
her hand and heart to Edgar FitzOsborne, and thus—though it may not 
be apparent at the first reading—was virtue rewarded and vice punished, 
as each ought to be, 








——-—— 


















































MARCH 25, 1885. 





KUN. 














—~ 


) 
/ 


\ = wa 


¢ ¢ 
= serakoy yer Back 


) 


Sek ‘i 
WER yay: 


SV be 


—— 
Sane 


\\) 
eens 


~ 


\ 











THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


FRIDAY, March 13.—‘‘ Evil associations corrupt good farmers ;” and 
upon this ground their Lordships reject Lord Salisbury’s British Agri- 
cultural Association Bill, the object of which is to enable farmers to 
raise money upon their crops. ‘‘Man who mortgages his crop bound 
to come a cropper,” says Lord Redesdale. In ‘‘another place” Pre- 
mier states agreement made some time ago that neither Russia nor 
England should make advances towards debateable ground on Afghan 
frontier. Everybody impresses on G, O. M. necessity of curbing the 
amorous Bear’s ‘‘ advances” towards the coy object of his affections. 
Foremost amongst these Forster. Very little quake about this Quaker. 


London. House not to be caught in Fowler’s net—thinks two fairer, 
Fowler’s scheme voted to be a late Lord Mayor’s nest. 

Monday.—Lord Salisbury up in arms as to negotiations through our 
Ambassador at St. Petersburgh. ‘‘ No,” says Granville, ‘‘we are not 
going to foreign capitals with secret treaties in our pockets. Honi soit 
gui——’’ Lord Sidmouth insinuates thin end of Colonial Federation 
wedge. Our saplings real hearts of oak. Why not establish colonial 
navy? Chips of the old block sure to float well. Lord Wemyss moves 
address to Her Majesty, thanking her for accepting aid of her kin beyond 
sea. May be a Wemyssical idea, but a sensible one, nevertheless. 
Commons,—To-night the Cameron, not the Cameroons, upset. Not 
at all transported with delight by Government Transport arrangements. 
Marriott wants to increase strength of Navy. ‘‘ Don't spoil the ship for 
want of tar,” says he, ‘' nor yet spoil our tars for want of ships.’’ Brassey 
up with Navy Estimates—pays deserved compliment to Naval heroes in 
Soudan. Never on his beam-ends this Royal Naval Volunteer, though 
often on his Sun-beam. Plenty of mettle in Navy yet—iron-plated ships 
and a Brassey Junior Lord. 
Wednesday.—Still chipping and planing Redistribution Bill into 
shape. Sir Robert Peel appeals for Tamworth as worthy of better treat- 
ment than snuffing out. ‘*Snuffed to upset anybody,” he ejaculates, 
Childers announces International Egyptian Financial Agreement. The 
Powers are to guarantee nine millions, principal and interest. In the 
old time the Israelites were delivered out of the bonds of the Egyptians. 
To-day we hope to deliver the Egyptians from the bonds of the 
Israelites, 

Thursday.—Lord De Ros awful mad. Heard small boy calling, 
“*Great battle, awful sacrifice.” Boy demanded twopence for Echo, 
After vain attempts to beat him down, his Lordship parted, and boy de- 
parted, Finds there was no battle. Asks House if he ought not to have 
“‘awful sacrifice,” or else his twopence back. Dalhousie says, ‘* First 
catch your hare.” After all, there was an encounter with an Arab, and 
sacrifice of three halfpence, Common questions. Easter holidays settled. 
This Zent some charm to debate. Army Estimates. 





In Committee on Seats Bill, Fowler asks for four members for City of | 


Who are the Real “Sellers?” 


(Sur W. Harcaurt, in answer to a question asked in the House, the other night, on 
cerning itinerant newsvendors who cry, “special war editions” of newspapers on 
Sundays, said that ‘‘he should be glad if the newspaper business could be conducted 
in a more tranquil and accurate manner.”] 

On, wily Sir William, Home Sec. of our land, 
FUN agrees with your sly observation, 

For he knows that on Sundays, the newsvendor band, 
With war-news create consternation. 

With special war rumours that might be suppressed, 
(Sold at threepence, or even a *‘tanner”’), 

These shouters bring terror to many a breast, 

And they truly might practise (as you have confest), 
**A more tranquil and accurate manner.” 


It is all very well, though, for folks to condemn 
The bawlers who hawk these ‘‘ vamped ”’ papers, 
But those paper’s proprietors, what about ¢hem ? 
Don’t you think we should censure /Aeir capers ? 
Yet what of the news that fills each daily sheet, 
Which too often of war is the fanner. 
And who causes the hawker to startle cach street ?— 
Does he any saleable war-par e’er treat 
In a tranquil and accurate manner? 


You can hardly blame those, who to make a few pence, 
Come noisily shouting and yelling ; 
They are glad to earn money on any pretence, 
No, it isn’t ¢/ese men who need quelling. 
‘Tis not the poor hawker who ought to be stopped, 
Sut the well-to-do war-rumour planner ; 
Let our big leading papers of falsehoods be cropt— 
Put aside their cash craving and let them adopt. 
A more tranquil and accurate manner ! 





ACCORDING toour contemporary ‘‘ 7imder,’’ there is a town in America 
where wood is cut down in the morning ; in the afternoon it is reduced 
to pulp, and it is made into paper, printed on, and published as a 
newspaper in the evening, We can equal the feat. We know here of 
some journals which are published in the morning, and converted into 
fuel in less than five hours ! 





THE particulars of one of the biggest weddings on record is just to hand 
from New York. Mr. Price the Madagascar giant, who stands eight feet 
six inches without his boots, has married Miss Maud Pettitt, a fat lady 
who weighs over thirty-five stones. As they both exhibit, or we might 
say, make an exhibition of themselves, they are truly a‘ showy ”* couple. 
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TURF CUTTINGE. 
To THe Epitor or “ Foun.” 
r e IR,—To the wise 
. y a> the hidden is 
Ap? a fy .y “yy 





ing of thepicture 
in the in it 
is given to 

the actual win- 
ner cf the Boat 
Race even better 
than he who fol- 
lows the infal- 
lible tip below. 
Look, then, ye 
wise ones, and 
back your opinion heavily. But the real business of the racing season 
commences, and here be tips. 


THe LINCOLNSHIRE HANDICAP. 


WHATEVER the failings (they're few I’m aware) 
That Fate has allotted to me for my share 
I do not intend to give way to Despair. 


There’s Tonans should readily weather the storm ; 
The Quilt ought to make the majority warm ; 
Lord Byron is also of similar form ; 


Corunna’s the best of all runnas, no doubt ; 
The Toastmaster leads, and you can’t put him out ; 
Macmahon is sure to be foremost—about ; 


Reine Blanche will the force of her Royalty wield ; 
The Hermitage limitless solace will yield ; 
Where's gold to be found if it’s not in Goldfield? 


But Sweetbread, thy attributes gratefully flow ! 
And thou, oh, St, Blaise !—saints are clever, we know— 
For thee I've a bent and for that Bend-i-go. 


Tue GRAND NATIONAL, 


Now Belmont’s a very nice horse, of course, 
And Candahar’s one of resource, 

I take it that Kilworth 

Is more than a pill worth— 
A judgment which you may endorse perforce 
And never succumb to remorse, 


But if Albert Cecil is wise (and tries) 

He'll possibly compass the prize, 
Though, somehow, there’s Frigate, 
I fancy, will prig it, 

And so (as the folks I advise surmise) 

The Bard on this couple relies. 


Tue Boat Race. 


On, stirring sight which I am nearly dumb from ! 
Wherever has this crowd of people come from? 
Here's a countess, and a coster, and a cabby, 
And a beadle, and a bishop, and a babby. 
Here's a milliner, a marchioness, a ‘‘ mummer,” 
A slavey, a Salvationist, a *‘ slummer ;” 

And a banker, and a bumpkin, and a 'busman, 
And a donkey, and a duchess, and a dus’man ; 
A preacher (a particularly smug dog), 

A porter, a policeman, and a pug dog, 

A speechless one, a sightless, and a lackleg, 

A ballet-girl, a butterman, a blackleg, 

A sailor man, a sandwich man, a sorter, 

A Radical, a ‘‘ rifle,” a reporter, 

A sweep, a pair of Legislative Tellers, 

A prophet, and a lot of other fellers, 

Do they represent the muscles of the nation 
A-going to a Labour Demonstration ? 

Are they going to an Easter Monday mock fight ? 
Are they making for a wedding or a cockfight ? 
But why these rather incoherent questions ! 

A truce to these inconsequent suggestions ! 

These people, who are sons of no remote race, 
Are off to witness Cambridge win the Boat Race ! 
There, I hope ¢hat’s bold enough! With everybody against me, too; 

but unflinchingly I am yours, &c., TROPHONIDS, 








| teeth. I’ll ask. 





MONOPOLY WITH A VENGEANCE. 


as i i tratford Bench relative to the threatened clos- 
iad of Setford Market by Mer Horne, the lessee of pmo ae poe — 
market besides pitalfie! +8) 
Similar spoon arias pep he me ina radius of seven miles north, south, and east.”] 
Country VisiTor. Well, here I am, old fellow; I’ve accepted your 
kind invitation ; and I can assure you the journey to London’s made me 
that hungry I could eat all the—what's the matter? ‘‘ Not got a scrap 
of anything in the house?” : 
LONDONER. Shish! For goodness sake do shish! Don’t make such 
a row or the police will suspect and come down upon me; and then 
oodness alone knows what penalties——Let’s shut the door—shish! I 
2 got a couple of kidneys hidden away in a place of concealment, I 
ve contrived beneath the cellars. Os 
Oat VISITOR. Well, fare do to begin with. Let’s have the 
couple of kidneys first, and then—— 
Ponposse. Ob, for the sake of friendship—of all you hold dear— 
don’t, don’t speak so loud! Don’t betray an old and faithful friend! If 
the police only come to know about that couple of kidneys, I do believe 
seven years’ wouldn’t be held to meet the enormity of the offence. But 
I’ve dug a little subterranean e for the butcher-boy to creep through, 
and he delivers a little bit when he dares. But, if the police found it 
out, I’m sure twenty years’ with the cat——-Eh? Don’t you know? 
Haven't you heard? 
Country VisiTor. ‘‘ Heard?” If it comes to heard, I’ve always 
heard that London was the centre where the food-supply of the world— 
Lonponer. Ah, it used to be I know, before every owner of a market 
discovered that he had a right under a charter of Charles II. to shut up 
every other market within a radius of twenty miles. That was bad 
enough, though we might have dragged on somehow ; but then another 
fellow who owned a square foot of land in the city, that might have been 
a market but never was, discovered that he had the right, under a charter 
of King Arthur, to prevent anybody in London eating anything at all 
under the most fearful penalties. Well, the whole of London did its 
very best to keep him in a good temper so that he might not put his 
right in force ; we made him Lord Mayor, and gave him Hyde Park as 
a private garden, and all the London statues to put in it, and presented 
him with an illuminated address on vellum, and his portrait by Millais ; 
but one day he had a fit of the gout, and decided to put his right in force ; 
and the authorities had to organise a special police force to carry the 
thing out. Look at me! Most of the inhabitants of London have suc- 
cumbed to starvation or left. Here’s a policeman leaving a paper at the 
door. It states that another fellow who possesses a house near Charing 
Cross, has discovered that, under a charter from King Alfred, he has the 
right to prevent anyone else inhabiting a house within a radius of a hun- 
dred miles; and we’re all ordered to pull our houses down and sit on 
the pavement. 
CounTRY VisITOR. And what are these executioners up t2? 


) 











LONDONER. Eh? Why, they seem to be pulling out everybody’s 
Yes, that’s it: it appears that a fellow who 
owns a set of teeth near Clare Market has discovered that, under a 
charter of King Arthur, he has aright to prevent any other person having 
any teeth within a radius of a thousand miles. 

Country VIsIToR. Why, London seems to be getting an awkward 
place to live in, with all these charters. 

LONDONER. Well, it is. But what is one to do? 

CountTrRY VisiToR. Well, considering the greatest good of the 
greatest number, you might as well get Parliament to pass a short Bill 
2 rH the charter-holders, and exterminate their heirs and assigns. 

arried.) 





Comin’ Thro’ the Rye. 


**Ryz” in America is the popular name for Monon la whisky. 
When a man finds that he is indeed coming through his rye, and is 
nearly out of that interesting commodity, this is to him anything but an 
exhilarating song. 
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(Sze CaRTOoon.) 


And seems to need other arrangements ; 
At the lack of some other arrangements : 
All kinds of obstructives, in jumbled array, 


Until we make other arrangements. 
That Mahdi, for one, is a nuisance indeed 


And Bismarck is half of a mind to impede 
Our effort for better arrangements ; 


Unless he makes other arrangements. 


Must formulate clearing arrangements, 


Whilst carrying out his arrangements : 
But if they perversely refuse to forsake 


Perhaps it might do if he managed to make 
Agreements—instead of arrangements. 





Woman’s Rights. 


ought not to debar her making some proposal.] 


WHEN lovely woman’s melancholy, 
And finds she’s in a love-sick way, 

Must she be bound by custom’s folly, 
And never more her love betray? 


No! Helen must her heart discover 








Gladstonian “ Arrangements.” 


Our course is undoubtedly very much blocked, 
So it wouldn’t be strange if our feelings were shocked 


Have loosed from their moorings and floated astray, 
And it’s likely they will not get out of the way 


Which calls for more stringent arrangements, 


There’s a bit of a bore in that party from France, 
But the Russian’s the worst, if he hits on a chance, 
Though he vows he’s intending no further advance— 


Now this is the time when the Head of the Police 


Endeavouring not to disturb the Queen’s peace 


Their intrusions in mid-stream, what step should he take? 


{Mrs. Longshore Potts says that, if a woman falls in love, custom 


To Modus ; but if all in vain, PAP: | 

| And he should scorn to be her lover, oie 
Her sole resource is—try again. cH: 

ee. | ee 

POSITIVE EVIDENCE, ne \ 

“‘BROKEN-HEARTED MARGERIE” recently wrote to the Photographer.—‘* COME ALONG, SIR, JEST AS Y'ARE FOR NINEPENCE. s 3! 
editor of a homely per, asking him if he could tell her of I’vz TOOK Lots OF HUNDERGRADIVATES TO-DAY, BUT YOU'RE THE | i 
a cure for love. Theeditor gave the ‘‘ broken-hearted ” lady First Proctor I’vz HAD A CHANCE OF GETTIN’ A SITTIN’ FROM,” tt 
a touching and lengthy prescription. Had ‘‘ Broken-Hearted *Arry.—‘* WOT D’YER MEAN?” i : 
Margerie ” sought similar information from us, we should have Photographer.—“* Wuy, I'VE ALWAYS HEERD ANYBODY CAN TELL THE Fi 
replied satisfactorily in one word—onions. UNIVERSITY PROCTORS, BECAUSE THEY'VE GOT BOLL Dawes WITH 'gM,” 
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Step smart mage 
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A sensitive, nervous distress, 
At prying inquisitiveness, 
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THE FATAL BLEMISH. Now, I’ve a young cousin (her father’s an earl), 


I’vE a genuine horror and feverish dread, 


A positive shrinking and turning all red, 






SSS" OH SSS SS Against an opponent (who's never revealed), 
Pct nh 
I hate your *‘I hear” and ‘‘ I'm led to suppose,” so perfectly private . 
Tear news of posterior stairs, oe They never know when it is done—— 
And underbred, vulgarly poking the nose So all I could do was to glassily stare, 
In other folks private affairs. . And pert from my cousin and — 
It argues a indelicate min and my cousin are ever apart— 
And codite wike do it are far from refined. And I’ve broken my troth, and she’s broken my heart. 


























I loved her as hard as I could ; 
She was an uncommonly beautiful girl, 
And also uncommonly good, 
Her wit and her wisdom were lovely to see, 
She rolled in superfluous pelf ; 
She loved me, and as for her character, she 
Was Amiability’s self. 
I tested and tried her by every law, 
And couldn't discover the trace of a flaw. 


A glowing contentment pervaded my soul, 
But retributive Fate was nigh, 
And swept o’er my path with a thunderous roll, 
Like a clap in a cloudless sky. 
My cousin came in in the sunniest glee, 
And never a blush on her face, 
And told me she wished me to take her to see 
The Oxford and Camberidge Race! ! 
Oh! what could I do then but glassily stare ? 
For that race is the privatest private affair ! 


The race, on a river whose name is concealed, 
Is rowed on an unknown date, 
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SKIPPINS’S DREAM ON THE BOAT RACE NIGHT, 


ou Strand-rushin 
e pulled and puffed like steam and smoke, 
Yet, strange to say, the downward career of Skippins was arrested by a horfficer 
of perlice, and, after clinging to the constable’s truncheon for half an hour in the water, Skippins witnessed the race on a plank-bed. All ofa 
up (her elbow is bony), and ejaculated only as a woman can ejaculate, ‘‘ Josiah, do turn over on the 


SKIPPINS took an oar. He would doit. ‘‘ Take care on pone 
** You be blowed and drenched,” yelled Skippins to the populace, as 
in it when he blew up though, and collapsed unexpectedly. 


sudden Mrs. —— — Skippi 
now I can’t abide snorin’, 


other side. You 


7 


masher,” cried the anxious townsfolk on the bank. 
Lordy ! dynamite wasn’t 








A Word to Wooers. 


| 


Tuy were both supremely happy for he had just promeeed, and she | 
0 


had accepted him, and anon after course) a. er once or s%, he 
began to talk about buying the engagement ring. en she, embracing 
him, begged him not to go to too great an expense, as it might interfere 
with his saving up for the furniture. ‘‘ Get me, dearest,” she cried, “‘a 
* Buckle Ring.’ They are so nice, and all gold, and may be had fora 
mere trifle from A. Locket.” ‘From A. Locket?” he replied. ‘ Yes, 
love,” she answered, ‘‘ Mr. Locket is the manager of the Goldsmiths’ 
Hall-Marked Jewellery Company, 95, Strand.” He obeyed her wish, 
and soon they got married (** buckled,” the bridegroom called it), and 
lived happy ever after. 





Mem. to scientific old bachelors, When your five-year-old godson is 
sent round to have a pleasant hour or so with you and your pet micro- 
scope, show him a castor oil plant to begin with. The taming effect is 
wonderful. This tip is registered. 


_ and St, Nicholas has a plentiful provision of good things.—It is with 


| beginning of ‘* Darby and Joan.”’—Of the carefully-prepared contents of 





New Leaves. 
THE readers of 7he Century this month have a rich feast before them ; 


ayong we perceive in Macmillan’s the commencement of a new story 
y Mrs. Ritchie; and in Household Words, amidst its abundance, the 


The Leisure Hour, Sunday at Home, Boy's Own Paper, and Girl’s Own 
Paper, our constant praise need only be reiterated.—The fascinations of 
The Ladies’ Gazette of Fashion are all-absorbing.—/Pitman’s Musical 
Monthly adorns its present varied number with a portrait and memoir 
of Madame Marie Rose Mapleson. 

As the tourist season is approaching, ** Cook’s Excursionist”’ can 
safely be consulted for ‘‘ information.” 





Seven hundred jute-workers have recently struck. We are very sorry 
that they should have considered it their jute-y to do so. 
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“Invaluable in facial Neuralgia. Has 
effective in all those cases in which we 

ve prescribed it." —Afedical Press. 
2/9, 46, and 11/-. Of all Chemists. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


vaurt, YAY Teay Miewrevl 
BEFORE GOING T° Oto 4 


wnt ME CE BSARy 


HE COURT. 
—There can 
be no ques- 
tion that this 
theatre scon- 
stitution has 

if iion been ina bad 

Mi }} way for some 

) time, Doctor 

after doctor 
has been 
called in, and 
remedy after 
remedy tried 
with unfal- 
tering perse- 
verance, now 
with partial 
success, 
again with 
hopeless failure, for reward. Sedatives, opiates, mild stimulants (Miss 

Marion Terry supplying for the most part the necessary agua disti//at !) 

have been applied, separately and in variously proportioned combina- 

tions, Dr, Godfrey raised many hopes by a parvenu decoction of his 

own, but in making up a prescription of Dr. \ ates’s, and, later on, in a 

mixture drawn from a foreign pharmacopea, in which the effect of a 

dash of French poison was tried, proved himself to have made an im- 

perfect diagnosis of the case, Dr, Albery, Dr. Howard, and others— 

even a youthful quack who tried devotion (a sort of faith-healing pro- 

cess)—have tried their hands, and, in spite of occasional apparent im- 

provement, attributable more to the skilful and vigilant corps of nurses 

engaged than to the remedies applied, that constitution still continued 
rickety. 










Tue Coverrt.—-Dr, Pinero 1s CALLED IN. 


But a substantial change appears to have come at last, That astute 
physician, Dr, Pinero, whose pamphlet on the advantages of hay over 
footlights has given him a leading position among his fellow- practitioners, 
has been called in, and rapidly observing that any improvement hitherto 
observed in the patient has generally arisen from stimulants (usually in 
the shape of a pungent decoction called missis johnswood), has given a 
prescription which is a// stimulant, with promise of the happiest results. 
(Dr. Burnand, it may be mentioned, made a similar diagnosis some 
time since, bnt lacked the skill to concoct an eftective prescription.) 
Improvement in the patient’s condition is already observable, 


Dr. Pinero’s prescription, Zhe Magistrate, is decidedly one of the 
best pieces of its class; it is extremely funny in idea, the ‘‘ lines” are 
spirited, and full of wit from first to last (the idea of the ‘* boy” is 
capitally worked out), and its humour is undoubtedly enhanced by the 
finish and sincerity of the acting all round. Anything more ludicrous 
than Mr, Clayton’s horror in the belief that he has sacrificed his friend’s 
life, or the interview of that gentleman and Mr. Cecil (the Magis- 
trate) each bearing every sign having made a most stupendous night 
of it, it would be dificult to imagine. Mrs. Wood is in her ele- 
ment, and there is a delicacy about Miss Marion Terry’s touch of the 
most outrageously comical ideas that is very charming. Mr. H. Evers- 
field is excellent as the knowing youth (supposed to be fourteen, but 
quite knowing enough even for his real nineteen years), and the perfect 
comedy finish 
of the re 
mainder of 
the _—cast- 

Messis. F, 
Kerr, Gilbert 
Trent, and 
Chevalier, 
and Miss 
Norreys in 
particular — 
have the 
_ s ef- 
ect . 
ing up “the 
spirit of the 
whole thing, iG 





which is un- =z. y 

i to * . ~ : 
ce Tue Covrt.—Tiurk Cotong, caUMPLED AND THR 
the end, MAJOR-STRATR. 





Tus Comepy.—A new piece called Agnes, a comedy in two acts, has 
been produced here. It apap hoe necfan I am told, from a rather fre- 
quent French original, and I am further told that the spectators thereof 











endure Agn’ies, but I haven’t seen it. A Miss Adelaide Detchon ap. 
pears to have made a very pleasing impression. 





Nops AND Winks.—JSefore the Mast, with a practically new last act, 
has been produced at the Grand. Before the Mast is a little behind the 
times, but it is a good enough play of its kind, and has some good lines 
in it. It is played in the usual “‘ robust” style, which the patrons of the 
theatre probably prefer to any other—by Mr. Clynds, Mr. Balfour, Miss 
Raynor, and a fair cast —To-morrow (Thursday) night a foretaste of the 
Easter campaign will be given in the revival, in the place of the Golden 
Youth of Rome, of Zre siver Aing, of Oxford Street.—On Saturday 
we are promised Mr, Sims’s Against the Tide at the Adelphi, which will 
probably be in full sail before the wind ere long.—On Monday 7/- 
Queen’s Shilling will be found at the St. James's by those who like to 
look for it, Mr. Hare and assistants will also play A Quiet Kubber, and 
take as many *‘ hands” as the audience like.—On thesame evening 7% 
Excursion Train, with Mr. David James and several other passengers, 
will start at the Opera Comique, and on Saturday or Monday, or some- 
where about then, /ran.ois the Radica/ will hold forth at the Royalty 
with merry Miss Santley, amusing Mr. Ashley, and a lot of other nice 
people in the cast.—At the Crystal Palace Messrs. Harry Jackson and 
Oscar Barrett have arranged to give a representation of the burlesque, 
La Somnamiula, produced twenty years ago at the Prince of Wales’s, 
and ‘‘fully noticed at the time” by our Mrs, Brown (see Vol. I., New 
Series, p. 57). Of all the merry cast of that performance only Miss 
Fanny Josephs (who is never seen) and Mrs, Bancroft (who will soon be 
beyond our ken) remain. It will be well done at the Palace—Misses 
Lydia Thompson, Minnie Dot Mario, and Messrs. H. Nicholls, H. 
Campbell, and T. Squire.—By-the-way, one of these days, a new version 
of Robert Macaire, giving extra prominence to the title vo/z, is in prepara- 
tion; Mr. P. R. Stevenson and Mr. W, E, Henley are at it, and Mr. 
Beerbohm Tree is to play the hero, just the man to Make hair stand on 
end by powerful realism. NksTOR, 








TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THe EpiTor or ** Fon,” 


SIR,—It is with feelings of chastened rapture that I point out that 1 
was the only prophet (that I know of—I never read other prophets’ 
prognostications), who gave Bendigo for the Lincolnshire, Frigate for 
the Grand National, and Oxford tor the Boat Race. Three triumphs 
lilse that, all in a lump, so to speak, render it unnecessary, I hope, for me to 
say that you will get no tip out of me this week. No, nor would you, 
Sir, if the current meeting were even more important than that of Not- 
tingham, and if I cozv/d find out the entries (which at present I can’t) of 
any single race at the meeting. With these ennobling sentiments firmly 
implanted in my throbbing bosom, 


I am, yours, Xc., TROPHONIDS, 








-_-—— 


A Warning. 
{The (ole says that ‘‘ Russuk” is the Arab equivalent for the word “ smash.”’| 
Lo, ‘* Russuk” is the Arab word for ‘‘smash,” 
To smash the Mahdi, then, you’ll confess 
Would cause the Arabs to vent words most rash, 
For if we with success, once made a dash, 
Fach Arab would be sure to ** Rus "(s)suk-cess ! 





A Scotch “Fling.” 


[Some have aid that the Mahdi is an Irishman, and now it is asserted tha: he isa 
Scotchman. } 
Some say the Mahdi’s Irish—Scotch some say— 
At any rate his game is closely watched ; 
And, whatever be his nation, he some day 
Will find it rather awkward when he's (S)‘‘ cotched.” 





Octavius Ebenezer Potts. 
HIS FILOSOPHY, 


Tue faculty of showing anuther the dore is no criteriun of a man’s 
gratenes, The gratest who ever lived could have shone King 
Solomon the dore if he’d have wanted to. 

Them as duz the most wurk gets generelly the wust pade, 

A gentel pull is enuf if it’s a krab you're trine to ketsh. 

Munny can do wot steem carnt. 

Conserkense mai be kumpaired to a cat wot as too tales; humility to 
a rat without wun. 

Hope alwais hides his hed wen the blind man porns his dorg. 
Nessessity is the pin wot, as a rool, puls jenius out of his shell. 
Them as most nusses their pockets as least in ’em. 
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A FORBIDDEN LUXURY. 


PERFECT content reigned throughout the world, 
Utopia had at length been discovered, and mant-ind were thoroughly 


py: 

We took a turn round to feast ourself on the general happi 
we, of course, shared in it; our weekly sale reached the limit a 
which we had ever thirsted. The limit was a thousand million numbers : 
for years we had stuck at nine hundred and ninety-nine millions, nine 
hundred and ninety-nine thousands, nine hundred and ninety-nine, per 
week—but this week a small news-boy had ordered the extra one, 

We beamed all over ; so did every soul we encountered. The first was 
Mrs. Weldon: “*T’ve won every one of my seventeen hundred cases 
with costs!” she chirruped, ‘* And I don’t want to fight anybody,” 

Then came her adversaries: ‘* We’ve won a// our cases, with costs; 
we are so happy !” they chirruped. ; 

** Affairs are ¢.vactly as I could wish them,” said the unbending Liberal 
‘I could not suggest a single improvement. Our home and foreign 
policy are alike flawless,” 

‘The course of events has my entire approval,” said the staunch Con- 
servative: ‘‘I cannot see a way to improve upon anything, Our internal 
prosperity is only equalled by our external ascendancy.” 

‘What a pleasant world it is! And how excellent every form of 
government is!” chorused the Socialists. 

‘* Long live dear old John Bull!” shouted the Dynamiters, 

‘* Three cheers for the Dynamiters !” shouted John Bull, and the two 
embraced warmly. 

‘* How cheap provisions are—and how good !” said the Consumer. 

** What a splendid profit I make !”’ said the Producer. 

‘*So do I!” said the Vendor. 

**And work’s so plentiful—and so well paid,” said the beaming 
workman. 

** How magnificiently London’s governed,” said the Londoner ; ** such 
low rates, and such pure water, and such safety to life and property !” 

‘*And yet I have all I can desire,” said the happy Burglar. 

The scene was really touching, the Queen and Mr. Labouchere stood 
hand in hand ; the Pauper was showering blessings and thanks upon the 
Relieving Officer; the British Lion, the Russian Bear, and the Mahdi 
were having a drink together; the widow and orphan were dropping 
tears of gratitude upon the toes of the American Stock-Manipulator. 
Mr, Edmund Yates was writing columns of praise about everybody : 
nobody could say enough in favour of the clock at the Law Courts, the 
District Railway blow-holes and punctuality, and the state of the Thames 
at Richmond. 

We were just sinking down under a plethora of happiness when we 
were astounded by a cry of discontent. ‘* Whence this sad note?” we 
asked; ‘‘ we fancied that discontent had vanished from every spot.” 
Every finger pointed towards Leicester. We looked, and, behold, ‘‘A 
great proccssion of over twenty thousand persons to protest against the 
Vaccination Acts. The streets were decorated with flags and banners. 
An effigy of Jenner was carried hanging on a gibbet, the Vaccination 
Acts were burned in the market-place in presence of a vast number of 
spectators, and resolutions were passed cdndemning the Acts as unjust 
and mischievous.” 

The a great yell of intense yearning rent the air : 

Give us back our Small-Pox, that we may all be marked with it like 
our ancestors used to be! We are robbed of our right to spread disease 
among our neighbours! We wi#// have our Small-Pox !” 





























NATURALISTS are calling attention to the fact that too many sparrows 
“y gavorting about, and coming up in the world. As it is impossible 
0 charge the feathered delinquents Cette the ‘‘ beak,” we find the best 
way to get rid of them is to eat em on toast. Try them this way for 
Supper, gentle reader ; if afterwards you find the little birds guilty of 
Causing indigestion, your verdict should be arrived at either because they 
bh re been properly basted with butter, or in consequence of your having 
ended a funeral festivity, or a wedding breakfast in the morning. 











TOO TRUE. 











Party (who has had his Portrait painted with a view to having il 
exhibited in the Royal Academy).—‘‘NO! THIS DON’T PLEASE ME 
AT ALL, DO YOU CALL THAT LIKE ME? WHY, IT’S MORE LIKE 


APic! THEY'LL NEVER ANG THAT IN THE 'CADEMY, 


Never!” 


Artist (who has painted a too truthful Picture).—"* MY D&ax SiR, 
YOUR REMARKS CONVINCE ME OF THE SUCCESS OF THE Por- 
TRAIT, AND I HAVE NO DOUBT IT WILL BE WELL RECEIVED IN 


THE ACADEMY.” 








His Long-Lost Brother; or, Recognized at Last. 


(Sze CARTOON.) 


Ee oe 


ares 


Wuen War’s alarms break out Our military men 
And complications sprout, Are very brave ; but then, 
One feels a little doubt | Three dozen against ten 
If our battalions As odds look heavy ; 
Could when need arose, | And 'twould be rash, of course, 
With nigh a million foes To beard a mighty force 
Additional to those | Of well-drill’d foot and horse 
Soudan rapscallions. With some raw levy. 


Thus should we not dissuade 


Auxiliaries’ aid, 


But have “‘ the service" bade 
Its pride to smother, 
And let the Soldier here 
Embrace the Volunteer 
To greet him as a dear 
And long: lost brother. 





IT isn’t always wise to persuade a rich uncle to wander forth in 


night air without his 
nephew who tried this avuncular experiment 


overcoat. We were once 


—on sani 


| 


The uncle took his nephew's advice, but feeling 
Bacchus, came back home ill-tempered, altered his will, 
of apoplexy. He remembered his nephew, though. He 


overcoat, and some good advice. 


chilly 
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Tue Mists that are even more reprehensible than our native fogs.— 


England’s alar-*‘ mists.” 
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CLASS PRIVILEGES. 
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“Wy should these ‘ere swells ‘ave privlidges wot / ain't erlowed to ‘ave? There's that Horficer there ; ‘ee 's to ‘ave a medal, ‘ee is. Why ain't / to ‘ave a medal? 
There's that Bishop ; the Bobby touches ‘is ‘at to'im. Wy don't ‘ee touch ‘is ‘at to me? ‘Ee knows me well enough. There's that feller wot provided ‘is country 
with transport ships at the right moment ; ‘ee's bin made a lord ow: yet / picked a power ov the oakum wot them ships was caulked with, and I ain't made a lord ov! 
There's that other feller wot served ‘is Guvment ; ‘ec ‘as a banquit guv ‘im. A time-server. Ain't I served my time too? Ain't seven years ernuf? Ugh!” 
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HIS LONG-LOST BROTHER 


COLONEL ROUTLEDGE states, “on authority,” that in the event of sertous complications, the Volunteers will be asked 
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ENIOEKNAOKES. FROM OUR OWN CORRESPONDENT. 
Tue new African Mwanga, of Uganda, has succeeded You are my creditor, 
Seunedh ehipoetted in the sanguinary Dear Mr, Editor 
carnival which has hitherto formed ; (Meaning I owe you a note), 
of the festivities on a prince to So I'm inditingit 
the throne of Uganda. Formerly the newly (Meaning I’m writing it), 
elected kings invariably hadall their brothers Meaning to send it when wroce. 
burnt to death as a kindly means ; ; 
of avoiding family tiffs and squabbles, and Nothing particular 
affording at the same time an excellent sen- Greets my auricular a 
sational show to their subjects. There (Meaning the news of the day) ; 
is sadness the native Plenty of slaughtering, 
ladies of fashion who have been deprived of Hacking, and quartering Tamai 
a amegel nelidey festival by the crotchetty — (Meaning Hasheen and Tamai). 
conduct ¢ present sceptre swayist. — Wiicats alain 
Several high-born damsels have 0 Loni ace a 





to emigrate from the “* voluptuous land of 
sunshine and plenty,” and join the court of 
another sable monarch who has some sense of humour, and is a little 
bit lively in providing exciting entertainments. 


We learn that the only bread to be obtained on the Afghan and Persian 
frontier is nearly as bad in quality as the “‘ staff of life” which is served 
out to paupers in certain of our workhouses, Ob, alum and bone dust! 
here’s a pretty look out for Tommy Atkins in the case of an Anglo- 
Russian war. 

A MILITARY friend writes to us from Souakim, ‘*‘ It seems as difficult 
to kill the Soudanese insurrection as it is to kill time in London. One 
may conspire over-night for the enemy’s destruction, attack him success- 
fully next day, but the following morning he jumps up as aggressively as 
a jack-in-the-box, and surveys one with supreme contempt. How can 
we slaughter him best to-day? is the question that occurs,” 


~-———— 








Tue uncomfortable but easy-chair seated growlers at our army do not 
of Ceupeaien. They still persistently continue to stigmatise our warriors 


not dub the men who are fighting pluckily for—nobody knows what, 
‘weird, long-shanked, knock-kneed, in-toed, giraffe-necked nondes- 
cripts,” or assert that they are ‘‘ mean, malformed mannikins, more fitted 
to Trane in the monkey cages of a menagerie than to carry out suc- 
cessful campaigns against a manly noble race struggling for liberty 
It’s a pity to sing in a monotonous tone when indulging in untruthful 
venomous abuse. 


WARLIKE sensational te] 8 should be accepted like French dishes, 
feast on them over-night with all the delight you are capable of concen- 
trating on them, but never ask the cook rash questions as to how they 
are manufactured, or you might have nightmare, 


Wuaw ! bow our Board School children are being loaded up to the 
muzzle with learning! and how smartly in many cases is the tins of 
explosive knowledge driven in with stout cane rammers. Now what 
becomes of the poor little guns after a few flashing examination experi- 
ments? The weaker frequently burst into semi-lunacy, while those of 
stronger mctal are very apt after a few discharges to become twisted and 
warped. The high pressure system applied to children is not the way to 
develope big guns. Dr. Churchill who attends weekly an average of one 
hundred Board School children at the Victoria Hospital is a deadly enemy 
to the wretchedly iniquitous system of *‘ cram,” and can tell some strange 
truths about it. The costermo who torture jackasses by cruelly 
over-weighting and over-driving are punished severely if caught, 
but the d School teachers who, for personal gain over-burden and 
thrash willing infants’ under their charge are allowed to do so with 


impunity. 


saved by a weak :” we won't dispute this affirmation at all. 
Still we should feel a trifle safer if we an interior apparatus 
capable of digesting devilled crab, crumpets, lobster salad, and curried 
prawns ; a stomach that would never turn wickedly as the scent of hair 
garlic, or fried fish floats through our nostrils ; a stomach that would 
keep up a feeling of derisive scorn and independence as we watch on a 


short sea voyage, hearty excursionists consuming dried haddocks, 
and drin sweet champagne at tea time. It is curious to note that 
most , reliable murderers do not have weak stomachs, but enjoy 


g y a hearty breakfast before execution; even though the meal 
will never be thoroughly digested. 


WHAT a goodly number of young women sit in sackcloth during the 
long, dreary Lenten weeks, preparing the new spring dresses in which 
their High Church lady patrons are to emerge like butterflies from the 
chrysalis just about Easter time. 





give sufficient charming variety in expressions when grunting forth terms | 


at work in Africa as short-serviced, weedy, stunted boy soldiers. Why | 


IT is asserted by a prominent physician that ‘many a man has been | 
stomach 


} 
| 





(Meaning they'll presently cease) ; 
Plenty of liquoring, 
Quarrelling, bickering , 
(Meaning the ‘‘law and police”). 


Plenty of riflemen— 
Stand-at-no-trifle men 
(Meaning they’re thoroughly game) — 
Now they’re extending them, 
Medicos sending them 
(Meaning it’s time that they came) ! 


(Quite enough Willett-ing— 
Fourteen-day billetting 

(Meaning a brute to a horse) ! — 
Plenty of putting up, 
Sabbath-day shutting up 

(Meaning museums, of course). 


Plenty of journalist, 
Indian—(vernalist !) 
(Meaning they’ve made him a king), 
Plenty of blustering, 
Weather a clustering 
(Meaning all this sort of thing). 


oe ee 


“< 





But no microscopical 
Thing that is topical 
(Meaning no more than I’ve said). 
And so, as expedient, 
I’m your obedient 
(Meaning I’m yours, 
MERDLE HEAD). 


Ce eee 
TO et A 


Recognised at Last. 
Au ! once he was cold-shouldered, you could snub him as you please, 
But now he is a great man with the war Authoritees, 
And Georgy Porgy loves him, and holds his friendship dear, 
When there’s a row, row, row, row, for the British Volunteer, 











Tiere’. be a ’eap of trouble if you don’t behev a bit better, Liza.” 
said a big-hearted pawnbroker to his daughter. ‘‘ Halter yer ’abits, or, 
mark my words! I’ll ony give yer the dof of a German princess on yer 
marriage.” Then the girl got into the dickens of a taking, became 
lachrymose, and diligently darned her father’s socks for the rest of the 
evening, like a dutiful daughter. 
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‘*T want a change of air,” said Smithers’ rich uncle 
to a crony. 


“Change of ‘air? Here you are, uncle!" said Smithers. 


And Smithers’ uncle changed his heir imme- 
diately. Smithers was cut off with a shilling. 








THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK-TOWER. 


FRIDAY, March 20.—‘* He who runs may read” doesn’t apply to 
Ministerial calculations, At Oxford Earl Jersey was a crack on the 
cinder-path, but he seems to have misread the Government’s estimate of 
army occupation in Egypt. Lord Morley explains that £200,000 per 
annum does not include Soudan and Suakim expeditions, ‘* No man 
could ever be so wise as great Lord Thurlow looked” when the 
descendant of the legal luminary rose to plead for the admission of the 
public to Natural History Museum. Why drive public to public-house 
on Sunday? As for British workman going to **’Appy ’Ampton in a 
wan,” B. W. M. hadn’t always the dross wherewith to indulge in this 
form of wanity. Brisk debate in the Gilded Chamber, division resulting 
inatie. Lords relieved to find that while they can gaze till dusk on 
live animals in the Zoo on Sundays, poor Cockneys can’t yet feast their 
eyes on dead ones at South Kensington. Cairns trots off to report 
joyfully to Shaftesbury. ‘‘If people want Natural History Museums, 
Shafty,” says he, **let em have ’em in their houses like other articles that 
are advertised. I’m going to, and I mean to start mine with that big toe, 
with boa-constrictor attached, that Gumboil shot off his foot in India,” 


tisk, have been promoted to be sergeants. Cheers all round. Right 
sort of Cole this, burns with zeal for duty; and who can say British 
pluck deteriorating when we still pride ourselves on our game-Cox? 
Redistribution Committee. Eckersley asks for two members for Wigan. 
Gladstone says couldn’t think of it ; would get a wiggin’ if he did. 
Monday.—Duke of Marlborough very much behind the Times, En- 
quires if it is to be regarded as the Government organ. ‘‘ Bless you, no!” 
exclaims Granny. ‘‘ FuN’s the only paper I write for when my wheezes 
are smart enough, which, unfortunately, isn’t often ; and that pioneer of 
journalism is the only medium between us and the country.” Lord 
Carlingford moves second reading of Bill to reorganise Irish Educational 
Endowments. Great failing of Pat—his want of discrimination between 
friends and enemies, Why will he persist in classing Rossa, Flannery, 
Ford, and Co. among the former, and the Lords amongst the latter ? 
Commons.—Drummond-Jackal-Wolff, like many others, wants to be 
informed whether Afghan negotiations with Russia rest simply on verbal 
assurance. Wolff smart City man, and values Russia’s word about as 
highly as Turkey’s bond. Sir Stafford requests postponement of Debate 
on Egyptian Convention till after Easter. Gladiator Gladstone suspects 


and “take his gruel” on Thursday. Ashmead Bartlett ‘supports the 
appeal ” of Sir Stafford. (Cheers and jeers.) New rendering o ** Dignity 
and Impudence.” ‘ : 

Tuesday.—Lord Lamington still got his eye on that private company 
that contemplates buying up Parliament Street, out Govern- 
ment, and letting Home and Foreign Offices in flats as model lodging: 
houses, Lord Sudeley only answers, ‘‘ Bah Lam-ington!” Lord Gran- 
ville wants to know if George still reposes confidence in General McNeill 
after Sunday’s surprise. His lordship evidently in great hurry to condemn, 
Commons. —Catechism—Drummond- Wolff thinks cataracts in Nile not 
half so serious as possible falls in Suez Canal shares. Sexton thinks 
there’s luck in odd numbers, and wants five instead of four members for 
Dublin—disappointed. Hubbard contends that Bethnal Green should 
have, in the words of the favourite Fawn, “Only One!” Enter Camp- 








Commons.—Harcourt beamingly reports to Fay that constables Cole | 
and Cox, who removed dynamite from Westminster Hall at personal . 


this mere sparring for time, and requires him to come up to the scratch | 





bell-Bannerman with Irish Education Bill. More power to its elbow if 
it teaches the young idea how not to shoot, 

Wednesday —-Commons.—In media res re Redistribution. 

Thursday.— Lords on Lunacy Laws, ‘‘ Selfish beggars,” says Labby, 
always legislating for themselves. Royal Message in both Houses, calling 
out Reserve and Militia. ‘* Here Stands a Post,” used to be anti-Rus- 
sian song, now we substitute the Message. Commons.—Onslow afraid 
Russia coming on swift. Premier introduces Egyptian Convention. 
Bruce moves amendment tantamount to Opposition Vote of Censure, 
Tories are certainly persevering—remind one of Bruce and the spider. 








A Chance for “April Foolers.” 


Ou! April, you are wont to cause, upon your first appearance, 

A kind of foolish custom that unthinking folks upholki— 
A custom, too, that savoureth of saucy interference, 

And one that I’d abolish if you would not think me bold. 
With outstretched paws and loud guffaws do those who think they're 

clever, 

Point rudely to some unsuspecting person as a rule ; 

To upset his equilibrium they ardently endeavour, 
With ** Yah! you April Fool!” 


But though I'm not enamoured of this infantile arrangement, 
Yet, if any folks would like to make an April! fool of me, 
I’ll allow them to indulge their whim without the least my, jae 
Providing they can ‘* have”? me on such points as here you'll see ; 
If people can persuade me, say, that this Egyptian question 
Isn’t reckoned quite a windfall by the rabid Jingo school, 
Or persuade me that the Hot Cross Bun is good for the digestion, 
They may call me ‘* April Fool !” 


And if they can persuade me that the agitating party 

Protest against the coming royal visit to their isle 
Because their love and loyalty to Ireland is so hearty, 

And not because of gain—theh call me ‘‘ April Fool!” and smile, 
And if they can persuade me that the Prince and his good lady, 

Our gentle and beloved Princess, will have a greeting cool, 
Instead of hearty welcomes—count my intellect as shady, 

And dub me “ April Fool!” 


And if any can persuade me that the persons known as Tories 
Possess the slightest shadow of a policy just now, 

And if Tories can convince me that the chiefest of their glories 
Is not to seize on everything that’s apt to cause a row— 

And if you can persuade me that a// Liberals strictly follow 
The tenets they first boasted, and sof those of Solly's school, 

And if you can persuade me cheap quack medicines to swallow 


Then call me ‘* April Fool 1” 
And if can persuade me that no bill Croesus, 
E'er defrands bis foolish victim with his cash his cigars, 


Or that Redistribution will from mock M.P’s. release us, 
Or that a// modern player-folk are worthy to be “ stars ;” 


If I that a Bri eaten En wr ere 
And that no Tory e’er regarded asa 
Or if you can persuade me that I'm sof a Bard of ’ 
Then call me ** April Fool!” 
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ALL FOOL’S DAY. 
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Srarrys New Pouicy or “Go,” anp HEROK 
ATTEMPT TO UNDERSTAND THE EGyrTIan FInan- 
CIAL QUESTION, 


Street Arais.--““Hi! you, Sir, vou VB DROPPED 
vour ‘ Prestics,’” 


THE CONFIDENCE TRICK.—TRVYING TO MAKE AN 
APRIL Foot oF GRANVILLE. 











OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL AND THE PRINCE'S IRISH 
VISIT. 


I ALWAYS thought, Sir, that our future king was a thorough sort of | 


rince ; and if you could see the earnest way in which he is preparing 
himself for his coming Irish visit, you could not fail to be impressed with 
that fact also, 
It is apropos to this trip» by-the-bye, that I am now paying bi-weekly 
visits to Marlborough House. H.R.H. has honoured me by selecting 
me to give him an hour's lesson on “‘ Irish Bulls” every Tuesday and 


Friday, for he is determined to be well up in this recondite form of | 


Celtic humour, And let me say at once the Prince is getting on so 
admirably that I believe he will shortly perpetrate original bulls himself 
like a Po 

Meanwhile, he is in a hundred other ways preparing for his tour. 
Cork soles and ulsters are de rigueur, for all his household and Mr, Di*n 





Bo*c*e*ult comes incognito every morning to impart to our heir apparent | 


the mysteries of the Irish brogue. 
Prince smokes a dhudcen, and he is going steadily through all Lever’s 
most Irish novels, having purchased a set for the purpose. 

He has also read Lover's *‘ Andy Andy,” and you will probably hear 
ere long of the Colleen Bawn being produced at a Gaiety matinde “‘ by 
request,” 

ere was some talk of H.R.H. learning the Irish harp, but there 
were difficulties in the way; and, besides, we usually associate the in- 
strument in question with Wales and the Druids. In fact, as I told 


In the privacy of his own study the | 


H.R.H., the harp was never muchrappreciated in Ireland by the old | 


families. Thus we know from Tom 

in Tara’s halls, so that it must have made a bad impression then. 
Speaking of Moore reminds me that the Prince has bought a big copy 

of that poet’s *‘ Irish Melodies,” with the music. I found him picking 


oore that it was only re once | 
the 


out the airs on the piano with one finger last week, and seeing his grave | 


face, I exclaimed— 

** Ah, Prince! you find your new Moore rather badly stocked with 
game, eh?” 

** Not at all,” he returned, playing ‘‘ The Last Rose of Summer ” in 
a wrong key as he spoke; ‘‘it’s a case of the Moore the merrier!” 


And he burst into a genial 
He is etalk hth me fread in the intervals of our “* Irish 


| 


bulling ” of the ble he receive. It was when I was 
speaking more of the rabid Nationalists’ determination not to welcome 
him usual way that I said, ‘* Well, Prince, I am not surprised the 
Parnell and lot have made up their minds not to give you any 
* addresses.’ fact is, they live in such shady parts, many of them. | 


that they would be ashamed to let you know what their ‘addresses’ were |” 
H.R. H. has had a new set of state robes made for him as a Knight of 
St. Patrick. If a Chapter of the Order is held, I make bold to say our 


Prince will be one of its most striking verses ! 








“SH RANT ETN A ANN 


It is most interesting to note how he is getting on with his colloquial 
Irishisms, and to hear him cry ‘* Bedad!” and ‘* Begorra!” and 
** Acushla !” and ** Mavourneen!” A gross of assorted green neckties 
of various shapes arrived whilst I was at Marlborough House yesterday ; 
also a Champion Irish Jiggist from Chicago, who teaches the national 
Celtic dance in six lessons, 

But there is yet another fact I have to tell you, Sir, which will impress 
you still more with the Prince’s earnestness of purpose. Knowing he 
will be expected to say kind things to the ‘‘foinest pisanthry in the 
wurrld,” he actually goes down to his mother’s Model Farm at Windsor 
every Monday, and studies the tricks and manners of the pig from life ! 
After this, who shall say the new bond of union between England and 
Ireland may not be a pig’s-** tie ” ? 

Let me say, in conclusion, good spirits are the rule rather than the 
exception at Marlborough House, and in deference to the coming trip, 
the good spirits are well-known brands of Irish whisky. There is some 
talk, too, of making a concession to Ireland at Epsom this year in honour 
of the Prince’s visit. It is proposed to have the Derby as usual, but to 
ron Friday following the Irish Bog Oaks Day. But this is not 
settied, 

I need not tell , Sir, that our fair Princess is to accompany her 
husband, If Ireland refuses to lend a willing ear to her sweet voice, 
it will indeed, as a Cockney lately observed, “* be hard of ’Erin !” 

In going to Ireland the Prince will of course choose the potato, which 
enigmatic proceeding, Sir, means that he will select the ‘‘ regular Irish 
route | 





a 
cone 


Overworked. 


(The Peers sat the other day from a quarter past our till ten minutes to five-—See 
Daily Papers.) 
THE Peers lately sat (oh, how wi// they survive), 
From a quarter past four till ten minutes to five ! 
For into State matters they deeply can dive 
From a quarter past four till ten minutes to five ! 
iow those noble old Bees must have toiled in their hive 
From a quarter past four till ten minutes to five ! 
Of their lustre their homes they were forced to deprive 
From a quarter past four till ten minutes to five ! 
What a shame to be held in anxiety's gyve 
From a quarter past four till ten minutes to five ! 
'Tis a wonder (thus toiling) our Peers kept alive 
From a quarter past four till ten minutes to five ! 








It is reported that the ‘‘ Jersey Lily” will have formidable rivals in 
the American “ New Jersey Lily” and the ** Australian Wild Teasel.” 






































APRIL 1, 1885. 





—— 





EFUN. 139 





A Knock For Neptune, 
{A Swedish chemist has discovered that sea-water contains alcohol. } 


IT would seem then that the main 
Doth much alcohol contain, 
Of this I wasn’t hitherto aware. 
But this then would account 
For the very large amount 
I experience (when aboard) of Mal-de-mer ! 


When I on the briny go, 
Sad effects I quickly show, 
It makes me turn quite queer and deadly white. 
At every fearsome thrill 
I have fancied I was ill 
When, after all, I probably was sighs ! 


When to leeward people loll, 
It is all through alcohol, 
Yea, when the vessel’s rolling makes them funk. 
When they tremble and turn pale, 
And they quiver and they quail, 
They are evidently nothing more than drunk, 


Moreover it is plain 
That the ‘‘ tars” who stand the main, 
And walk the deck without the steward’s aid, 
Hardened persons all must be 
Not to suffer from the sea, 
They are nought but well-soaked tipplers I’m afraid, 


So, if we would escape, 
Mal-de-mer in any shape, 
If sea-sickness we'd ne’er suffer from again. 
’Twould really seem that we, 
All teetotalers should be, 
Then from alcohol in a// forms we’d abstain, 


A la Hollandaise. 


(An evening paper says, “‘One thing in Europe Bismarck is said to 
want, and that is Holland.) 

‘© WANT Holland !” we know many much the same, 
(Who late at night, cannot say ‘‘ truly rural,”) 

The difference is—Bismarck would Holland claim, 
The other folks prefer ¢hetr Holland p/ural, 

‘** Bismarck wants Holland,” eh? We beg his pardon, 

Bismarck will find him up at Covent Garden ! 








Ll ananwed 
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CONSOLING. 


Pictor ( proudly).—' We_t, I WONDER WHAT THE HANGING ComM- 
MITTRE 'LL SAY TO THIS!” 

Young Brother.—‘*OuH, THEY WON’T SAY MUCH! I DARRESAY THEY 
SEE WORSE SOMETIMES.” 











CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES. 


AN OUTCOME OF HIGH CIVILIZATION, 


(‘‘ The Socialists who have been conducted to the frontier by the French police, 
and turned out by the Swiss, have protested against the action of the authorities."’} 


Part I.—TuHE MIDNIGHT OF BARBARITY. 





stead of red, and cut square instead of round. This is the first time such 


to question that this fellow is a criminal. 

THE OTHER Or. SAVAGES. Undoubtedly. Can’t be two opinions 
about the matter. 

First Or. Sav. And I am fully persuaded that he ought to be put 
to death by the worst kind of torture. 

THE OTHER Or, SAv. Most unquestionably. We will at once pre- 


pare the implements and carry out the sentence. [ They do. 
& * a * 


a plot among himself to murder me and all my barons, because he objects 
to the present form of government, and wishes to alter it. Send the 
Overseer of tortures and the head executioner into my private room; I 
would have a few words with them. 

[He does ; and the Proposer of Alterations disappears. 


Part II,—LicGHT AT LAST, 


MODERN Detective. Hullo! Why, here’s a Socialist just about to 
try out a plot to blow up the Sovereign and Parliament because he 
s he would like to remodel the state of things he found when he 


Tue Macistrate, Well, I feel perfectly confident in my own mind 





First ORIGINAL SAVAGE. Hullo, you fellows! here’s a tellow been | 
trying to murder the lot of us because he disapproves of our way of | 
governing ourselves, and thinks he would like our idols painted blue in- | 


an occurrence has taken place, but it seems to me to be a fact not open | 


© . 
MEDIA-VAL POTENTATE. Eh? What do you say? Person hatched | 


to be born. I will collar him and take him before the magis- | 


— ee A 








ew ee —— ee 


_ that this Socialist is guilty ; but the evidence is not of a nature to legally 
warrant me in committing him for trial, so I’m afraid I must let him go. 


7 om * a * s 
Mop. Detec. Why, here's this same fellow at it again! Just in the 
_ nick of time to prevent him pretyre 6 Ble country, I will take him 
before the magistrate again, and he ve a fairer chance of sending 
| him up this time. 

Tue Macis, I commit the prisoner for trial. : 

THE Jopoer, Although I am fully convinced in my own mind that 
the prisoner is guilty, yet, owing to a technical flaw in the proceedings, 
| [regret that I am forced to let him go. 

+ e * a . ” 
| Mop. Detec. Why, it he isn’t at it again. I’m pretty certain to get 
_ a conviction /his time. 
| THe Macis. I commit the prisoner for trial. 
JupGe. I sentence the prisoner to penal servitude for li—— 
Foreicn Power. Hi! Stop! He’s a subject of mine, and I demand 


his being given up. Thanks. 
* 


. + 2 * + 
Mop. Detec. Why, if he isn’t, &c., &c. : ; 
Jupce. Well, the verdict is guilty, and I agree with it; and there’s 
no flaw in the proceedings, and no foreign power has interfered; so I 
can at last sentence the prisoner to—— 

Tue Prisoner. Hold! I protest against the whole affair ! 

(The Judge and Jury swoon—Law and Justice are —the bolt 
has fallen. There is no way out of the di . We give it up.) 





“I'm afraid my wife is sitting up for me; but a smile on the brow 
disarms malice, subdues temper, and lulls suspicion,” thusly warbled the 
| civic functionary as he wandered towards home at three a.m. It was 

not a smirk, though, that decorated the C. F.’s face, we noticed, when 
| we called on him the following afternoon. No! His smile had not 
|. paved his dark path with gems of marital sunlight. 
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COVERT SARCASM. 
Lady Loo.—"*1 SAY, JACK, WONDER IF, THE FOXes ENJOY THE Sport?” 


Cousin Fack,—** S'POse so. 


I KNoW A LITTLE VIX&N WHO DOES,” 


[2 disgrace—/for two minutes. 





—_—— nn 














































Spring. 

oS a or pea 
Watti perfume through the purple air ; 
A Goddess young and most divinely fair, 
Before whose flowery car winged heralds go, 
And liquid notes from silver trumpets flow ; 

_ While, wheresoever she alighteth, there 

Is spread a tapestry of pattern rare, 

With iris tints harmonious blent aglow. 


Let us, with bounding steps and hymns otf praise, 
Go forth to greet this smiling, gracious. queen, 
Shrined in a halo of argentine rays, 
And draped in gauzy folds of golden green ; 
While heart and voice a welcome tribute bring 
For Heaven's best gift, the fair returning spring. 


A “Scare ”-Crow. 
[A weekly refers to the Jingoes as ‘‘ scare-makers.”’) 
WaAr-Lovers of the Jingo-kind, 
Are seldom too well-stocked with mind ; 
Of their con*tersion one d i 
Their creed: makes scares—and it makes (s)cares. 








Brazen Habits. 


(‘‘ Cups, vases, picture-frames, plaques, and so forth in brass are,” says a society 


jeune TT" the rage; and society's gentle maidens have taken up the work con 
| amore. . ¥ 6 . 


THOUGH society maidens begin to show traces 
Of brass in their hands, they've no brass in their faces, 

But work at their ‘‘ fad” to make time gaily pass, 
And chasing some cup with their fingers so supple 
Brings delight to some maidens or young Courting couple, 

For ’tis pleasant to know that your sweetheart has ‘‘ brass.” 
But the phrase to be used by, the maids of this class (eh ?) 
Should be (to their various sweethearts) M/’Em-brass-er ! 








*FAOK anrp J Livbe.” 


A New Illustrated Weekly Fournal for Boys and Girls. 
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Bight Large Pages full of Pictures & Reading of all Kinds & Sorts. 


EVERY THURSDAY. PRICE ONE PENNY. 





OFFICES, 153 "FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


HE LYCEUM.—It is only when a 
play Fis to the dignity —* 
the degradation, if you will) of a 
“*stock piece,” that it is to be ob- 
served to the fullest advantage how 
great and subtle is the variety which 
may be infused into the meanest 
character, and how strongly artifi- 
cial and unreal the von pt Ba plays 
gradually become under this unde- 
niably trying ordeal. When Julia 
(or Juliet, or Marie de Fon or 
Pauline, or what not) is now 
now tall, now slim, now stout, now 
timid and inaudible, now belliger- 
ent, grenadier-like, and strong 
voiced, now scarce fifteen, anon on 
the wrong side of forty—once I 
heard her sniff through a whole 
May afternoon (perhaps she was 
enjoying the fragrance of the early 
flowers )—what sort of definite iden- 
tity can she possess to the mind ? 
Who can find the real Claude (or 
Clifford, or Ivan, or Hamlet, or 
what not) when he is at one time 
slight-framed, knock-kneed, and 

thin-voiced ; at another Hercules-limbed and Stentor-tongued; now a 

chuckling ‘‘ masher”; anon a man whose wildest jokes are bathed in 

saturnine gloom; and again a vacant and indifferent being, whose words 
have no meaning to himself? 





Tux Lyceum.—Apriznne; A Swarr 
AS S-AD-RIENNE-DER-ING. 


WuHewn a play is, like Adrienne Lecouvreur, rom the French, an ad- 
ditional source of bewilderment is introduced. It is difficult at first to 
understand that the ‘‘ Prince,” the ** Prangs,”’ and the ** Pranks,” are 
one individual, (Very good name for him, Pranks, by the way, con- 
sidering his ‘* goings on” with the ladies of the Comedie Francaise, and 
his pron. Be way of scattering unprotected poisons around!) Most of the 
other dramatis persona pass a dual or triple existence of this kind, which 
close attention may enable the spectator to grapple with, but only great 
intellect and much experience can convince one that the hero can in his 
single person be at once, ** Socks,” ** Sarks,” and ‘* Sacks” (he seems 
to rua a great deal to what are known as “dry s”!): and even 
when the fact zs grasped, all r must cease, in spite of his being 
also known by the somewhat Jewish appellation, Mo Reece ! 


I pon’r think the piece is a remarkably exhilarating one at its best ; 
and, except for its excellent moral (vic., that actresses should avoid 
bouquets), has few claims to attention. It is not—or, perhaps, I should 
say, was not, seeing that it is only ** put up” for a week, and will have 
been replaced by Miss Anderson in 7he Lady of Lyons by the time these 
words are in print—it is not over well played at the Lyceum, nor 
over well stage-managed ; but, perbaps it is as much as can be expected 
for a week’s run. Madame Modjeska’s is a good performance—tender, 
delicate, and of considerable charm, but not wanting in weakness, or 
artificiality. Mr. Henry Neville’s is, perhaps, the most satisfactory 
performance of the whole, He shows no less than usually well in a 
romantic part. Mr, W. Farren, jun., is to be commended for fre- 
quent subtly natural touches (though, why he should occasionally 
drop into broken English is alittle puzzling) ; and Lady Monckton, “a 
distinguished amateur,” showed by no means ill in her first ** profes- 
sional” attempt. For the rest of the cast, some are inoffensive and 
some are not—far be it from us to mention names under the circum- 
stances. 


Nops AND WINKS.—A piece which appears to have attained some 
provincial success, A Xeign of Terror, by Mr. Melford, will be played 
at the Avenue to-morrow ( ) afternoon —On Friday afternoon, 
at the Gaiety, Mr. Henry Neville will conduct a performance of 7he 
Love Chase, with Mrs. Arthur Stirling as the Widow Green, and a Miss 
Marianne Saniry (who makes her first ap ) as Constance. The 
latter appears at the same place on the following Thursday in a new 
comedy.—And now the noble army of critics, a devoted band, forms 
itself into a bollow square, and, out of the zereba, prepares, 
although the odds are fearful, to conquer the Easter novelties that lie 
thick in front of them. NESTOR, 


————Kz&x&qqz————————————_= 
Tue other day a too amorous swain was discovered in a chimney, and 
the papers make merry over the event, After all, there is nothing like 
a chimney for a flame ; and it is only a likely and reasonable place to 
prosecute a soo/. 











A Ballad of Baldness. 
(BUT NOT, IT Is TO BE HOPED, A BALD BALLAD.) 


[**A German scientific professor has been demonstrating ” (saysthe Evening News) 
“that premature baldness is a sign of intellectual superiority. It is, he says, the 
result of excess of cerebral energy gradually bulging out the upper surface of the 


skull.” 
TAKE courage, you whose locks begin to go, 
Whose tresses at the top much thinness show ; 
Be joyous, for ’tis said on good authority, 
That (whether your head’s thatch be fair or dark) 
All early baldness is a certain mark 
Of intellectual superiority. 


Then weep not when your hair forsakes your poll, 
This scientific doctrine should console _ 
And throw all murmurers into a minority ; 
For this Teutonic scientist gives proof 
That lack of locks upon the human roof 
Shows intellectual superiority. 


And so the ravages ot work and time 
Bring us a comfort that is most sublime— 
A comfort that is shared by the majority ; 
Therefore at coming baldness do not whine, 
Remember that all baldness is a sign 
Of intellectual superiority. 


If this professor’s argument be true, 
’T will sadly grieve the ‘‘ hair-restoring ” crew, 
Also each long-haired bard and ‘‘ art” authority. 
This rule, though, has exceptions, as you'll see— 
Lo! Fun’s ambrosial locks remain ; yet Ae 
Shows intellectual superiority. 





anne oe 





TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THe EpDITOR oF “Fon,” 


IR,—Some 
people are so 
obstinate! 
Would you 
believe it? 
Several per- 
sons of low 
moral tone 
have written 
to me letters 
containing 
theshameless 
fabrication 
that I gave 
neither the 
right horse 

for the Grand National or the correct boat for the Boat Race! No one, 

up to now, has had the mpudence to deny that I gave Bendigo— 
absolute first—for the Lincoln. Bosh, sir! I gave Frigate for the 

Grand National,—who sent you indelible second ?—and if that isn’t right 

enough for anybody—well, I pity them. As for the Boat Race, look 

at the beautiful drawing presented gratis with my article on the subject, 
and read my remarks at the side (beautifully printed by the Messrs. 

Dalziel, I w7// say) isn’t it as plain as the plainest pikestaff that the 

on in Dark Blue is leading as hard as anything can lead? Very well, 
en. 

But I’ve ‘*chucked” horse-racing for this week ; been turning my 
attention to the human races at Stamford Bridge. The London Athletic, 
never in better form, held their First Spring Meeting there on the after- 
noon of the Boat-race. There was a goodly gathering, though not so 
goodly, perhaps, as might have been expected. There was a repetition 
of the last-season-tried sixpenoy admission, which appears likely to be 
mn pAb *“‘gate” was not objected to, at any rate. though Ockle- 
ord’s gait in the 2 mile Walking Race was, in some quarters; it is 
difficult to keep to the walking step when racing; few unpractised 
people realise Aow walkward it is; but Ockelford was all rght—at any- 
rate, he wasnt left. Paine won the 600 Yards with a panting effort, a 
kind of thing the reverse from a Paine game, I should say ; Barclay took 
the Half-pint—I mean Half-Mile—Perkins wasn’t in it; but Gordon 
came in second, For the Two Mile Steeplechase a Clarke came in 
first and a Painter second—triamph of the Mercantile over the Artistic. 
It was not ising that the Best took the 120 Yards, and the conclu- 





sion of the final heat of the Two-Mile Bicycle Handicap was greeted 

with the truthful cry, ‘‘ Hooray! Furnival'’s in!” We had merry music, 

and Mrs. Martin presented the prizes, and each of us, ready for dinner, 
‘Swallow, swallow, homeward flying.” 

TROPHONIUS, 


made for home— 
Yours, &c., 
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The Pisant’s Greeting, 
A1n—“‘ Fi,/ the Bumper fast.” 


Oc, HONE! here’s Wales’s Prince 
‘i —_ on a visit 

that's not an offince, 

I'd like to know what is it? 
Parnell the bould and brave, 

And Sexton, famed for sloy- 

ness— 

Have tould us to behave 

Quoite coolly to his Hoighness 


The Saxons we will tache 
To fear the Oirish pisant ; 
So begorra, H.R.H. 
Will foind things here unpli- 
sant, 
No, Misther an’ Missus Wales 
Won't foind us Laygers cheer 
thim, 
No faymales, too, or males 
Av ours shall go anear thim ! 


* ~ * * 


Av coorse, Oi know ye’ll foind 
There’s lot’s av Oirish I’yal, 
And they will be incloined 
To welkim persons R’yal. 
"Tis but our little lot 
Whom the agitatin’ party 
Beneath their thumbs have got, 
Who’s l’yalty’s not hearty. 
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THE BLUNDERBERRYS AT BREAKFAST. 


**Ou ! I do so love the merry spring-time,” cried Mrs, Blunderberry 
enthusiastically, as she held her two hands on either side of the teapot, 
in the hope of thawing a little sensation into her blue finger-tips. 

Mr. Blunderberry sneezed three times ferociously, and looked unutter- 
able things, but spake not. 

‘* There’s something so beautiful in the budding trees, and the peeping 
blossoms, and the little lambs in the meadows, and—and——” 

‘*And the rheumatism, and the influenza, and the doctors’ bills to 
follow,” growled her lord as he pushed away his devilled kidney un- 
touched, and buried his head in a monster red silk pocket-handkerchief. 

‘* Well, dear, I think it’s clearing up a little, I’m sure it will be 
warmer to-morrow.” 

‘‘Oh, you’re a regular weather bureau, ain’t you? You're a fine 
specimen of a storm signal! What the barometer don’t know it comes 
to you for—don’t it? Take away this stuff, I don’t want any breakfast.” 

**Oh, Solomon, dear, do try and swallow something.” 

“‘Ugh! Think because one swallow don’t make a summer, perhaps 
it makes a spring?” And Mr. Blunderberry sneezed again. 

‘* Let me get you a nice cup of gruel, dear.” 

‘Ha, ha!” laughed her lord and master sardonically. ‘‘ Ha, ha! 
Bring forth the potent gruel and let us carouse; fill high the tankard, 
wreath the flagon with snowdrops, and bid the saddened heart rejoice. 
‘Cun, ladlord, fill the flowig bowl.’” And Mr. Blunderberry 
attempted to chant the well-known bacchanalian ditty, but subsided into 
a choke and a cough. a as 

Don’t try to sing, love, it will hurt your poor throat,” said his better 
half compassionately. ’ 

‘Who made you a judge of my vocal powers? Who informed you 
that my chest notes were defective? You're an accomplished vocalist, 
ain't you? Why, with a dyed moustache, three excuses, and a non- 
appearance, any one might take you for a fashionable tenor.” And Mr. 
Blunderberry shivered, and drew his chair up to the fender, and put his 
feet upon the hob, nae , 

- ell, dear,” said the good lady cheerily, ‘‘ colds are quite in fashion 
now,” 

“Hullo! Are you turning up as on arbiter of fashion? Are you the 
mysterious somebody who settles what is in or out of season? Do you 





pen the charm in the Boudor Gazette :—‘* The Prince of 
Wales wppeared ina ivlined overcoat, accompanied. by a fashionable 


influenza,’ ‘The Duchess of Ultramarine inaugurated the fashion at 
Wiodsor Castle of sneezing three times in succession on entering the 
room. Twice is considered sufficient for all purposes of etiquette at any 
gathering where royalty is not present ?’” 
‘* Now, do let me do something for you, Solomon. You're not your- 
self at all to-day, I can see that.” 
_“* Not myself, ain’t I? Is that the reason why you're so attentive? 
Not myself, eh? Perhaps then, Mrs. B,, you will have the goodness to 





pk for it! Goo, mucene’ Whee Sr eae pe 

you got patent universal remedy in your 

phy whose sands of life are nearly run out? Are retailed in 
es at one and a penny halfpenny remark the on the 

label, without which none is genuine? Do something for this cold, 

which shakes the male Blunderberry to his very centre! What am I to 

do? Shall I rasp it with a file, or whittle it with a j 








—— who it is you’re wanting to pet, and coddle, and make gruel 


“‘ Why, of course, Solomon,” said Mrs. Blunderberry, a good deal 
flustered ; ‘‘ when I said you weren't yourself, I didn’t mean you weren't 
you, because I knew you were.” 

“*Great Gladstone! What a hand the woman is at an explanation. 
Here, hold my head before it splinters into space.” 

** You really ought to do something for that cold, dear,” remarked 
the good lady, watching the last paroxysm with affectionate interest. 


it up with dynamite? De ? Do you a cold’s a 
that you can give in charge at Bow Street for disorderly conduct ?” 

“ by all events, dear, you won't go to town outside the omnibus, will 
you 

**Go to town? Outside an omnibus What interest have in 
the Economic Interment Company, Limited? No, Mrs. B., I'll give 
you a treat—a real treat! I'll stop at home all day, and you'd best 
make things pleasant for me—that's all.” 





Not a Poulet to be Plucked. 


(It is stated that Mr. Pulley intends to shortly bring in a Bill for improving the law 
regarding the support of married women by their husbands). 
Mr. PULLEY intends to soon bring in a Bill 
The status of wives to improve ; 
We trust he'll orate with most exquisite skill 
When he riseth the measure to move. 
Married ladies their gratitude cannot conceal— 
And they trust that this Pulley will bring them much weal, 





On a Recent Holiday. 


Just now the cockney chatted in his glee, 
And each became (if he had cash) a feaster ; 
At Easter-time he looks to have a spree. 
We know an Easter, though, that would not be 
So apt to please folks—that’s a strong North: Easter, 
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FIGURATIVELY SPEAKING. 
tt HAS NOT EVEN Gor A GooD Ficuzs-——” 
ern Goop Ficurge! WHAT po you CALL SIxTY 
THOUSAND?” 
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ONE OF OUR FREE INSTITUTIONS. 


(Ir has turned out that at one o. our principal towns it has long been the regular custom to slaughter one hundred horses weekly to be cut into steaks and sold to 
the i hahitanrs as heef. Many of the hor-es are not di-eased } 





e. Thetha ts of our town had gr wn old in the eating of horses, many ot which were not diseased to spe 
They { not remember any other kind of sustenamee from childhood 
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And o ay the authorities woke up, rubbed their eyes, and said, dreami ‘Int there some fellow selling bad horseflesh for beef?" ‘‘Eh*%” said Old ‘lim: 
“Oh, that’s all over years ago! but you'll find the names of any witne-ses you may require about here, by pulling aside the long grass ” 
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THE YALLER PUP BANKSMAN’S YARN. 


Loan us a pipe o’ bacca, then, and 
Belonged to Foghorn Joe ov the Yaller 
Pup Min, Moko- 
, wamaka, North 
Oueensland, afore 
it come to me, I 
wur one of the 
Yaller Pup banks- 
men when Foghorn 
Joe and Battery 
Kill, his chum, was 
took on that min. 
Light-arted young 
fellers wur Battery 
an Foghorn, fight- 
ing free all round, 
and ** shakin” fur 
drinks, 


WANT a gold diggins yarn, eh? 
See this revolver? 


‘ere goes, 


invarable 
liberal arter matters 
Lein square settled, 
Ky slush lamps! 


Foghorn an me 





wos as likeastwin 

Ve l, ne moon 

if nite I wur on 

dooty at the pit’s mouth. Ah! that wos a buttiful nite. The winds 

was a rustlin through the iron bark I , a-settin them and a fellar’s 

teeth on edge deli , Wile the moh heir hoots like m 

whistles a-tryin t rownd the reeche f the curlew bet the 

noosic ©’ natur was also well ass} by melocde notes croakt out by 

ullfrogs. And the steady bump, bump, bump of hadipose kangyroo 

manooverin about mingle pleasant-like with the aburr shrill 
qualls, and blend the harmony raptshurusly. 

** Incomprensibul is the wurks of natur, I to Foghorn as he cum 
ip from the pit; then, gazin upards at the starry wault, I remarks, 
‘*Them purty cloudlets wots a-floatin by reminds me of froth blow 
f Engh h bottled beer, a-tryin to k the n I 

"Ooh, be igprered, reply Fopghor ie tow yer poetery, or I'll put 31 
head on yer an wink, j weet-scented old ga t; but theer, in ina 
urry to get home and fix a new ceiling in 1 y m Kin pants. So good 
aight, Thunder Jaw. 

Iwur going to let on a bit, for a boy don’t like to have his bit o 
senturment squelched out so sharp; when Iden we hears a tere 
rumblin’ noise, and the dust curls out of the min in volum ‘* Thunder 

: . , 
law,’ whispers Foghorn hoarse; ** Thunder Jaw, that new two hut 


lerd foot level's given way; I thort it looked like driftin. By gum 
hoes! there’s fifty men inside, and Hatterys among ’em.”” Then he 
zurgles, turns a rummy colour, and staggers just like a shot nigger, 
Wanrn't long afore all the chums from the shanties round was out, their 
gin-bottle candle-lamps a ftlickerin like Jack-o'-lanterns all over the claim, 
(seewollikins ! warn’t there ascramble, too, as to who should be quickest 
lown to start openin up the level agin; but in course Foghorn got in 
he fust gang lowered, After a few hours, bein plenty o’ bracemen 


top, down I goes inter the pit myself. Tame buffaloes and snips 
warn't Foghorn a-workin and a-cussit And work it was too, 'cos in 
rse, wile burrowin, false sets hed to be putt in to prop up the tunnel! 
As we worked thro, now ar nwe drop r pick } Is, 
hopin ti hear voice how i me {th} niortur f "! if 
oned ony, an not crushed ; but arter every rest Foghorn’s lanvwi Oren 
rfuller and orfuller, for nary a cry for help « we strik « No! al 
wa eadly ¢ 1 that way till we bored thro fifty feet of debrish. 
list about tl \ al 
r- Nos¢ Chinee 
ills out, ‘‘ Boys, I 
reckon we kin go on 
it this job till fea- 


thers grows on our 
fingers without 
any good,” and he 
tlings down his spade. 
Foghorn’slipcurled 
with disgust, but he 
aid nary a word, he 
nly caved in Yaller 
d Chinee’s head 
with a pick. The 
dyin yell of Yaller- 
a 


heerd 


gon 


sf 





Nosed Chinee w nearthly loud, and as its echoes ceased, we 

muftied souns as if comininreply. ** Hooray !"’ shouts Foghorn, wipin 
the pursperation from } brow, and | in round diggermified. ‘‘ At 
ast our pashunts is rewardured. There’ ¢ on ’em saved, I kin heer 














Battery’s voice distinct.” We immejut redoobled our efferts, an in arf 
an our breaked in upon ’em, Were many dead? nary a slab ribbed 
reskel among ’em! With lashens o’ whisky, plenty o’ atr, piles o’ bacca, 
all convivial good fellers too, with the sartinty of bein reskood, wha: 





pleasanter time c men hev had. Gold mins ain’t choked up wi 
vas lik coals, so miners kin enjoy necessiters of life like bacca and whisky 
re easy when below. Great snakes! the prisoned chums had had 
a bully time, | 
Anyhow, we all then cleared sharp out o’ the mine, and maked trac%s 
to old Ben’s Tamboroolar to irrigate well. After three hours moistenin, 
nigh all the chums falls sleepy, and snores heavy. . 
The last slush lamp had spattered out some three hours before Foghorn, 
Lattery, and me took a final long sleever though, and left the sleepin 
chums in old Ben's Tamboroolar Hotel, and sought the sweet mornin 
Trigvers and knives ! how the tears cours down Foyhiorn’s cheeks 
‘‘ Battery,” ses Foghorn, ‘*did you pray much 


’ 


alr. 
is he embrast Battery. 
while you wos cooped up?’ 

‘“No! but I singed the ‘Old Bullock Dray’ a many times,” retorted 
Battery, 

“Ver dernd larrikin, you arnt fit to live,” shouts Foghorn virtuous, 

nd then shootin free all round, he woonds Battery, and smart they has 
as nice a little douel as any miners could wish to hev. 

Out rolls the chums disturbed by the noise, an finds em both fair 
pegged out. Straghtawaytwo niggers, who'd bin watchin the fun, mixed 
me up with, Foghorn thro the hkeness I spose, and thro their muddle 
heathen’s brains, and swored slick otf I done murder. Havin ony a 
halibi or two wot had taken so many nobblers, they knew nuttin; the 
chums was going to sling me up over the limb of atree. But when I 
uggests there’s more fun in hangin two skunkin useless niggers nor one 
white man, they applause the notion, takes the rope off my reck, scrags 





the two blackies, and persents me with Foghorn’s shootin iron as acom- 
pliments for the idee. I keeps it as a momentor morri, as I'm alive. 
You look sulpherous unbeleivus, but you’d better come off sharp and 


sie¢evers, Of— 
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Head-ifying. 


baby- boy 
Hyperion), 
fant joy, 


teary-’un ! 


Fun, 


better than 
one,’ 





’ And here in these 
~ baby-heads we 
may find 
Two types that are allegorical— 
For just like babies are all mankind, 
And their craving for change is historical. 
Baby grins, or he groans, as his whims may dictate, 
And, if toyless, he gets in a terrible stat 


And, lo! all we babes of a larger growth 
Are frequently just as imperious ; 
To leave Pleasure’s rattle we all are loth, 
And all checks we regard as serious. 
Yes, we're just like babies, I think you'll agree, 
i’xcept that we’re rather more wicked, maybe. 








THE DYNAMITER’S SEVEREST “TRIAL.” 


IIk sat in a garret, and listened anxiously, Tresently there was a 
dull and distant report. 

He rubbed his hands and chuckled triumphantly, and murmured 
“‘bedad !” with an American intonation. 

In his left hand pocket was a gross of toy pistols of American con- 
struction ; in his right-hand pocket wasaconsignment of cheap -\merican 
clocks; his slouch hat was filled with detonators; his boots were 
crammed with time-fuses ; the washing basin was full of nitro-glycerine, 
and the jug of sulphuric acid ; he sat upon a convenient mound of cakes 
of Atlas Powder A, like brown paper, and smoked Virginia tobacco in 
an Trish clay, 7 
With him it was obviously a moment of supreme triumph. With 
every demonstration of joy he arose, descended into the street, pawned 
his toothpick at No. 1 Round the Corner, purchased half a quartern of 
Irish whisky, and returned to his high parlour to make merry with him- 
self. ‘* Erin,” he exclaimed, ‘‘ has stricken down the alien, and the 
British oppressor writhes beneath her blow!” Then he added with a 
burst of triumph—* Wirrasthrue! Dotell !’’ and drained the bumper. 
Anon a footstep was heard approaching up the dark and creaky stair ; 
his sunken and glittering eye flashed uneasily as he muttered . 

“ Ochone—you bet!” Hiastily he arose and concealed the explo 
sives. ‘* For,” he said to himself, ‘‘it is the alien detective after me; 
he has obtained aclue.” Yet, in the midst of his uneasiness, there was 
triumph ; for did not the British public, writhing beneath his blow, hate, 
curse, and fear him? Z/4at would have upheld him through all, 

The door opened, and a figure stood in the dim light. 
‘You are the alien detective, and would have my blood ¢” 
the dynamiter—For Such Indeed He Was. 
‘On the contrary,” replied the visitor, ‘‘I have called to tender my 
sincerest thanks.” a 
‘But are you not one of the detested Saxons whom I designed to 
blow up? a ; 

‘‘ The same,” replied the visitor, ‘‘only you didn’t. (Quite the reverse, 
you have done me the greatest service. I am a newspaper reporter, 
Your explosion has enabled me to supply a dozen columns to the papers. 
I assure you it was 2 godsend and I felt that common gratitude urged 
me at least to call and grasp the hand of one to whom I and my wife 
and family owe so great a debt of gratitude ! 

The dynamiter’s brain reeled, he grasped the table for support; a 
sec nd fipure stood in the dark doorway. 
“You,” muttered the dynamiter, ‘‘are the alien 
would——” 

‘No, no; indeed you wrong me,” replied the new visitor ; ‘‘far from 


' remarked 


letective, and 





HERE'S a little 
sketch of a 


(His curls aren't 
like those of 


One face is ex- 
pressive of in- 


The other of 
crief’s a cry- 


Our artist drew 
frvoheads, **No 
matter,’ = said 


Two heads (even 
babies’) are 


it, Tam the editor of a daily paper. News was dull, it was a task to 
fll my columns; then came your friendly explosion. How shall I ever 
express ia 
But the dynamiter had fled. With the utmost secrecy he hid himself 
in the kindly shade of anew and remote attic, and there he sat glowering 
and gnashing histeeth. Again a footstep sounded on the creaking stairs, 
again a figure stood in the dark doorway. 
‘* You,” muttered the dynamiter, ‘‘are the alien detective 
‘* No, no—don't be alarmed!” said the visitor reassuringly ; ‘'I am 
a sincere and grateful friend. I am a mason ; work was slack ; then came 
your explosion, and gave mea sorely-needed jobo' work, Lheattectionate 
tears of a grateful missus and seven young ‘uns——”’ 
The sentence was interrupted by the arrival of one more figure ; 
**you,” muttered the dynamiter, ‘‘at least, are the alien detec-——”’ 
**Not me!” said the new-comer, ‘‘I am but a grateful carpenter that 
had the job o’ repairin'———” 
But the dynamiter had tled once more to new attics. Again a step 
ascended the creaking stairs and so on. 
** You,” muttered the dynamiter, ‘* must be the alien det 
**Not a bit of it,” replied the visitor, “I am in the force, it’s true; 
but I’ve only stept up to thank you for a public ovation, and the Albert 
medal, and a nice warm subscription, and a nice holiday, and the finest 
chance of promotion . 
The dynamiter sat down gloemily upon his pile of Atlas Powder A., 
and took a spoonful of sulphuric acid. Poor fellow, no doubt he had 
his good points; no doubt he was a dutiful son, an indulgent father, 
and a sincere and devoted friend, 








Gee W. O.! 


Or our English War Otnce we all are pr ; 
(That is, of course, wh acts aright) 
Bu ll, by all at wall wed, 
That the first War ‘* Office the ‘ 


THE dangers of spiritualism are not to be scotted at in a light spirit. 
We knew a family that amused themselves by table-turning. spinning 
hats round the room, and attending spiritualistic séasnces 


Lefore in- 
dulging in these habits, their hearts thrilled with love and glee. Nota 
child in that happy home was ever flogged more than four times a week. 
Nearly all was bliss. But after exciting their brains and worrying their 
nerves by spiritualism, the members of this umted family changed 
The eldest son took to finding his father’s boots each morning in the 
cistern, The younger children perpetually discovered taps running and 
windows broken. Jam and treacle were daily and niyhtly spirited away 
in arapid but sure manner, At last the mother was scized with after 
noon hysterical tits, which manifestations induced her to mistake her 
servants’ heads for brooms, and she would dust the carpets vigorously 
with them. Then the overstrung nerves of the father produced a little 
harvest of disorders. Sometimes he thought he was a feather, and flut 
tered out of the dining-room window; at other times he neglected to 
pay the (Jueen’s taxes under the impression that he was Oliver Cromwell, 
He finished by putting a loaded revolver in his mouth and pulling the 
trivver, saying he was going to havea nice drink of iced gingerbeer. 
His funeral was rather a handsome one, but we never kept up the 
acquaintance of the family afcer it was over. 


} 
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A Perplexed 


Poster. 


Hi] te hoarding-de corator 
eems much moved 
With strong emotion 
(or with drink) he’ 
**puggling ©; 
But, lo! that poster does 
not seem improved, 
Though with it he is 
trugegling. 


All this is very touching 
you'll admi', 

And yet, perhaps, our 
sympathy we re wast- 
ing, 

That poster, and the map 
who's posting it, 

Both stand in need of 
‘* pasting.” 
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KNICKNACKS. 

AN alliance between slimy’ slippery Turkey, and artful sneaking 
Russia would reach the acme of political buffoonery. The notion of the 
teetotal Turk, and the inebriate 
Kuss embracing each other, and 
shedding sweet tears ofsympathy 
together is more than droll, 
The serpent and the hyenacraw!l- 
ing and shuffling about on kissing 
terms is almost too all-devour- 
ingly funny an idea to be carried 
into effect we fear, 





—__---—-— 


THE great Duke of Argyll 
rightly observed that Merv was 
a nest of robbers, This fact 
accounts forthe Russians having 
flown there. ‘*Birds of a 
feather flock together,” 

THE Mahdi is invariably hounded down for any fault that can be 
found with his domestic personal arrangements. The latest complaint 
against him is, that he is suffering from soft corns, Surely the poor fellow 
can have as many of them as he like They are not forbidden in the 





WHAT a country of sentimentalists we are becoming ! While the war- 
fever ride rampant thr ivh Is Durning and heate 1, we cool y congratu- 
h at titute the considerate community that 
ave live whenrvera chance aftor : And don't we hurry 1p ¢ Kamples 

show the weight of our merciful moral calibre? Hale, hearty stori 
we being revived to prove the magnanimous kindline r race 

Sas ot 
Here's one, an it please jy 


 DuRING the Crimean struggle a gentleman saved a Russian man-of 


war from running «n the Cornish coast one dark stormy night, by light- 
ing a beacon.’ This conduct is now extolled as a singularly virtuous 
t. Had the gentleman known that the vessel was bent on an errand 


i¢ 

of destruction to British shipping and ports, possibly the saving fire 
would not have been kindled. Anyhow, after the war was over, the 
worthy gentleman received a special message of thanks from the Russian 
Government for his humane behaviour. The saved ship and her crew 
subsequently managed to slaughter a large number of British subjects, 
and to inflict infinite damage on our shipping before the termination of 
hostilities, 


Yer by the memory of Lucullus, we feel kindly disposed towards 
human nature sometimes, and in our hearts rejoice that those Muscovite 
seamen did not fatten the luscious crab, the tempting lobster, or the 
milk-white sturgeon anywhere about our coast, 

PROFESSOk MAS-ON 1s an orator, whose eloquence is of the decisive 
and incisive order. In lectunng recently in Edinburgh, the professor 
severely slated lroude for his ‘* deplorable life of Carlyle,” winding up 
by saying, ‘‘ whenever Mr. lroude himself became the narrator or com- 
mentator, his mode was uniformly like that of a man driving a hearse.”’ 
Picking to pieces and laying bare the private life of aman after his death 
must indeed be a sombre, | task. Many an undertaker’s assi 
ant would shudderingly refuse to engage in such work. 


wubrious 


TENNYSON, on being interviewed ance, expressed his strong dislik 
to **the passion for graphs, anecdotes, and records,’ and at 
ame time tirmly refused to be “ripped open hke a pig” for the enter 
tainment and satisfaction of a hungry publi ‘*Thank goodness ! 
world knows nothing of Shakespeare but his writings,”’ said the laureate 
puftiog his short black pipe with fiery energy. 


A piece of very astounding intelligence has come to hand through 
Mr Hoyle. This authonty lets us know that we are still very far from 
cing a sober pation, I: yle, keep your hair on! and don’t fire out 
hidden secrets again. It makes some people feel quite jumpy. 





INDIGNANT ladies think that the City men who attribute depression 
of trade to the drinking habits of women ought to be boiled alive in the 
pot of scandal] until they are sucked up into the vast space of infamy. 





Ir will bea long time betore theatrical and music hall managers drop 
the absurd term ‘*specially ” as applied to the engagements of artistes. 
That ‘* Miss So-and-So has been specially engaged by Mr. Whatdyemay- 
callit, to play in the new comedy Aunhkumdesr, of course strikes home 
at once to the lower Classes, who are still deeply impressed by the desig- 
nation ** practical’ tailor, *‘ practical” barber, or ** practical” chimney A SUI 
sweep. built Ferry 





DEAR 


a 


TO THE EDITOR. 
The Junior Scan and Skimmer’: Club, 
The 31st of JJarch. 
SIR,— 
My doubtful eyes I rub, 
My eyebrows widely arch, 
I ask myself, ‘* Is this a lark?” 
And ‘** What is this I see?” 
And ‘* Well, I never! ’ I remark, 
And also *‘ Can it be?” 


The French completely put to rout! 
The Cabinet gone bang ! 

(They ove and all exclaimed, no doubt, 
‘*Confound it all! Dong-Dang!’’) 

There must have been a royal din 
Til Ferry went away, 

To calm the fray, ’twould be no sin, 
For M, Frey-cin-et ! 


When first those Gallic soldiers went, 
7h1s character it bore :— 

‘*It was, indeed, magnificent, 
But it was not ‘the war!’” 

Some woud have had them pause, I wot, 
But they zosu/d have their bent, 

And now it looks like war, and not 

t all magnificent ! 


But there, let’s wish them better luck, 
As we their lot condole, 

And turn aside to praise the pluck 
Of honest Sergeant Cole. 

In recent dynamitish scares 
He bravely stood the test, 

And glad are we to know he wears 
The ‘*‘ Albert ” on his breast. 


There’s influenza much about 
(We've just been taking Cole) ; 

And our Keserves they're calling out— 
I'm sorry on the whole 

(When thus on our Reserves I fall, 
Of course you'll understand, 
do not mean the things they call 
Reserves in Zululand). 


tor those who no vaceine prefer, 
And those who for it votes, 
There is a lady officer 
At Fordingbridge (Miss Oates). 
The Queen is off; and furthermore, 
I see the papers teach 
That Beach has beaten Hanlan (or 
Has Gladstone beaten Beach ?). 
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Some priceless oil mills have been burned 
(Or is it mill-less Price ?) ; 
Where Mrs. Weldon is concerned, 
We ve six months’ peacethat’s nice ; 
I hope that Canada’s half-breeds 
Will soon be better bred, 
To Osman’s flag no truce succeeds ! 


Yowrs truly, ME&RDLE HEAD, 








TABLE PARODY FOR THE PARISIANS,—‘ Farewell, my trim 
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Erin’s Easter Egg. 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


WiTH best intent his manly bosom 
heaving, 
Juhn Bu'l doth beg 
To offer, for his Erin's own receiving, 
An Easter Egg. 
This egg should prove a treat, 
So full it is of meat 
(Tousea somewhat odd though common 
phrase) ; 
And as it seems a good 
Nutritious sort of food, 
It surely merits nought but thanks and 
praise. 
But gifts aren’t always met as one 
supposes 
Should be the case when they from 
kindness spring, 
And churls there be who can turn up 
their noses 
At anything. 
Thus when this Easter present, 
That’s meant to be so pleasant, 
Is brought to Erin’s sight, 
It would not very much surprise 
If some ungracious wight 
Were to poon- pooh it in malicious wise 
And rudely strove to blast the bounty 
with a blight. 
Still, never heed such fudge, 
Since why should one bad judge 
Of eggs be let to spoil another s jollity ? 
Euough to know this egg’s no ‘* shop 
‘un’ or 
An addled specimen of ova, for 
'Tis quite new-laid and of the finest 
quality, 


A Slater Slated. 


[A Mr. Slater. who recently charged Mr. 
Chamberlain with bondho ding trickery regard- 
ing the war in the Soudan, has just pubiicly 
apologised, and withdrawn his statements as 
unfounded). 

ONE Slater, having charged ‘* Brum 
Joe ” 
With shady tricks, not long ago, 

His rash and reckless statement rues ; 
Lo, Slater’s views were first unkind, 
And even fal-e, but now we fiad 

Much difference in his (S)later views. 





THe Worst FARE IN THE WORLD. 
—War-fare. 


THE matter in this song supplies 
Ince: tive to extreme surprise, 
And justifies the full extent 

Oi possible astonishment, 


I have a notion—quite my own— 
Whose truth herein is clearly shown : 
It is, that man has not a dim 
Conception what is good for him, 


There lived, surrounded by the sea, 
A mercantile communitee, 

Who gave their talents to the staid 
And steady-going ways of trade. 


l'hey much desired a man of might, 
A so der, wi ha sword, to fight 
s\ith stern, unyielaing foemen—pests 
l'u vast commercial interests. 
661% ’ . 

It needs,” most wisely they agreed, 
ft i ‘ , L 

O Offer valour such a meed 

As well may make it worth its while 


‘ 
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WORKS OF 


CARRYING HIS PICTURES TO 


BLIND TO ADVANTAGES. 
No sooner had they said it than 
There came along a fine young man, 

To whom they up and oftered straight 


The following seductive bait: 


‘¢O strong young man, an’ 
You'll hight lor us beyon 4 
Against the foeman who molests 
Our vast commercial interests, 

We'll gy e (for economic ends) 
A leaden bay 
We'll give yo 3 
When savage foemen gather thick ; 


net that bends; 


“4 5 | 4 | 
1 cartridges tnat sticK 


You'll have — (economy again)— 
An insufficient transport train ; 
You'll also have, to pair with that, 
A blundered commissariat. 


nt 


And those who lead you shall neglect 
To look for foes they might expect 


Concealed and all pre; ured to leay 


THE ROYAL 
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ART. 


ACADEMY, WESTMINSTEF 


To save expense in extra men 

We'll send you out to fight with ten, 
And if you fall, we've saved expense 
A thing of far more consequence ! 


If you've a wife, forefend our hcard 

Should buy her bread while you're abroad ! 
So if her scanty earnings fail, 

Why, bless you, +} go to jail, 


he can 
If—after years of service, say 
You quit that service for a day, 
Then re-enlist, the past amount 
Of faithful service shall not count.” 


You'll scarce believe it when I say 
That mad young party cast awa 
young party ¢ 
The noble prize, and said, with thanks, 
He didn't care to join the ranks! 
/ 


A WeLtcome SONG FOR THE TROOPS AT 
SUAKIN.—'* The cam els are coming.” 











To f { a. 68 O 2 1S nd slay v as you si¢€e 
40 hght for our commercial isle. To arms, and slay you as you 
ee 
_ KKBSPON DED ne Editor aoes wi Mind fimici/ le ak? (age, velurn, or pay for Comiriouliong. im mo case will thay b¢ rélurned Unie 
> 4 iJ mais 4 “ a m panied hy a siamped amd ditrecléd envelope 
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Av Easter-tide you oft may mark 

At Hamopstead Heath or Greenwich Park, 
And other Spots that merry folk, 

Determined to enjoy themselves, 

brisk gaily, like to fairy elves, 


And lure the fiery untamed moke ! 


heipaAy, March 27—Lords.—Salisbury soun 


, , ’ , ’ } ‘ 
rus wants US tO it al 


, Government 
‘ys on ae position Wants us to insult < 


ch 
chi mu 


BIRD’S 


Richest Custard! Whithoat 
kyws Half the st 
and Troutne Choxel 
Deicious! A Great Lurury!! 
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THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 





See that 

you get 

VIRD'S 
AG! Packeth ’ 
Bultic foe 
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Packet for 7 
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ALF} BIRD & BONS. Devonshire Works 
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Adpd ff , : 


REVELLING RIDERS. 
See, here are revellers, young and old, 
Professing that they're riders bold ; 


Hut Neddy’s eager for the fray, 
And soon each rider with dismay 
Keyards his hery untamed moke! 


is Granny as to whether 


any ry of Government | ying at” ttle h Russia Granny 
7 likely! Oh, dear, no! Do you think Jonn Bull's the sort 
re for reedy prow fthe Kussian bear Salisbury wants to have M nday. 
a brush wi (; ver kyypuan ¢ tion. Granville won't pl yers ol 
have it. **M » tyhting a crowd in the other ring—leave him alone!” CMPé ys ‘when 
( Lord Edward Fitz urice te that Zebehr Pasha placed patriotism ! 
on rd . Ba reports that War Ort waiting to hear from 
Lord W eley ; t those ‘jammed cartridges, het es they were of the grille a burni 
alled mething ¢ t Abu klea, altho t und -unlike motion to transform 
‘iammed.” Much disagreement over agreement with l’owers as to Egypt. 
Good speech from Joseph. The author of the Bankruptcy Act of 83 
byects to Fyyptian Act of Bankruptcy in 35 Marriott very hard on 
Government. ** Converts always most bigotted zealots.” Conservative 
| pe insult us.” Liberal with Russia. 
pe.” 


C BRANDAUEREC® 
{CIRCULAR PENS 


POINTED 







m4 wnt Sane , 





They with each Neddy fain would joke ; 


Boat Race Day,—‘‘ Sit to-day?” asked Lords and Commons. 
to Putney!” and they added force of example to precept, with about 
half-a-dozen exceptions. 
Bill (hardy annual this) till 13:h inst. 

Hartington announces that Government will urge em- 
Keserve men ordered on active service to take back their 


Let the hero ready to die for his country find his country 
ready to give him an honest living. 


Tursday.—Ashmead Bartlett elicits practical admission from Harting: 
ton that Kussia in possession of Salt Lakes—not of Utah, but Er Oilan. 
This, however, to be taken cum grano salts. 
House that Government playing every inch of the game of Diplomacy 
After one or two pet grievances aired, and hobby horses 
cantered, House adjourns to 9th of April. 


PURE!!! 














! 
' 


With one spilt here, and one dropped there, 
And others shot into the air, 

They're rather mixed, these worthy folks ; 
And if their rides last long, ia fac’, 
The only beings left intact 

Will be those fiery untamed mokes ! 














‘6 Go 


Lords adjourned after reading Army Annual 


the war is over.’ MHere’s a chance for practical 
Fat in the fire to-night—question 
} ‘ ’ ; ’ 
ng one: ‘*Shall we cage our love-birds?” Buxtons 
Ladies’ Gallery into Dress Circle rejected. 





Hartington, later on, tells 
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Cadbury's 
“Oo0coa 


Cocoa thickens im the 
SOLUBLE!!! REFRESHING!!! 


cup, its proves the 
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additwn of Starch. 
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FUN’S THEATRI 


CAL ‘ 





a-ha, - 













































































s —-_—— 
- ee ee _ ae 























On 
~~) 


{ 


9 HON. APRIL 15, 1885, 








SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


HE theatrical 
Faster Eggs 
have all been 
hatched 


The meal is, 
on thewhole, 
not particu- 
larly appetiz- 
ing nor easy 
of digestion, 
1very hungry 
man will find 
stomach for 
perhaps, 


+ 
es9 


hide . .HE ; r hens and 
tht th have r etter for 
PVILLI I{ere we have a time-honoured name tacked 
f con r reariness, called Under Fire. The plot 
f f t r y inn ecret, i 
4 f I l LF nicn I 
’ nN iu ’ 
I y ar . ; 
t rpri 
r und Mar There ar er for 
r. Thor en toappear racter)n which 
ly hoy line, the acting } ervably good. The 
raised in the heroine, played by Miss Amy Koselle, is an interest 
irely personal to the actress, the character is n treal enough t 
h sympathy, but Miss Koselle’s art is very real, to watch her 
in intellectual pleasure of n ean order, Miss Cissy Grahame 
° e forgot her ence several tin 1 sh i m 
fee Mr, Ik. Archer ye Wily ecker 
f tt-backe yle, and Mrs, Canninve gay uracter 
rere (wh , of course, has #vo character) Mr. Sug R 
r} ephens, Mr. bk. Thorne (who made a popular la 
hly r rt), | antly-humorous M ate Phillay 
] I re 1 turesome old lady, all play redunda rt 
' ' h I suppose one ought not t t mp4 l, hese 
er Providing ” days, to find that reat furnishing tir 
rrels asegular branch of their trade, but it 7 rather start 
rve from the programme that the *‘duelof women” in Act 2 
by Messrs. Maple,” while ‘‘the final contlict”’ is ‘‘furnished 
I hoolbred ’’} 


kK ROYALTY AND THE OrERA COMIOUE,—The programme of 
}of these theatres proclaims the /:éce de x ststance to be from the pen 
I 


ime author—the inordinate dulness and feeble-minded punning 


gue corroborates the statement! Aran os, the Aadtai, 
card M ntley } rawn, live certain 
l n 
y rothy } ical t I 
[ [ Nor M1] . ait Ese; o * 
A I Ly f I 
f I y, al what Mr. McCarthy 
f Mi yS patr In Mr 
raw I : 
ron Mr. fan 
! tr n nal °° 
y I watched the rig with sy: hetic 
| icha . Mr, | r the r he 
2 i alter Withar y ila his 
her. ters, an ing refers Vari by , 
yy at n, did mof exc » Oh, Cus? your bye-law 
in ft t momer! The author of Camidiusate 
ys) has | In too great a hurry—he should have 
, re producing / yap z tal, and 7 
aim, when his reputation might have carr them thr 
f Fras vadial | een n ] 10., I 
i retty, ; ry r rhe | , 
y { 3 , y tr way, \ 
ty niea, I + | ¢ 
ry I } Mr. ¢ ' lr 
\ I 





sings with a curiously continuous swell and fall not unsuggestive of an 
attempted practical illustration of sound-waves. Miss Lizzie Mulholland, 
too, | although an excellent and valuable singer, is not without the 
suspicion of “indulging i in the fog-horn style of singing inside the cheeks, 
Mr. Louis Kelleher has Ii ttle to do, Mr. Hallam’s singing is as hard a 
nails, and Mr. Ashley can’t sing at all! Mr, Ashley is very funny, 
thou gh, in his usual manner. 


THERE is some good acting at the Opera Comique—to return to 7%e 
Excursion Train, I've already told you how hard Mr. James works; 
I think Mr. Lestocq works even harder. Then there are Mr. F, W, 
Irish, Mr. C. A. Smiley, and Mr, E, W, Gardiner, all good—the latter 
es pecially, Mis S Cicely Creme Miss Robertha Erskine (funny in 
spite of some vulgar stupidity about her having been eating onions), 
Miss Lucy Bi uckstone, i Miss Helen Forsyth being the ladies. The 
pit, which this theatre has so long lacked (ever since it was built, in 
fact), ha fm upplied by Mr. James at considerable expense—to the 


cupants of the dress circle, who are sent astorey higher, Well, the 
pit has suffered at another house, for the benefit of the bloated oligarch 
~it is but right that in its turn it should score at someone else’s expense. 
The interior decorations have been entirely renovated, paintings and all, 
in which work Mr, J, M. PBoekbinder has acquitted himself right 


artistically and well, 


By-THE-WAY,as Mr, Burnand is very fond ofsuggesting as amelioration 


r most things from tinsel-verse tragedy to weak-kneed farcical come y 
if Mr. James were to throw ina burle sque song or geet What cheer 
| ! f mnctan > pitt ryry » of 2¢ t tht | th > 

INla . 1Or in ince With SOme ste ances ne mie at excurs it 
train through and make it run deuce knows how aoe : as it is, it 1 * 
ery like shutting steam after a very short journey. Seriously the 


ong and dance idea is worth considering. 





THE OLyMPic.—A smart little apropos piece called Aprz? Folly, by 
Mr. J. P. Hurst, now precedes /m His Power, at this theatre, It is 
strongly cast, and with such artistes as Mr, Phillip Beck, Mr. Howell 
Poole, Mr, W. T, Elworthy, and Miss Gabrielle Goldney to keep it going 


wtt oe 
au ¢& c 


KEVIVALS.—At the Princess’s after ‘*the last of the kings” there 
comes yet another—7/e S7z/ver A7ng, Revived with all the care and 
attention to detail, with all the apparent public interest too, of a novelty, 
. second edition of success is not at all unlikely. ph Willard, Mr, G. 
Harrett, Miss Eastlake, The » Silver King himself, and the rest all score 
it the old points with famil lar ease.—At Toole’s the merry proprietor is 
once more at home ; he has — tht back The Upper Crust, and promises 
ther fare immediately, — Att he Lyceum Miss ‘And erson is once more t 
be found; at the Prince’s Mrs, Langtry has scored a success in Fert/, 
though I didn’t see her do it myself; and Sir Randall Roberts has pro 
vided the Grand with its Easter novelty, 4 Dangerous Gavie, which 
seems to have answered well as played by the author, Mr, J, H. Clynds, 
Miss Alice Kkaynor, and others. NESTOR, 








Hairpins. 


JU LIANA’S countenance was angelic, and her great sky-blue eyes 
were of a mingled ticklesome earnestne nd mildness, of which no 
nr 


words 1 give an adequate description as she winked at her husband, 
and said, ** what ails you Theodore my ownest own?” ‘I’m hardly ir 
a position toanswer your question otthand,” returned Theodore. ‘* I know 
I ought to be happy, for am I not famous for the earliest roses, the largest 
nbers, and the itest wife in the county? Still, ever and anon 
I epressed and low ; nervous and excited. Mayhap I have swallowe 
many hairpins lately. I have certainly taken them very freely i 


ea, Coltee, Soup, hashes, and vegetables.” ‘*I will readily forgive y 

m| ce’ 1 Julia eI know youcouldn’t help it. Tast 
fully serve! up, hairpins are very seductive things. But you shall n 

have a chance of oxidising your dear old system for the future. No! 
never more will you take overdoses of iron, red lead, and litherage in 
the shape of cooked hairpins, for I have insisted on the whole household 
using the ‘El en Terry’ (Ilinde’s Patent) ‘Fast Bind? Hairpins, 


¢ | ) 


warranted not to get loose or fall out. 
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tas CLANG OF THE CLOCK-TOWER. 


THURSDAY, Oth Apnl,—Baronial Worms on tenterhooks of anxiety 
for English mails to Hong Kong. The man who lays hi s han lupona 
woman 1s a base, &c., and Worms considers the mail equally to be pro- 

ip, looking all tk r for spell at Bright vn, al t 
I } i’ bschadd > uc 4 [ } eF Ar 
A (; n, as sex’ 
ry tu ‘ I y forg Drigt s mal 
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Our Annual Antidote. 


AH, welcome are all the wee flowers 

That, freshened by life-giving showers, 
Now coyly peep forth on the earth; 

Britons are gladly beholding 

The buds, as their charms are unfolding, 
To add to Queen Nature’s great worth, 

on soothed is Despondency’s sting 

By ‘the smiling and hope-bringing Spring ! 


’Mid Party’s mad pranks and the rancour 
Of those who for ottice e’er hanker, 
’Mid the war-din (we hope ’twill soon cease !) 
The Springtime doth daily endeavour 
Our hearts from all grossness to sever, 
And to woo us to gladness and peace. 
Oh, would we could gambol and sing 
Like the birds at the coming of Spring 





‘Tis well to leave, sometimes, behind us 

All thoughts of the worries that bind us, 
And to cast aside envy and strife, 

The study of Nature’s bright beauty 

But helps to make sweeter our duty,— 
Nerves our hearts for the battle of life, 

Then loudly our praises should ring 

In honour of heart-soothing Spring! 


In the Spring (so Bard Tennyson tells us), 
Young Love by his power impels us 
(Though Love at all seasons holds sway), 
So, FUN who now warbles this carol, 
Hath donned all his gayest apparel, 
To cause his fair readers to say, 
**Lo! Fun, who’s a darling old thing, 
We love more than ever this Spring !”’ 


An Eye-solated dual 


} 


A writer, in an article contributed to a magazine, says that 
] 


right-coloured eye is an improvement on the dark eye.) 








ARE bright eyes or dark eyes the best ? 




















7his writer inclines to the bright ones ; A TAKE IN 
Now, FuN hasn’t made any test, 
But he knows that his own are the right ones, Faceiious Party (the Local Lawyer, who likes to hai i Clien 
Lovely girls (be their eyes bright or dark), “*T say, PAT, SUPPOSE THE DEVIL WERE SUDDENLY 10 APPRA 
When they love, are the heart’s panacea ; WHICH OF US WOULD HE TAKE FIRST, D'Y'THIN 
Still, doubtless this writer’s remark Pat.—‘*ME, OF COORSE; FOR SHURE HE KNOW5 HE ¢ 1 ' 
Should be hailed as a new bright eye-dea ! HONOUR AI ANY IIMP, FAD LUCK 10 HIM! 
The W orld’s W ail. Remarksthat Gladstone’s speec hes, which have oft ‘fet t yabri 
Lord Iytton, in his new poem, “Lord Glenaveri!,” refers to Lord Salisbury’s Have really ‘‘ nothing in them that's of value to the mind | 
spacious chest,” ‘‘Olympian forehead,” and ** Massive temples’; and adds that And therefore, FUN (as I opine), 1f Lytton and friend ily 
Lord S's '' Prone head habitually stoops.’ Were once again in office, we should find ere many cay 
‘* Above a world hi» contemplative gaze | That from my every corner would be driven sin and folly, 
Peruses, finding little there to pr aise. And then Lord S. might find in me some matters he « ld pr 
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DEAR } UN, -, am unhappy I am full of grief si SOrroW And yet upon reflection, FON, no proof has 5 ee | 
And likewise my good lady, Mrs. World, is full of woe; That Salisbury and his } band have done much ¢ 
So much so, Fun, that e’en from joi small comfort can we borrow When they we re I-ngland’s ministers, by tr 2 i. | 
Anc d hit herto yo uu always brought us gladness, as you know And they wouldn't do me much good now, far 
And tis all because a certain lord, a rhyming politician So T hope you folks who dwell in that small speck of 1 | 
] i} iv aaa i i 
\Who often, like his father, tries to win the Muses’ bays) Won't seriously heed this peer and his poetic traits ; 
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To think that at my time of life this legislative wonder 
Should in me find no merit, fills my bosom with despair. | Rapid R.-A-ngements 
[lave my several thousand years of life been one gis antic blunder : I k nine RA 
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When I read Lord S, found nothing in the world that he could praise. Nine clever A. ith no dodges and feintings, 
I fan “ 1 of upheaving Passed judgment in quite an astonishing way 
Wik I can see Lord S’s ‘spacious chest ” upheaving On a matter of eight thousand drawings and paintu 
' vith sorrow and emotion at my utter sin “a ; ice ; th rr These rapid K.A.’s showed their critical power 
Ca oF ( i vais ‘ . . 
n see his ‘* massive temples” deeply furrowed Wi ; , \t the rate of three hundred and twenty per hour. 
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And : me amething he can praise } é ay that thelr works were negiect 
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RUSSIAN DIPLOMACY; OR, THE PERFORMING BEAR. 


ANOTHER LITTLE TABLEAU, REPRESENTING THE FURTHER DEVELOPMENT OF PEACE 


AND INNOCENCE, 
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the matter of canned beef 


FROM OUR OWN CORRESPONDENT. 


Y Dear Mr. EpitTor,—Please to 


observe 

That Easter has terribly shaken 
my nerve 

(My state in the following verses 
appears), 

I’ve not had a holiday, bless you ! 
for years ; 

But finding you fellows had taken 
@ Vac., 

And didn’t intend to be hurrying 
back, 


I said to myself, sotto voce, says I, 
** J might take a holiday—s’posing 
I try?” 


I tried it, and took it, and wasn’t 
it jam ? 

(I mean in the train and the steam- 
boat and tram), 

They hustled and smothered me, 
squeezing me fiat, 

They burst off my buttons and sat 
on my hat, 

They ate all the food and obstructed 
my sight, 

And landed me home in the following plight :— 

As tired as a dog and as weak as a cat, 

As gruff as a bear, and as poor as a rat. 





However, no more of my holiday pleasant, 

So, hoping you're well, as tt aves me at present, 
I take up my Gillot to write these few lines 

(A task in which business with pleasure combines). 
The rising in Canada merits a mem :— 

May Canada soon take the rise out of them ; 

The task may be difficult most of us feel, 

Here’s wishing success to them right off the Kiel. 


I've, dear Mr, Editor, taken some pains 

To notice the woes of the French and the Danes, 

‘* A crisis "’ they call the complaint they have had, 

The Danes had it worst, although both have been bad ; 
Indeed, for the Danes, I may say with regret, 

They seem very far from recovering yet. 

How thankful we folks in Old England should be 

To think that we never have crises for tea! 


I note with a smile and a satisfied sigh 

That Bismarck is very much older than I, 

And grim satisfaction, I try to convey 

In wishing him ‘‘ happy returns of the day.” 
Here's cricket begun, with its bats and its balls, 
Here's somebody playing the fool at St. Paul's, 
Here’s Brighton relieved from the threatening foe 
While Dover is dittoed from ditto, you know. 


Here's several people maturing a plan 

To get all our soldiers away from Soudan, 

Six people at least—or at any rate four, 

Have fully determined on stopping the war. 
They clamour and argue, resolved not to cease 
To kick up a rumpus because they want peace ; 
They hate all contention and striving, they say, 
So Bradlaugh is leading them on to the fray. 


Oh, sir, shall we weep and show signs of distress 
Now Erin has taken our Prince and Princess? 
Or shall we be joyful and cheerfully smile 
To think of the luck of the Emerald Isle? 
Or shall we condole with those folks in the place 
Who cut off their noses to spite their own face ? 
Or shall we do nothing whatever, instead ? 
I am, very faithfully, yours, 

MERDLE HEAD. 
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Mr. Brand, no English manufacturer can compete with Americans in 
£ } 


THEN English manufacturers, it seems, 


are branded, 
b ashes 


In such scl 


He canning beef by Mr. Brand 
r Amer ' 


ve 
il ements har 


ins Can bea 


§ —— 











CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES. 


NEUTRALITY, 


First EvROPEAN POWER. (We will not mention names—such as 
‘‘ France,” for instance.) Hoo! Here, I say; when you ao dig a fellow 
in the ribs, you do, and no mistake! Ooh! here, you'll break that rib! 

Sgconp E. P. (This incognito is better—more delicate—than saying 
‘‘ Great Britain,” for instance.) Ho! ho! he! he! You sly dog, you! 

First E. P, Eh? Oh, then you're aware that I’m——? 

SEcoNnD E, P. Of course! you’re just about to go to war—I should 
say reprisals—with an Asiatic Power—we won’t say ‘‘ China,” for in- 
stance, because it wouldn’t be delicate to name names. 

First E, P, And you may have guessed that I’ve stepped over to—— 

Seconp FE. P. Of course—to have alittle chat with a view to settling 
how I ought to behave as a strict neutral. 

First E. P. That’s it exactly. Of course, asa neutral you ought to 
abstain from supplying certain things tothe Asiatic Power. 

SeconpD E. P. Of course. I fully recognise the duties of impartial 
neutrality. Now, what shall we decide ought to be contraband of war? 

First E. P, There’s—there’s rice. The population of that Asiatic 
country with which I am at wa——reprisals depends entirely upon rice 
for its sustenance; so I think decidedly rice ought to be included in 
contraband of war. ; 

Seconp E. P, Oh, yes, decidedly—rice is contraband of war. (7hey 
dig each other in the ribs). 

First E. P. Well, then there’s telegrams 

Seconpn E. P. Telegrams in Chinese you mean, of course ? 

First E. P. Yes—didn’t I add that? In Chimese, of course. No- 
body could possibly look upon telegrams in French as contraband of 
war, could they? So you would be doing your neutral duty, I think, by 
refusing to convey over your Chinese lines telegrams written by the 
Chinese authorities, while at the same time giving free passage to other 
telegrams—such as——- 

SeconD E, P. Such as French telegrams? (They dig each other.) 

First E. P. Then there’s coal. Of course coal is contraband of 
war. You will not think of supplying coal to the Asiatic Power? You 
have a very convenient coaling station close to the theatre of war. You 
wouldn’t have any objection to my men-o’-war putting in to coal? 

SECOND E, P. Nota bit—eh? Ah, by the way, perhaps that would 
look a little-—— 

First E. P, Eh? Well, yes; soit might. (Zhey whisper.) 

SECOND E, P. And you can appear to be very much hurt by my not 
permitting it—eh? Look nice and neutral on my part, wouldn’t it ? 

First E, P. Yes—keep up appearances, (Zhey dig each other in the 
ribs.) Well, I think that is all, Wait a bit—let’s see; I have plenty 
of bullets in stock, while the Asiatic Power is rather short. Yes—don’t 
you think lead ought to be considered as a contraband of war? 

SECOND E, P, Oh, very well. Anything to oblige. But suppose 
the Asiatic Power grumbles—says anything about unfairness, and that? 











First E, P. Eh? 
SECOND E. P. Shish! 


Oh, what does it matter? Might is ri 
What an imprudent person you are, to be 
sure. We really cannot admit so barbarous a maxim among the refine- 
ments of modern diplomacy—not in words. We really must think 
what to do in the event of the Asiatic Power offering any remonstrance. 
The world must not be allowed to imagine that the slightest breach of 
strict neutrality Eh? (Zhey put their heads together.) 
* * . * ” * 

THE ASIATIC Power. Here, I say, I find that this European Neutral 
—Neutral forsooth !—has been treating my European adversary quite 
difterently to the way it has treated me! If it mustn’t supply rice to me, 
it ought not to supply Manchester goods and all sorts of other things to 
the European Power—and how about rifles and 

THE E. P.’s. Oh, well, let’s have a Committee of Arbitration. 

Tug As. P. What's the good of that to me? This one-sided neutra- 
lity has made me lose the war! 


Tue E, P.’s, Oh, then we really fear we can’t help you. 
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A CLEAR PROOF TO HAND. 
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t. He was an Anti-Vaccinationist and Protestor from Leicester—a man of strong opinions, and above science. . “Eh?” he said excitedly. “* Been run over 
and cut in half? Have you been vaccinated? ‘Yes?’ Come along; you'll do!” 3. And he led him gently — 4. To the Anti-Vaccine Hall of Protestation, 
where there was a meeting. «. “What clearer proof can we have of the evils of vaccination?” he said. ‘‘ This mam has been run over and cut in two, Why? 
Because he has been vaccinated.’ — : , 

But he was wrong after all. The halved one had meant “christened,” not ‘‘ vaccinated.” Which proves that, Aad he been vaccinated, he wouldn't have been cut 
intwo. So science wins, after all ! 














> 


ee ee ee ee ae 


” 


; 
: 
5 
; 
; 
; 
: 
¥ 
} 






























ae 































Pt thane etatptcnencsiitgetilinnlin eal in 


- 
hE. tear cas 


ae aa 


a a et 
Se 

















I ae le ee 


ian ci 








St a lar BBE tao nae oe 
a ud . _ 








158 


ie OL SF 





APRIL 15, 1885. 











Ba fy et 


ee a 


CIEE, 2 ww 







CE TEIN A Tg AR se 
<- Oe RRR riety ae ek, 















































ENIOKNAOKS, 


INQUISITIVE people are naturally asking why the Khedive and his 
Ministers continue to reside in Egypt as impecunious nonentities? It is, 
indeed, ariddle. Would it not 
be a kindly act to raise sub- 
scriptions and ship these unfor- 
tunate fellows off to America? 
Being mostly handsome men of 
tolerably good family, the am- 
bitious daughters of Yankee 
millionaires would certainly 
welcome them warmly by flirtily 
getting ready to be kissed on 
their arrival. 


It is believed that a north- 
country woman, who has lived 
in Constantinople ever since the 
Crimean war, was the instigator 
of that raid the Turkish soldiers’ 
wives made on the Ministry of 
Finance, in vain hopes of get- 
ting their husbands’ arrears of 
pay. The north-country woman 
suggested tarring and feathering the Mimister as the best means of 
bringing him to book. The notion at once struck the Turkish Amazons 
as a novel idea, and they forthwith attempted to carry the suggestion 
into effect. Ata most critical moment the Minister escaped from the 
hands of his tormentors by jumping out of window, and dropping through 
a conservatory roof. It took the ladies of his harem two days to pick 
the glass and hot-house plants out of the poor fellow. He’s a little 
doubtful whether the tar and feather business might not have been less 
painful after all. 








WHILE Prince George of Wales is undergoing a course of gunnery in- 
struction on board H.M.S. #xcellent, orders have been given that the 
lad is to be impressed that he is a very big gun himself. Turning the 
captain out of his cabin, and allowing the youngster to occupy it, is the 
first step in this direction, We cannot say excellently well done to this 
piece of folly, O Lords of the Admiralty. 


A SOCIALIST kindly informs us that thrashing a cannibal and thrashing 
a Cossack is a different sort of thing. We agree with him, and thank our 
lucky stars in the event of a war with Russia that it isso. Cannibals 
are very awkward folk to deal with, and so are Arabs, 


THAT some of the School Board officers possess a great command of 
language is not surprising. The elocutionary lessons they receive from 
the British matrons who continually slang-wang them cannot fail to be 
impressive to the least retentive memories, 


TERTOTALERS assert that during the distress in Sunderland 1,903 
wedding-rings were pledged, but there was no perceptible diminution in 
the drink traffic of that town. The rings must have been very massive 
circlets, weighing many pounds each, unless the abstainers are abstaining 
totally from the truth in this matter. 

Tue high prices paid for the necessaries of life nowadays are heart- 
rending. At Lord Wilton’s sale some champagne sold for four hundre«! 
and ten shillings per dozen, while a man has recently had to pay twenty 
good shillings for biting a piece out of his wife. 

As the intrinsic value of the French copper coin is only one-fourth of 
its nominal value, it might be worth the while of Hritish ‘‘ coppers ”’ to 
search up the coiners who are making ‘capital’ livings by the manu- 
facture of ‘‘ genuine ” l'rench copper coinage (circulated in this country), 
Putting down working expenses at even five-and-thirty per cent., the 
speculative defrauders of the revenue are left with the handsome profit 
of forty per cent. on their invested capital. It isn’t often we try to 
wreck ourselves on arithmetic, but we opine this sum is correct. 


A SCIENTIFIC MAN recently checked the frolics of a pugnacious trout 
who resided in a well-stocked aquarium, and broke the dull monotony 
of his existence by ferociously biting all his tank companions. The 
means employed to cure this fishy habit was simple. With a large pair 
of pincers the scientific operator either extracted or broke off the quar- 
relsome trout’s teeth (Mr, Trout was placed under the influence of 
laughing gas, of course). Since this treatment he has been about as 
peaceable as a respectable pew-opener; but he suffers dire torments 
from indigestion at times, and serve him right! A similar mode of 
proceeding might be applied to those cannibals who develope a penchant 
for greedily biting off ends of noses and tips of ear Several of these 
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THE JUDGES: A SERIOUS CRISIS. 


HicH CourT OF JUSTICE—ALL-CHANCERY DIVISION.—SERIOUS 
INDISPOSITION OF LORD JUSTICE NOTTIPOINT. 


GREAT excitement was caused this morning by the sudden and ap- 
parently unaccountable indisposition of Mr. Justice Nottipoint. His 
lordship had just taken his seat when the clerk was observed to whisper 
something in his ear. Immediately afterwards his lordship turned a 
complete summersault, and was carried out insensible. 

FURTHER DRTAILS BY OUR OWN EvYE-WITNESS.—On the opening of 
the court this morning attention was attracted to his lordship’s clerk who 
was evidently suffering from something on his mind, The general im- 
pression was that the peculiarity of his behaviour might be traceable to 
extreme joy or triumph, acting upon an excitable nature or an empty 
stomach. 

Standing first on one leg, and then on the other, in the middle of the 
court, he whistled shrilly, waved his umbrella, and chuckled until purple 
in the face ; these actions being from time to time varied with such ejacu- 
lations as ‘‘My! What wé// the Ancient say?” ‘*Golly! Here’sa 
bit o’ news for the Old’Un.” ‘* You wait ! Won't it fetch him neither !” 

My endeavours to obtain an explanation from the gentleman himself 
only resulted in the remarks: ‘*Whom doI mean by the ‘ Ancient,’ 
and the ‘Old ’Un?’ Why, his lordship, of course. You just wait till 
I whisper to him, that’s all! ” 

His lordship then entered the court, and was instantly approached 
by the clerk, who proceeded to buttonhole him, and whisper a few words 
in hisear. Mr. Justice Nottipoint stared at him for an instant as though 
overcome with surprise, and then bounded high in the air with a loud 
yell, apparently of delight. On descending, he hung his wig on the 
back of his chair, mopped his brow, and began to chuckle wildly, in the 
midst of which he was seen to fall off his seat, turning no less than nine 
complete summersaults, and alighting head downwards in the jury-box 
whence he was extricated with difficulty, placed carefully in a blue-bag 
and conveyed to his private residence. 

In the meanwhile Lord Justice Proser, of the Watsaname Divi- 
sion, had been communicated with, and entered the court for the pur- 
pose of taking the place of the indisposed judge. 
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On the instant of his taking his seat the clerk was observed to address 
him in the same way as he had addressed the other judge. To the 
dismay of the court, his lordship acted in a precisely similar manner to 
that of his other lordship, and was also carried out and taken home. 

. * . » * * 

Owing to the sudden indisposition of the second judge, the business 
of the All-Chancery Division has had to be suspended for the day. The 
two indisposed judges have partially regained consciousness, but are still 
delirious at times, and repeatedly ejaculate the mysterious words, ‘* No 
more of her for six months! Here’s a holiday!” It is impossible to 
divine the meaning of these remarks; while the fact of their being made, 
in absolutely the same words by both judges, is looked upon as very 
curious. 

> * o . * . 

Mr. Justice Nottipoint’s clerk has been arrested and placed in tem- 
porary isolation to prevent him getting at the other judges, as it is 
considered that the remarks he whispers are dangerous to the judicial 
health, 

The physicians in attendance upon Lords Justices Nottipoint and 
Proser are of opinion that their indisposition has been caused by the 
sudden receipt of intelligence of an overpoweringly joyful description. 

+. s 7 a2 * s 

In spite of every precaution, Mr. Justice Nottipoint’s clerk has con- 
trived to communicate with three other judges, who instantly behaved 
exactly as the first two did, and were carried home insensible. It is 
feared that no judges will be left for the business of the courts, The 
five have been ordered to New Zealand for change of air. 

It is now certain that the indisposition of the judges was caused by too 
sudden an overwhelming joy. The news whispered to them was that 
f the six months’ incarceration of Mrs. Weldon. 
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Russian Diplomacy; or, the 
Performing Bear. 


(SEE CARTOONS.) 


THE Russian Bear, a crafty beast 
In matters diplomatic 
And things pertaining to the East, 
May turn out quite emphatic 
In vowing he means well ; 
And yet you cannot tell 
Whether his aim’s straightforward or | 
Heratic. | 


Particularly friendly now 
He waxeth, to all seeming ; 
Indeed one nearly wonders how 
We ever thought him scheming ; 
So warm in his embrace, 
One hardly has the face 
To think our fears were due to aught but 
dreaming. 
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But nothing is more sure tkan this, | 7 = 
That by their deeds we know men; Aa 
A snare may lurk beneath a kiss, 
Fair-speakers may be foemen : 
Appearances can be 
Deceptive, wherefore we 
Should ne’er forget the fact, and—adsi? 
omen ! 
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And when the Bear has changed his track 
By suddenly achieving 
Upon the Afghan an attack, 
’Tis hard to be believing 
That, spite of what he may 
In vindication say, 
He has not been persistently deceiving. 
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Still, let him do the worst he can, 
He'll find we’ve got our eye on 
And mean to thwart his grasping plan, 
Whatever he may try on; 
And should he think we’ll quake, 
He’ll soon learn his mistake, 
There’s lots of fight left in the British Lion, 





Change of Name. 


SACKVILLE STREET, Dublin, one of the 
finest streets in Europe, to be BIGGAR’s 
Row, 
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RETURN OF THE WANDERER. 
‘Ou! RANDY, WE HAVE MISSED you!” 
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THH BLUNDERBERRYS AT BREAKFAST, 


I'm sure if I were a prince I wouldn’t go to Ireland,” said Mrs, 
Blunderberry, as she helped herself to anchovy paste with the jam 
spoon. 

** Of course you wouldn’t,” growled her husband, fluttering his news- 
paper indignantly. ‘* You’d stand at the end of Holyhead Breakwater 
and whistle for Ireland to come to you; you’d blow a bird-call and 


your lips; you’d throw a hook, with a worm on it, into St. George’s 
Channel, and expect to catch Ireland ‘hat way. You'd make a fine 
prince anyhow. Why, you only want a mottled back and a diamond in 
your left hand corner to be the King of Trumps!” 

“The reason I don’t give more reasons is, I’m so afraid you'll think 
them unreasonable,” said Mrs, Blunderberry. 

“Impossible, Mrs. B.—impossible! You have a strength of expres- 


an elegance of Janguage which calls to mind a fountain of rose-water 
spouting from a basin of phrase books, and as for polish—why, a 
penn’orth of blacklead would set you up in life as a fire-grate.” 

** Then if it isn’t to please Mr. Parnell, what is it?” 

**Bah! Do you think no one can take a third-class return from 
Euston to Dublin without a certificate signed by an uncrowned king? 
Got an idea a committee of three Home Rulers has got to sit on you 
before you can swallow a drink of Irish whisky? Anybody tell you the 
use of a brogue is prohibited without a permit from O’Donovan Rossa? 
You know all that’s worth knowing about Ireland, don’t you? Flat as 
you are, and verdant as you are, a railing round you is all you want to 
pass for St. Stephen’s Green.” 

“* Well, if I were a Prince I’d see Ireland further,” sighed the good 





sion which suggests an 81-ton gun loaded with dictionaries ; you have | 








| an idea you’re the donkey in the nursery rhyme? Will you deign to en. 


expect Ireland to perch on your finger and peck sugar from between | lighten the ignorance of your inferior moiety, madam, and inform him 


‘¢That’s what we'd all like to do,” growled Mr. Blunderberry. ‘* The 
farther the better. Have you got any more secreted intelligence to ex- 
plode upon your husband, Mrs, B.? Drag forth the unfledged idea that 
is fluttering in your bird’s nest of a brain.” 

“© Well, I wouldn’t go—so there!” cried Mrs, Blunderberry defiantly. 

“You wouldn’t go—eh? ‘Think you're a cheap watch, perhaps; got 


why you wouldn’t go?” 

“‘ Because I wouldn't” replied the good lady, taking a determined 
semi-circular bite out of a piece of toast. 

‘“‘“Ah! Well, I’m glad to know. I only asked for information. 
What an Under Secretary you'd make to answer troublesome questions 
addressed to the Ministry! Lord Edmond Fitzmaurice wouldn't be in 
it with you!” 

‘*T hope I can answer a question without Lord Anybody’s assistance, 
Solomon,’ 

‘“You can, Mrs. B., and in your reply convey a fund of accurate in- 
formation in the most terse and epigrammatic form, ‘ Because I wouldn’t’ 
is an answer which, amplified into half a column of small type, would 
be a credit to Gladstone !” 

‘* But why should I say I would if I wouldn’t ?” asked Mrs, Blunder- 
berry nervously. ‘*I a/ways say what I mean.” 

‘‘ What! You want me to believe you have a meaning? You intend 
to persuade me that there is an underlying current of sense to your words, 
that beneath the bed rock of your utterance there is a stratum of intelli- 
gence. No, Mrs. B.,no! Speech is your strong point—don’t aim at 
meaning,” and Mr. Blunderberry cocked his hat jauntily over his left ear 
and strode from the house with the air of a man conscious of having ful- 
filled an important duty. 
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TENNIS COURT-SHIP. 


Miss Maud.—“* SORRY YOU'RE GOING, GENTLEMEN, THOUGH IT WAS VERY UNKIND OF YOU TO BEAT US POOR GIRLS EVERY SRTT.” 
Captain Smart,—** NOT AT ALL; DON’T Y'KNOW VANTAGE REMAINS WITH YOU. ’M SURE WE ARE GOING AWAY WITH Love,” 














THE COMING OF THE CRICKETERS. 


When Tankerville, Dorset, Mann decreed 
The fall of the hideous hook, 

And cricket rose up for ever freed 
From treatment no ball could brook ; 

When from Dorset Square they moved the rare 
Old game and the M.C.C,, 

Grew a grand band, this lucky land 
Held the ideal pastime in fee. 





The smooth sward stretches a furlong far 
As gay and as green as June, 

And a searching sun’s beams scorch and scar 
Through a breathless afternoon. 

Some terribly stern strong men who burn 
With a heat beside which suns are small, 

This rare deed do—come, rail, Mossoo !— 
Touch a trio of sticks with a ball. 


Go kennel the hounds and stall the horse, 
Go put up your rod and gun, 

Its better bettors should quit the course 
Before any race is run ; 

The best of your games murders or maims, 
And the worst flourish best on fraud, 

For a bat and ball I’d give them all, 
And a field flat, and springy, and broad. 


Held the healthy and serious joy 
Of battle for fame alone, 

Of skilful skirmishes that employ 
Brain, nerve, with muscle and bone. 

Ah! better than swords are flashed at Lord’s, 
And better than blood bedews 

The boys’ brows who win their best fights in 
The Duke's Eton Waterloos ! 





But, Monsieur railer, that grass is sown 
With seeds of patience and pluck 

That your own furza has overthrown 
Say, once or twice, when they stuck ; 

And a General Grace has given you chase, 
Admiral Spofforth has caught, 

Under other names, and. see, the game’s 
Not quite the vain thing you thought ! 


For racers will run away with cash, 
No matter how swift they be ; 
And following hounds may meanasmash, | 

And shooting /e/o de se , 
And an Eight’s a mean kind of machine, 
Fed with small beer and underdone steak ; 
And, flinging their fly, your fishers try 
Not to give, like a man, but to take, 











ONE PENNY. EVERY THURSDAY. 


“SACK anp JILL,’ 


EIGHT LARGE PAGES FULL OF PICTURES: 





Octavius Ebenezer Potts. 


Thair iz no sutch thing in the wurld az a hansum woman. 
Thair iz people whoo take ‘‘snarling ” for ‘‘sarkazem ”’ 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


HE StTranp.—There is a 
' touch of pathos in the guile- 
less simplicity which can 


the extraordinary combina- 
tion of inferior pantomime, 
pre-Adamite witticisms, and 
archaic theatrical devices 
presented here under the 
title of Good Luck is intended 
for the pleasure of the audi- 
ence, Such pieces are al- 
Ways intended for the 
; pleasure of the actor (I say 
; the actor advisedly). They 
j are written (or ‘put to- 
gether” is perhaps a better 


that some one actor, or 
actress, may ‘‘score,’’ or 
make what they call 
** points,” at the expense of 
the play, their part, their 
company, the audience, art, 
and common sense alike. 
It is rather heart-breaking 
to see an actress of Miss 
Jennie Lee’s calibre engaged in such work ; the cleverness and dramatic 
instinct constantly apparent only makes matters worse. I see one of 





suppose for a moment that | else accomplishes the feat.) 


ndigenous to the Upper Thames), Mr. Burnett and friends ditto, and Mr. 
Anson has to be confined in the coal-cellar and get smeary, and the lives 
of Miss Rayburn and Mr. Burnett have to be saved (in order that 
there shall be no mistake about the latter, it is done twice over), 
‘‘ the cards” say it is to be done by Miss Lee, but in each case some one 


Tue last act consists more or less of what appears to be an Irish sailer 
song, received rapturously, and applauded vehemently, not only because 


| Miss Lee sings it with excellent point, and winds up with a capital dance, 


descriptive phrase) in order | 





but because it is the one wild bit of brightness of a weak, inconsequent, 
whole ; it has nothing whatever to do with the piece or story; but no 
matter, it is lively, and so—hurroo !—we make the best of it. 


ACTING, as such, is quite out of the question in pieces of this kind, and 
it is needless to make any remarks on that point, Mr. Anson gives way to 
the spirit of the thing, and ‘‘ buffoon’s” to the top of his bent. Mr. Sam 
Wilkinson (who plays reasonably well) has a resonance of voice which 
would well fit him for a descriptive lecturer of adiorama! Mr, Burnett 
has an aggravating way of not finishing his sentences ; of course ke knows 
what the finish is, but zwe don’t, and we’d like to—sometimes. By-the- 
way, after giving his characters such names as Dullshire and Drearytown, 
Mawphule, Palette, Scumble, c., how could Mr. Burnett be content 
with such a name as Mabel St. Henry for his heroine? Tir St. Henry 
is clearly more in character. ae 

Tue LyczumM.—Miss Mary Anderson gave her farewell performances 
in /ngomar last¥week, Pygmalion and Galatea being the pabulum for 


| this, the last, week of that lady’s present stay with us ; when she departs 


the serious critics (and, oh, he is a very serious critic indeed !) credits | 


Miss Lee with being forced to play down to the low intelligence of a 
modern audience, (Oh, you audiences! you audiences! you would let 
junius fail! Now you suffer for it.) But, with deference, it seemed 
to me that the audience on Monday week took by no means kindly to 
the fare provided ; and I hardly think Miss Lee will find it necessary to 
keep the piece in the bills for any unprecedented length of time. Even 
the adapter seems to have been startled at the thing he’d called into life, 
for 1 see, on the inner page of the programme, a note of admiration is 
added to the title, converting it into an exclamation of horrified, yet 
pitying surprise—Good Luck! 


BAD puns, an see gps unanimity in misunderstanding the Scotch dia- 
lect, and a deputation of lady impersonators of snuff-shop effigies, Miss 
Katie Lee, very nice in short grey skirts, with one slice of ruby velvet 
across it, and Mr. G, W. Anson, rolling on the floor, comprise the most 
noticeable incidents of the first act. Miss Jennie Lee, singing and 
dancing bright, vivacious and artistic through it all, though once or twice 
causing our hearts to leap to our mouths, and our hair to stand on end 
with alarm, by nearly lapsing into something very like *‘ clowning.” 


Tiig second act, which passes on the Upper Thames, contains much 
that is remarkable, First and foremost, Miss Lee goes punting (with a 
stumpy oar, instead of the more usual pole), in diamonds. (There were 
many derisive remarks made upon this circumstance as being glaringly 
out of character ; I, on the contrary, look upon it as a piece of deep 
artistic insight upon Miss Lee’s part, it is just the ostentatious display a 
vulgar little circus-rider—which she now proves herself to be—would be 


guilty of, upon suddenly attaining limitless affluence.) Next come some | 


unholy pleas- 

antries with , MATTING? Ve cm ah 
a toad, re . ‘4 —_— r 

. »e , J . edt. 

ceived by the ~ {ip ) lh 
audience’ in ie Al iG: 


disre spe ct ful 
silence, but 
under which 
they gradu- 
ally become 
a pallid 
green, and 
there is a run 
on *‘nips”’ at 
the endof the 
act, Before 
that end is 
reached, 
though Miss 
Dolores 
Drummond 
has to be shocked, Mr. Gerald Moore (playing with artistic restraint 
throughout), has to drawl and giggle, Mr. Anson and friends have 
to arrive in a boat propelled stern foremost (by the stumpy oar evidently 
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THe Princess's.—Anotuger Cugck FoR UR ARMY. 





we may indulge in the ‘‘ luxury of woe,” and give the Gal-a-tear ! 


THE VAUDEVILLE.—Mr. Thorne has had his house closed lately, but 


| since he has had the courage to present the late Mr. Byron’s long-delayed 








piece, Ofen House, he may be encouraged to £cep open house at least for 
awhile, Fundamentally, the piece is open to criticism, but the humours 
are abundant and irresistible, and capitally acted (Mr. Yorke Stephens 
makes quite a hit), I think it has at least a chance, 


THE GAIETY ( Morning ).—Promised in Pique is a title which re- 
veals the entire story of the piece it is attached to—the time honoured 
circumstance of the wrong-headed young woman, who, believing a young 
man to have ‘‘ treated her bad,” tries to spite him by marrying some one 
she doesn’t want to, It is a piece in which nobody could expect to 
shine, and nobody does—although Miss Larkin, Miss Norreys, and W, 
F, Dawson nearly manage it, 


Nops AND WINKS.—That forger has been at Mr. Wilson Barrett’s 
name again! Who canit be, I wonder? They say at the Comedy that, 
‘notwithstanding the great success of the revival” of Za Mascotte, that 
it is to be played for the last time on Friday night—Mr. Clement Scott’s 
version of Clara Soleil putting in its appearance next evening.—Mr. 
Arthur Roberts takes a benefit on Friday morning (I claim the garden- 
roller and his wig paste).—On Saturday Mr, Charles Morton takes a 
benefit at the Alhambra in the afternoon. 








Name! Name! 

{An automatic apparatus has just been patented by Mr. W. R. Holyoake, and is 
about to be adopted, for the purpose of exhibiting in each compartment of a railway 
carriage the name of the station some time before arriving thereat. | 

No porter’s maddening jargon we 
Need henceforth heed—and you'll agree 
Their yelling often set us quailing, 
Each station’s name we now shall know, 
So, when we on our journeys go, 
We on the rail need not be railing. 


Then this invention hail with pride, 
For when upon the rail we ride, 
Our joy methinks will be more hearty, 
Ah, this inventor is, you know, 
A friend to progress—yea, although 
He seems a station-ary party, 


A P-Q-liar “Par.” 

[A Conservative evening paper that the difficulties and troubles which arise 
in Ireland out of the three P’s—the Priests, the Press, and the Parnellites—will now 
be settled by the two P’s—Prince and Princess. } 

Lo! partly we agree with our contemporary’s views, 
And trust that riot-fanners soon will mind their p’s and q’s ; 
For if they don’t, the law, we think, should very quickly seize them. 
And then these agitators, who are vermin, you'll agree, 
Will find that their condition is what Frenchmen call ‘an¢ fis ; 
For we fear that common sense is unavailing to ap-p’s them, 
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A Poet’s Problem. 

(‘‘ The Heart is the musical poet of the problem ” (of life), ‘‘ demanding 
merely to have it solved that he” (the Heart) “may sing."—See George 
Meredith's latest novel, “‘ Diana of the Crossways.") 

AHA ! at last I know why I so long 
Have wooed in vain the lyric Muse; 
And why I strive to vent in lofty song 
My really great and glorious views, 
My poetry hath had defects of late, 
Behold the reason why, O Fun! 
Your Poet’s Heart hath on it had a weight, 
Far heavier than a brand-new bun; 
Yea, round his Heart perplexing problems cling, 
He merely wants them solved, that he may sing. 








I erst was lofty, as the public know 
(The public who revere thee, Fun), 
But loftiness I cannot hope to show 
Till certain needful things are done ; 
For nought but mirthful rhymes of late have I 
Penned for thy columns, wondrous-wise ; 
But once again deep topics would I try 
To cause thee many tears and sighs. 
But Fate doth to my Heart grave problems bring, 
When these are solved sonorously I’ll sing. 


Tell me, for instance, what the Hyndman crew, 
Who oftentimes do rant and rave, 
Will (barring their explosive bluster) do 
For men who for employment crave ? 
Pray tell me, too, if Randy (now returned) 
Will wake the Tories up a bit? 
Also, if Randy hath more wisdom learned ? 
He needed it, you must admit. 
These problems worry me—like anything, 
And so I want them solved, that I may sing. 
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Will Russia yet adopt a straighter course, 
And not attempt to ‘‘ bluff” us so? 
And when the great New Seats Bill comes in force, 
Will our M.P.s more wisdom show? 
How long shall City Companies exist, 
Their trusts and funds to misapply ? 
Zs there a girl who likes not to be kissed 
When (save her sweetheart) no one’s by? 
These are some problems troubling me this Spring, 
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Please solve them, that my Heart and I may sing ! 





Octavius Ebenezer Potts. 


THAIR iz three staits—the married stait, the single stait, 
and the drunken stait. 
Nooze, like fish, shud be fresh to be markyteble. 


Heaa Master.—‘* NOW THEN, SIR, TRANSLATE—CAVE CANEM !’ 
Boy.—‘* BEWARE, SIR—BEWARE——” 

Head Master.—‘* WELL, SIR, YES—BRWARE WHAT?” 

Boy (in desperation),—‘' PLEASE, SIR—BEWARE OF THE CANE!” 


[And he had reason Co, 


— - _ 








THE BLUNDERBERRYS AT BRHAKFAST. 


“* THERE'S no excuse for her, that’s my opinion,” cried Mrs. Blunder- 
berry, as she tried to crack an eggshell with the sugar tongs. 

_ “Of course there isn’t,” acquiesced her husband, ‘* What’s she done? 
Got a new bonnet? Not returned your last call? 

“If she said she wouldn’t, and then did, I don’t see how any one can 
defend her,” pursued the good lady. 

“*If she wants to be defended you’re the woman to do it. 
only need a cocked hat, a title, and a telegram every half hour from 
Downing Street to be a general. Defend her? A horsehair wig, a pair 
complete as an Old Bailey barrister. She’ll get out of it if you take her 
case in hand—depend on that.” 


cept that she shouldn’t have gone in.” 
“‘Great Sphinx! Who is she? A female cricketer?” 
“‘How absurd you are, Solomon!” replied the good lady slightly 
nettled. ‘* As if you didn’t know I was talking about Russia !” 


head of sense in your brain ? Fancy I’ve got the gift of second sight ?” 
- You might have known, Solomon, if you’d only thought.” 
SoI might, soI might. I shou/d have known that Russian ession 
Was just the subject on which a woman of your general knowledge and 
Superior attainments would be sure to have some remark to make.” 
: Well, surely, Solomon, I’m entitled to an opinion.” 
_What? You've captured an opinion, have you? Take care of it, 
chain it up in the backyard for fear it should run away, feed it well and 
‘reat it with kindness, Mrs. B, kindness is the only way to tame a wild, 
undomesticated opinion. Put a collar round its neck with your name 





of side whiskers, and an undue preponderance of cheek would set you up | 
| what they’re always ——e from the 


“Well, dear ; of course if she gets out there’s no more to be said ex- 


‘Bah! Think I’m a thought reader? Got an idea I can find a pin’s — 





and address in case it should go astray. Now then, ma'am, trot out 
your savage uncouth opinion, and let me view it in all its native ferocity. 

‘© Well, Solomon, what I mean is this, that when somebody says it 
won't take a thing, and then goes and takes it when nobody's looking, 


| I say it’s dishonest.” 


“It is evident, Mrs. B., that you, despite your language, are not ac- 


| quainted with the elegancies of official phraseology. That which would 


Why, you | be rascality in an individual is ‘ diplomacy’ in a nation.” 


“‘ Then, what is telling falsehoods and taking things that don’t belong 
to you?” 

‘‘ That Mrs. Blunderberry is ‘intrigue. bt oS 

‘Oh, 7 know!” cried the good wr clapping her hands, ‘‘ That's 

‘rench for the theatres.” 

“That's it. You've hit it first time ma’am, as usual. I'll back you 
to jump to a conclusion against any one of your age and weight. That 
mental capacity of yours has a watch-spring concealed in its interior 
mechanicism which enables you to clear facts at a bound.” _ 

‘* Solomon,” said Mrs. Blunderberry with exceptional dignity ; ‘‘ that 
is neither a becoming nor an affectionate way in which to address your 
wife. When you're at home you're always ready to find fault.”” 

‘It’s the only thing I ever do find ready in this house,” replied her 


- Jord and master shifting his ground. ‘“ /imd fault? What fault have 


you lost—eh? What error have you been leaving about loose? What de- 
fect have you dropped for me to grovel on my hands and knees to pick 
up? Eggs and bacon three consecutive mornings ! Do call ‘hata 
proper breakfast for the bread-winner of the family ? d Mr, Blun- 
derberry, scowling ferociously, struggled into his overcoat. . 
‘* Poor dear Solomon,” sighed Mrs. B, as she watched him to the omni- 
bus; ‘‘ he means well, but it’s the fate of all women to be misunderstood ! 
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PARLIAMENTARY SKETCHES. 
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Notice or MOTION. 
“Too LATE, MARM. TAKE CARE THAT Boy OF YOURN DON’! 
GET UNDER THE WHEEBLS,”’ 





AN URGENT Wuirp, 
A CABINET MINISTER ON HIS Way TO St. STEPHENS. 
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THe Member For Eye. 





A LEGISLATOR TRYING TO MAKE A PAIR OF SPECTACLES. 











THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


Fripay, April 11.—All sorts and conditions of questions, Trevor 
Lawrence hears Franco-Chinese treaty of peace has declared rice con- 
traband of war—rice-pudding, not feace-pudding ; if it’s war- 
pudding, Sir Trevor thinks it cussed-’ard. Brassey states Government 
wouldn't think of neglecting British commerce in Black Sea and Baltic, 
nor would Norwood, Baxter been studying Barnes’ ‘‘ Sketch of General 
Gordon.” Gladstone points out Kew-rious errors therein. Later on 
W. E. G. announces nothing definite from Russia, Rather unusual if 
otherwise. Rediscussion of Redistribution. Regular suburban night 
this. Have listened to Norwood, discussed Barnes, and now Zingari 
Lewisham, thinking perhaps he’s at Lord’s, drives us into Boundary 
question. Staffy, not unmindful of Patshull hospitality, pats scion of 
the house of Legge on the back ; gives him a leg up, in fact. 

Monday.—No sound or sign of party conflict in the Lords, Death, 
the great Reconciler, hushes these to-night. Earl Granville pronounces 
graceful eulogium on the greatness and goodness of a lost and loved 
opponent. Reads sad and touching tribute from Lord Selborne. The 
present Lord High Chancellor of England would have been in his place 
to express his admiration of the past one, and his sense of the nation’s 
loss, but that the mystic shadow that has summoned away his rival and 
friend lingers now upon his own threshold. 

Commons.—Address on Manners—pardon, I mean Manners on ad- 
dress of sixpenny telegrams. Lord John thinks addresses ought to be 
like manners—free. Russia had better look out. House has got its 
Eye on her—at all events its member for the organ of vision. To return 
to telegrams. Wire broken at Meshed, consequently Government 
unable to report definitely state of affairs on Afghan frontier, or the 
much-needed ‘‘ explanations.” Tories say Russia’s responsible for delay. 
Government retort it’s due to the Poles (telegraph article). Motion by 
Hartington, thanking Her Majesty for calling out the Reserves, Truth- 
ful Henry wants to call in troops from the Soudan, _ Looks round for a 
backer, and finds one in—the irresistible Randy, who is always spoiling 
for a fight, never mind what side he’s on. Marlbrook s’en va t'en guerre 
—that is, his descendant, has been to the seat of war, and now returns 
to his seat in the Commons chirpy and cheeky as ever, Illingworth 
joins in attack, Strange from what different points, by what different 
people, and on what different grounds Gladstone attacked. Makes one 
wonder what sort of a Minister an angel would make; it strikes FuN 
angel would have to tell for himself in a division. Talbot takes up 
cudgels laid down by Stanley Leighton last session—overpressure in 
Board Schools, Objects to payment by results of examinations. Same 
arguments fro. and com, by many of same men, Paget and Hamilton 
among Crichton Brownites, and Forster, Lyon Playfair, and Mundella 
against. Motion lost. 

Tuesday, —Plenty of rumours current as to advances by foreign banks 
to Russia. To-night, Earl de la Warr anxious about report of Russian 
advance to bank of Murghab River. Not a financial operation that De 
Ja Warr refers to, but a war-like one, Granville moves address, thank- 
ing Her Majesty for calling out her Reserves. Salisbury very anxious 
to know where we are, what we are, how we are, and why we are? 
Lord Northbrook informs Lord Oranmore and Browne that appointment 
of Mr. Fitzgerald to post of Accountant-General (why not Admiral) of 
the Navy by no means filling-up round hole with square peg, All 
square all round, Tory lords object to cables to Hong Kong passing 
through foreign Tory terror—we mean territory. 

Commons.—Parnell and Co, very cross because railway directors at 
Mallow objected to demonstration by Extremist clique on their platform, 
and Mr. Coote cleared mob out covite gud cotite, Redistribution—Raikes 
objects to Cockermouth giving its name to a Cumberland division. 
Waugh cocks his ears and opens his mouth against amendment. Thinks 
it too Waugh-al. 

Wednescday.—Redistribution—Elton objects to calling Mid-Shropshire 

after Wellington. Nothing to do with Iron Duke, although an Iron- 
bridge in it. Boroughs not like roses, and don’t smell as sweet by any 
name, hence all sitting devoted to Parliamentary nomenclature. 
_ Thursday.—Lords full up. Rumoured Russian reply. Nothing in 
it. Ditto Commons, Gladstone unable to inform Bartlett whether 
Russians at Penj-deh. ‘‘ Penge-day?” says A. B.; ‘‘they’ll soon be 
having a day at Crystal Palace.” More about Mallow. Campbell- 
Bannerman shows that O’Brien’s rowdies only got their deserts, Egyp- 
tian Loan Bill. Tories think better of it, and leave it a loan. 








From the Dictionary of Experience. 
PORTER. 

A doubtful compound fluid which tastes of treacle and pickled walnuts 
gone wrong. 

A dweller in doorways and entrance halls who sleeps in a suit of metal 
buttons, 
_ Aman in corduroys who slams the doors of railway carriages, and 
drowns the voice of the ‘* Try-your-weight” boy with loud snatches of 
whistling. 
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FROM OUR OWN CORRESPONDENT. 


Don’t you believe 


the Afghans to be 
uA}. ever you see? 

4, _ you during the week 
arrogant cheek ? 


theyre “coming 
strong?” 


You see I’ve been reading 


the papers of late, 
Both Russian and English, and that’s what they state. 
The Prince and Princess, in the Emerald Isle, 
Are blazing away in a capital style ; 
The ladies wave handkerchiefs squeaking ‘‘ hooray’s !” 
The babies are giving them pretty bouquets. 
The ‘‘ bhoys” give them welcome wherever they come, 
While the “‘ Nationals ” bang on an impotent drum. 


Unless I’m mistaken, I heard t’other day, 

They’ve got a Free Library Shrewsbury way. 

A capital notion I think it myself, 

With all the best comics in ** calf” on the shelf ; 

A place to enjoy a post-prandial pipe, 

And revel in classics in Elzevir type. 

Ah, placid Free Library! happy thy looks ! 

Though some people zvz// make too ‘‘ free” with the books, 








It seems that the *‘ red man,” excuse the remark, 
Is bent upon having ‘‘ a regular lark” — 

The savage’s lark which, interpreted, means 

The joy of engaging in riotous scenes ; 

Oh! Canada’s ‘*red man’s” the scum(of the earth, 
With very few traces of dignified worth, 
Displaying the difference cheese does to chorh 
From comic M.P.s with umbrellas at Cork ! 


That comic M.P.—it’s a scandalous shame 

But, bless us, I’ve gone and forgotten his name !— 
Who wagged his umbrella haranguing the crowd, 
Has made me, a countryman, awfully proud 

(For English and Irish are countrymen still), _ 
We'll stick with more force to the Union, we will, 
The chance of that Union’s repeal he’s made dim— 
Repeal of the Union means parting with him ! 


And so, Mr, Editor, now there’s a talk 

Of having a bar in the King’s Bench his Walk ; 

But please, Mr. Editor, don’t go and think — 

It’s the sort of a bar where they give you a drink ! 

It’s something quite different, that you'll allow— 

It’s the bar that once stood where the ‘‘ Griffin” does now, 
And, trusting you’re grateful for all I have said, 


I’m yours, very faithfully, sir, 
MERDLE HEAD. 


EAR MR. EDITOR,— 
The Russian’s are doing 
their best to deceive? 
And don’t you consider 
/ As restless and artful as 
i! And hasn’t it seemed to 
That England is full of an 
« And haven’t you noticed 


And haven’t it struck you 
we're all in the wrong? 








WHICH ITS A WAY WE'VE GOT! 


He always loves to go to work in his good, time-honoured old way, 
does John Bull, bless him! Here he is at it again at this very moment. 
He has always done it in precisely the same way any time these hun- 
dreds of years, and always will! ‘‘ Talk seriously about it to him?” 
Lor’ bless you !—might as well talk seriously toa post. So like his 
grandfather, dear old Ethelred ! Deary me, my dear ! he did jst the same. 

JOHN BULL (¢o aggressive Power treading on his heels), Now, look 
rat I’m not a pugnacious chap, but if you do that again there'll be a 

t. oa * 

THE SAME (fo same, after same has done it — Now, look here, 
I've warned you; if you do that again there wi//beafight. * * * 

THE SAME (fo same, after same has again done it again). Now, look 
here, I won't stand it. Comeon! I declare war! 

JOHN’s Newspapers. ** We don’t want to fight, but, by jingo, if we 
do, we’ve got the,” &c., &c, ‘Britons never shall be slaves.” ‘*The 
British Lion, though hard to rouse, is, when once roused,” Xc., &c. 
‘* Great Britain, however, stands prepared,” and so forth. 

JOHN Butt (40 his War Office). Here, just trot out the British army 
at once, and fight that aggressive-—— 

His WaR Sewron. But there isn’t any British army just at present. 
If you’ll give us a month or so to enlist and drill—— 

JOHN BuLL. Oh, well; issue the weapons and drill away. 

His War Orricr, Oh, the weapons are all right. No, they aren’t, 
though ; they’re peace weapons made of rubbish, You must knight the 
manufacturer, and give us another month to make new ones, 

JOHN BoL.. Ob, well, call out the navy. 

His ADMIRALTY. Eh? The fact is, there 7s no navy at present. 
But if you'll give us three years to build 

JOHN BuLL, Good heavens! Well, just let me know how affairs are 
going on in the neighbourhood of that aggressive Power’s aggressions 
on my territory. 

His INTELLIGENCE DEPARTMENT. Oh, we can’t do that, because 
you haven’t any representative there, or any telegraph, or anything. 

JOHN BULL (¢0 the aggressive Power against whom he has declared 
war). It seems so queer to trouble you; but the fact is, I have no com- 
munications myself. /Vou/d you kindly inform me what tricks you are 
up to in the neighbourhood of your aggressions ? 

THE AGGRESSIVE Power. Oh, certainly—with pleasure. (7e//s a 
whole consignment of asain.) Then JOHN BULL goes frantic for ten 
minutes ; does wildly and fragmentarily, and with vast expenditure, in 
that time what he required three years for ; packs the provisions in am- 
munition cases ; labels the ammunition “‘ tinned meat ;" supplies cartridges 
that don't fit; sinks half his own transports ; gets bewildered, and drops 
his own gun on his own corns ; accepts all sorts of worthless rubbish at 
fabulous prices from all sorts of unhanged contractors ; joins issue with 





| the enemy ; and 





WINS ! 











New Leaves. 
Macmillan's.—This is the concluding number of avolume. In it will 
be found the continuation of ** Mrs, , an interesting article on 
‘‘The Astrology of Shakespeare,” and other matters.— Household 
Words, besides its interesting stories, is full of htful things well 
worth thinking over.—7Zhe Leisure Hour, The Si at Home, The 
Boy's Own Paper, and The Girl's Own Paper are, as they al are, 
remarkable for the soundness and variety of their contents.—7he Pre- 
sent Day Tracts and New Biographical Series command attention.— 
The Journal of Decorative Art i its claim to be *‘the special 
organ of the house-painting and rating trades,” 
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EKN)(CKNACKS. 


Wititiam O’Brien, M.P., roared out in a very melodramatic 
manner at the Mallow railway station disturbance. ‘‘If you agai 
charge these people,” —i.¢., the band 
of ruffans with him—‘‘I will be the 
first to fall.” These words are sup- 
posed to have been addressed to 
officer in charge of the police contin- 
gent present. The officer’s reply 
seems to have been somewhat practical 
and to the point. He had not any 
idea of spilling the gore of the thea- 
trical O’Brien, so he merely warbled, 
** You will be the first on whom I shall 
put the handcuffs.’”’ We can quite ex- 
cuse the temper the rebel leaders dis- 
play anent the reception of H.R.H. 
Swallowing gall in large Quantities 
cannot be an operation likely to induce 
good nature. Yet we admit we are 
fairly astonished at the crass stupidity 
shown by the rebel leader, in inciting 
bands of ragamuffins to make it manifest, that a certain proportion of 
the Irish people are utterly unfit for any form of self-government what- 
ever, 








One of the happy results of the Prince of Wales’s visit to Ireland is 
the resurrection of that eloquent and justly celebrated speech made by 
King George IV., on his visit to the Emerald Isle, August 14th, 1821. 
‘* Go,” said his Majesty to the natives who clambered about him, *‘ go, 
and do by me as I shall by you—drink my health in a bumper. I shall 
drink all yours in a bumper of good Irish whisky.”’ They went. 


Tue masher captains quartered in Ireland adore the biscuit-coloured 
Irish homespun costumes worn by the daughters of Erin, Much ad- 
mired girls, so clad, are called ‘‘ nursery biscuits,” 


Mrs. Potts, M.D., implores us, as we value our digestive organs, 
not to eat kidneys. Mrs, Potts does not beat about the bush, but, in 
plain English, pronounces kidneys to be offal. We've known two or 
three aged persons with no digestive organs to speak of, who, on feeling 
**hoffal” in the mornings, have been almost revived by kidneys; 
but they were devilled—the kidneys we mean, 


MANY dyspeptics, whose digestive organs are sorely taxed, will re- 
joice to know that canned mushrooms have relieved several sufferers 
from their earthly pains lately. 


We were standing in a great crowd the other day watching a Punch 
and Judy show. Strange to say, just as the hardly-used executioner 
brought up the delinquent Punch’s coffin, a hearse and a couple of 
funeral carriages passed by, and pulled up within a hundred yards of us. 
Immediately the crowd melted away, ——— merry mummery for 
grim reality. ‘* Dry up, Bill; let’s slope!” croaked the drummer to his 
colleague, after giving a mournful whistle on the pandean pipes, ‘* Art’s 
nowhere ; a — funeral’s a-goin’ hon up the street, an’ the public’s 
gone to see the real ‘ props,’” 


Hvu.t.o! the Rev. John Hunter, of Hull, prays for editors who levy 
blackmail. This is a work of supererogation, as such editors frey for 
themselves. We don’t grow many of ’em in England, luckily. 

Arter hunting about high and low to find those bribed journalists 
who have received thousands of pounds from St. Petersburg for advanc- 
ing the interests of the Holy Bear, we have signally failed to ‘‘ strike 
grease” satisfactorily. Several pointed out recipients of roubles seemed 
still content to eat simple mutton chops for lunch, showing either 
wondrous self-abnegation, or amazing diplomacy, or sweet babe-like 
innocence, 


Mks. WELDON is not permitted to wear jewellery in Holloway, but 
it is impossible to prevent the lady prisoner singing sotto voce— 
* No rings on my fingers ; 
But I turn up my nose, 
For I'll have music wherever I goes. 


AN impressionist sent in a ‘‘ Sunset” picture to the Royal Academy. 
He carefully marked on the back of the frame which was the right side 
up, but he added in a polite note, ‘‘ Should my work be placed on your 
walls upside down, please catalogue it as a sunrise,” 


In ridding themselves of M. Ferry, the French Chambers threw away 
dirty water with a total uncertainty of being able to get clean. 


il ie 





REASONABLE EXPECTATIONS, 


Tue Czar sincerely begs and trusts 
The present hopeful situation 
May not be strained by hasty gusts 
Of wholly groundless irritation. 
He has no fear 
His most sincere 
Desire to ease the “‘ strained position,” 
Will fail to meet 
In Downing Street 
With frank and hearty recognition. 


The Czar entreats that any act ; 
That might engender the impression 
That Russia is—in point of fact— 
Possessed by motives of aggression, 
Or might, or could, 
Be understood 
As breach of faith or double-dealing, 
May simply be 
Ascribed to free 
And open-hearted friendly feeling. 


The Czar received, with much surprise, 
The recent British intimation 
That Russian troops (whose failing lies 
In overstrained conciliation), 
At dead of night, 
Without a light, 
Have seized, with unprovoked aggression 
And settled plan, 
On Hindostan, 
And collared the entire possession. 


The Czar (while hasting to declare 
His horror of aggressive courses), 
Must say no news of this affair 
Has reached him from official sources, 
He understands 
These distant lands 
So little, that it must be stated 
He has a fear 
He’s far from clear 
Where Hindostan is situated. 
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The Czar regrets to have to say 
That slight affair across the borders 
Was carried out by Colonel A, 
In total disregard of orders ; 
And that the same 
(Who’s much to blame) 
Has been requested to explain it ; 
And Hindostan— 
Why, as the man 
Has seized it, Russia must retain it. 


The Czar is sure that shuffling wa 
And bald mendacity, and Suindion, 
And mean, degraded, savage traits, 
Will reap the love such conduct kindles, 
a, to trust 
t sheer disgust 
Will not affect the ** frank relations,’ 
But rather tend 
To aid the end 
That prompts the Peace Negotiations, 
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THe Tea Duty.—To be strong, and worth its money. 
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OFF TO AFGHANISTAN. 
Mr. Bull,—“‘ Au! THAT’S THE TICKRT, IS IT? 


How mMvucH?"4 








HERE is food for meditation, 
Here are grounds for perturbation, 
Of an anxious find 
To the searching mind, 
Since the thinker can’t be scouting 
Any element of doubting 
All the while ; 
And, although the view afforded 
As a fair one be recorded, 
There is something queer 
When you scan it near, 
And ’tis hard to be refraining 
From a critical complaining 
Of the style. 





THE PICTURE OF INNOCENCE. 
(Sze CARTOON.) 


If one may pronounce a stricture 
On this newly-finished picture 
Of a lamb-like man 
Who (to seeming) can 
Neither rudely act nor slily, 
| It is coloured rather highly ; 
And in short, 
Since experience’s teaching 
Makes one dread his overreaching, 
Who'd accept the view 
As exactly true? 


| of Lancashire. } 





Still, the object placed before ye 
Pretty plainly tells a story— 
Of some sort. 


| also a kind of Bal(l)tic(k)—see ! 


Advice Gratis. 


* (Sir Ughtred Kay-Shuttleworth has been selected by a large 
majority as the Conservative candidate for the Clitheroe division 


Sir U., Kay SHOTTLEWORTH, whom many praise, 
Is chosen by a sort of a U-Kay’s 
To stand for Clitheroe, so it is said, 
He is a Tory prim, and most precise, 
But still we'd give Sir Ughtred this advice— 
“‘The Tory path looms darkly on ahead, 
So U. K. S. be careful how Ugh-tred!” 








THERE is a good deal of talk about the Baltic Sea 
just now, but being in debt for one’s quadrille ticket is 
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British Steel. 
{“ The result of the testing of the swords of the ond 4 
Dragoon Guards and 7th Hussars has been the casting 
away of more than one-half of them. They were found 
unfit even for recruit’s drill. The swords of the Com- 
missariat and Transport were examined, with 
the result of finding most them unserviceable,” — 


Newspapers.) 
“The soldier leaned upon his sword”—glaring in- 
stance of the careless imprudence of the British warrior. 
He subsequently fell back upon his supports. i 
THE insolent unyielding foe 
Had hurled adown the gage of war, 
The banner, waving to and fro’, 
Summoned the brave from near and for. | 


The rolling drum, the clarion’s bray, 
Told but too well the coming strife ; 

Contractors chuckled in a way = 
They'd never done in all their life. 


| The haughty foe,” the Warrior said, 

‘“‘ Who's driven things to such a pitch, 
Shall try our British steel and lead, 

And just inform me which is which !” 


And ere the spear had dealt a wound, 
Or war-horse crushed with iron shoe, 

The warrior hastened to propoond | Mi 
That little problem to the foo. | 


The foeman took in either hand, | 
| 





And weighed, without a wasted word, 
| And closely scrutinised and scann’d 
The]Briton’s bullet and his swerd. . 


Then, line by line, his puzzled brow i 
Contracted like a drying pear— 
That he—that foeman—didn’t now 

Became indubitably c/air. 


He bit the bullet and the brand, 
And left in each an equal dent ; 
He tried to solve the job in hand 
By sight, and sound, and taste, and scent. 


The bullet flattened at a touch, 
Let penknives cut it into two; 
But what that bullet did, that much- 
Enduring sword would also do. 


The foeman scratched his head, and stared, 
And frankly owned he couldn’t say : 

So all the neutral Powers declared 
The haughty foe had lost the day. 








H om Chrigtre 
Mics ———— AI 


a 


A Naval Scare, 











AN ARAB SKIRMISH. 


Small Boy (very civilly). —** CARRY YOUR PARCEL, SIR?” 
Mr. Penheched,—“ No, Go away, Boy!” 
Small Boy* (not very civilly),—** LOOK '#RR, MATR, I'LL CARRY ’ARF veR LOAD IF 
YER'LL GIVE ME A THIRD OF WHAT THE OLR GAL PAYS YER,” 
(Mfrs. 2. screams, Mr, P, drops parcels and says ‘‘ swear,” and Smal. Boy scuttles, | Are wrong, and they yachtn’t to be allowed. 





~ {It is stated that the recent repairs to the Roya. 

Yacht Victoria and Albert, willcost £58,000.) 

THE Victoria and Albert yacht, they say, 
Cost fifty-eight thou’ for repairs, 

Which statement fills many with utter dismay 
In the present sad state of affairs. 

Such wastings of money, exclaim the crowd, 
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Cant you See it? 
(Sir E. Sullivan, in a pamphlet, dubs “ Gladstonism a policy of cant and re-cant."’} 


Six Edward in quite a Conservative rant, 

Says Gladstone is famous for ‘‘ cant and re-cant,” 
Sir E., like all Tories, is rancorous ; 

But Fun, who is up to Conservative ways, 

Isn't moved at Sir Edward’s burlesque little phrase, 
’Tis a cant-phrase that’s nought but cant-ankerous. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


HE VAUDEVILLE.—A hurried note 
just as we were going to press last 
week naturally failed to do justice to 
the highly comical piece Open House, 
just produced here. The witticisms, 
new, old, and unmistakeably Byronic, 
drop out one after another in an end- 
less succession, which might be mono- 
tonous, but that the complications and 
never- know-when-the- last -of-them- is 
coming skill with which they are mul- 
tiplied and twisted keep the interest 
alive. There is some wild impro- 
bability, beyond the natural impro- 
bability of farce, in much, I might 
say in most, that goes on, that there 
was just the doubt in my mind 
whether the B, P. could swallow it 
whole, just for the sake of the un- 
doubted humour of the “lines.” The 
B. P. has elected to swallow, and, I 
think, they are wise in their generation. 











THe VAUDEVILLE, —WHYBVER DIDN'T THe wonder that the piece had 
I propvce THIS Pisce Lonc aco? been held back so long grew as it 

unfolded itself, and, in a celebrated 
phrase, ‘‘ is still growing.”” The bearing of the actors and actresses at 
the first performance showed three phases, and was funny, too, in ils 
way: the first act was played in a timid, half-apologetic style; the 
second with a sort of surprised excitement (I do believe they thought 
we were laughing a/ them at first); and the third with a happy, com- 
fortable assurance amply justified. But whatever the phases, it was 
acted to perfection. Mr. Thorne’s picture of bland, self-complacent 
ignorance and cheery meanness was delightfully funny, and made us 
wriggle again with chuckles ; and Mr. Yorke Stephens, as I hinted last 
week, developed unobserved, if not unexpected, excellence as the gen- 
tleman who keeps open house. Mr. William Farren and Miss Kate 
Phillips earned some of the heartiest laughter elicited, and——But there, 
the whole cast, which consists, in addition, of Mr. Crauford, Misses 
Cavalier and Cissy Grahame, and Mrs. Canninge, consists entirely also 
of square pegs in suitably rectangular holes. 


Tue AprLPHI.—Mr, Sims before writing Zhe Last Chance, which is 
the last piece produced here, said to himself (I know he did, it’s no use 
his attempting to deny it), ‘‘ Dock labourers is what I'll work up to.” 
Very well Go, then he sat himself down to write quite an ordinary 
Adelphi melodrama, availing himself of any situations Alen ing to any- 
thing whatever that came to hand—result, *‘ the usual thing,” except that 
for the most part Mr. Sim’s characters talk straightforward English, and 
do not indulge in many rounded periods or involved sentiments; but as all 
the complications and characters are 
familiar, not much interest is aroused 
in anything about them, 


THE most curious thing about the 
play is the wonderful upheavals of 
nature which occur every now and 
then. A gentleman suddenly meets 
his supposed long-dead first wife, and 
is naturally horrified; but Nature 
unexpectedly sympathises with him : 
darkness descends in an instant and 
at mid-day, over the smiling neigh- 
bourhood of Haddon Hall; rattles and 
















creaks, and waving of huge masses 
dimly seen, with other sights and 
sounds (including the ‘‘bos’un’s” 

whistle) suggestive of a storm at sea, | 

rage for some moments; anon they fy)? 
calm down, light returns, and we u i\\ SS 
find ourselves in ‘‘ Barton's Cottage, ~‘ i 0s ATES 
Rowsley.” Similar convulsions occur 9 ~<“ SSew MG 
at the end of this scene, after a suc- wy, Ix oN 
cessful robbery in a cottage; when _— 

the hero starts to get work; when he Tue \ Al DEVILLE —Miss Crssv Gra. 
has got it; when we have to goto fis srace, BUT PEEPING AT 
the Hospital ; when a lady is lost in NESTOR ALL THE TIME 

the snow (to pantomimic music !) and 

when ‘‘ the exterior of the Priory” surges and wriggles itself round until 
it displays the interior thereof. These convulsions are accompanied by 








a sympathetic crawling of whistling chairs, gliding of sofas and tables, and | 
general activity of furniture which Is very exhilarating, and amply supplies | 


any interest lacking in the story. Seriously, though, the scenery itself 
is all that can be desired for beauty and effect. It would be hard to 


s the quiet loveliness of the ‘* Peacock at Rowsley” scene, and |], 


both the dock scenes are realistic and interesting. Mr. Sims’s incidental 
touches of character are worth much more than the rest of his play—as 
he knows, as well as I do. 


THERE is no demand for exceptional talent in any of the parts, and 


they are mostly well acted—Miss Moodie showing most cleverness, | 


perhaps. Her accent is very real, and sustained in all circumstances 
without a check from start to finish. Mr. Warner is an actor who can- 
not shine unless he has big situations—it would be cruel to suggest that 
even then it is the situation, and not he, that shines! His acting in 
quiet situations is pleasant enough as long as he has nothing solemn to 
say—when he has/ Well, then, he arranges his speeches into short 
sentences, which he pays out one after another, beginning each in a 
high tone, and gradually dropping his voice till he reaches the end, 
then up with his voice for the next, and so on. There is nothing 
seriously wicked about this style of elocution, but it’s rather irritating, 
Mr, Fernandez does full justice to the part of old Barton, who becomes 
so unreasonably poor, after living for some sixty years in apparent 
comfort, and bringing up a daughter for the last twenty in such style 
that she can afford to walk the dusty Derbyshire lanes in dresses made 
by Messrs. Swan and Edgar. Miss Mary Rorke is very sympathetic 
and pretty, and other parts are suitably 

played by Messrs. Glenney, Garden, 

Beveridge, and Howard, and Misses A, 
Nelly Lyons, Coveney, and (in a rich kw 
bit of character) Mrs. Carter, 


THe Otympic.—Of all the ‘‘im- 
possible” novels for dramatic pur- 
poses, Ouida’s ** Puck,” I should have 
thought, would carry off the bell, or 
** take the cake,” if you like that better 
(he certainly would be a ‘‘ cake,” 
in my opinion, who was taken by it). 
Nothing in Heartless, a version of the 
novel presented here, has shaken my 
opinion much, though there are some 
funny things in it too. I don’t know 
for certain whether it is Mr. Kyrle ; \ A \ 
Bellew or Miss Florence Wade who ‘aa t 
is supposed to be ‘‘heartless,” but QM ! 
they both appear in large type in the 

rogramme, so I suppose Mr. Bellew 
is at least as bad as Miss Wade, 
although, as he is rather easily per- 
suaded (for an artist with the result, 
too, of endangering the heroine’s 
life) that his picture is all wrong, and 
subsequently goes mad, perhaps it is only weakness of intellect. Asa 
matter of fact, the ‘‘play’’ doesn’t tell even what little story the book 
contains, and is not worth dwelling upon. The acting, for the most 
part, is capable and suggestive of doing better under more favourable 
circumstances, Miss Wade cannot be expected to do more than she 
does with the material in hand, except dress in better taste (that may 
be her idea of the vulgar nature of the character though); and Mr. 
Bellew made us almost believe in his possibility. Mr. Percy Lyndal, 
Miss C, Mead, and Miss Sothern also made their influence felt. Mr. 
Girardot, in a singularly misconceived rendering of a countryman, 
remarks, en passant, that he is not ‘*so bad as thot” ; he may assure 
himself that in this part he is about as bad as he can be, 





Tis Opgra Comiguge,—“ Tue 
Guv'NoR,” 


Tuk Opera CoMique.—7ie Excursion Train didn’t pay, so Zhe 
Guv'nor has been called upon to put matters straight, and the jolly old 
cock seems quite capable of doing it. Mr. James is very funny ; but 
can’t he, please, in the interests of common sense, permit Mr. Gardiner 
to drop that objectionable and quite the reverse of humorous lisp? 
Please ! NESTOR. 








Two artistes without arms or legs, who perform /ea/s of strength in 
Bordeaux, went to law with each other through professional jealousy. 
Result—Though the plaintiff won the day, the sinewy limbs of the law 
choked a little pile of money out of both. The artistes, not being able 
to shake hands, now rub noses together in a friendly manner every after- 
noon, and warble sympathetically, ‘‘ Oh! what precious fools we’ve been.” 





A MAN named Heron recently escaped from a lunatic asylum. Heron 
was an early bird; and rising one morning ere the hawk-eyes of his 
keepers were opened, he stole their keys and fluttered forth, Before 
fluttering, Heron took several very valuable articles with him, distinctly 
proving that if silly, he was not the goose many supposed. 
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HER WAY OF LOOKING AT IT. 


+ AND SO, MARY, YOU HAVE BEEN TO THE CRYSTAL PALACE; AND WHAT DID YOU SEE THERE?” 
OH! M’, THERE WAS SWINGS, THERE WAS ROUNDABOUTS, JUST LIKE A Farr, M’, AND THE GLASS |—MyY! WHEREVER DO THEY 
GET THEIR SERVANTS FROM TO CLEAN ALL THEM WINDERS?” 








It’s all through that horrid old money, you see (although cash is a very Quite Sow! 


But is Cupid in future to always be doomed to see cash carry a// the best | idle of late, and adds tkat, as he is not sowing, he cannot expect to reap. 





A Patriotic Protest. Is Britain to dow to the stars and the stripes, and allow each young 
fellow to offer his hand 


(“American girls are now much in demand. They have risen to a premium in the ; ‘ : 
marriage market, for there is no money to be got from or out of the old stock in Eng. | 10 some daughter of J onathan’s? Otherwise, why are American girls 


land.” —Society Paper.] now so much in demand ? 
You have e’er been a friend to the sex, Mr. Fun, and therefore to you 
we our grievances bring, 
And trust you will use your vas? influence, Sir, to teach marrying men 
that this zs’? the thing. 
With every respect to our sisters who come from the States, with their 
fortunes and doweries so grand, 
There is too much Free-trade in the choosing of wives if American girls 
are so much in demand, 


Dear, K1InD Mr, Fon,—We young girls of 
the land to which, as we know, you are 
proud to belong, 

Implore you to read the above-quoted lines, 
which to ws, as you'll own, are an insult— 
a wrong | 

We know you’re a patriot, honest and true, the 
sincerest of all the patriot band, 

So, we’d ask what you think of that startling 
remark—that ‘ American girls are now “Stand by, Wallah!” 
much in demand? lagen RANDOLPH CHURCHILL, while in Benares, received from some 

™ of the natives the title of ‘* Bhistee-Wallah-Lat-Sahib,” because he got 

Is A his to. ay —_—€* rap I = the “ bhistees,” or water-carriers, leave to quit the military duties they 

: a we er Ven me oe dies a gee had engaged themselves to perform. Lord Randolph took this step 

_———- pel an rene ag Ja: p45 | because the streets of Benares were in such a frightfully dusty state. 

ave by oz, or such things, made of money | The G/obe, which usually considers Lord R. ‘not so dusty,” in referrin 











sa a hoard ? i im ‘* ius,” i 
Do ail British bachelors henceforth intend to be éraitors to all the bright oS ae | sethdalan’s apeodding ae a telltale? ae 
es of their land? be so, the Woodstock Wanderer had better have allowed the natives 


f mot, Sir, why does thi h state that American girls so . . . 
much ts rs Seca q? is paragraph state ricaD girls are Lat-itude to Wallah in their dust. 





good thing, we daresay), AN evening journal asserts that Lord Salisbury has been somewhat 





fartis away? How ungracious thus to disturb his lordship’s reap-pose ! 
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KNIOKNAOKS,. 


THERE is little doubt the natives of the Hermit Islands, New Guinea, 
have had a cannibal banquet lately on the crews of two German vessels. 
Though the information comes from Cooks- 
town, we have no particulars as to whether 
the sailors were roasted, boiled, baked, 
curried, or grilled. Anyhow, they must 
have tasted pretty strongly of tobacco, but 
it is not unlikely that such a flavour would 
be highly esteemed by cannibalistic epicures. 


A RADICAL paper laments that the loss 
suffered by Europe annually, on account 
of her armies, is £ 196,514,852 (it’s strange 
there is not an odd statistical ha’penny or 
three farthings thrown in!) Look here, 
peace-at-any-price-loving friend, if a coun- 
try tried to do without the loss an army 
entails for three or four years, there would 
be some difficulty in finding the name of 
that country on the map very shortly after 
the duration of that period. When man collectively ceases to be a thief, 
the soldier’s occupation is gone ; but not till then. 





In the good old days of yore the editor and staff of the Bosphore 
Exgyptien would have received a polite invitation to interview the Sultan 
at Constantinople. On arriving, they would have been treated with the 
greatest politeness. After every delicacy in season being placed before 
them, they would have had the “‘sack.” Yes! tied up in three-bushel 
bags, a dip into the Bosphorus would have cooled down their inflamma- 
tory symptoms for ever; after which a government report might have 
been issued, stating that they had ‘‘all died very suddenly of Asiatic 
cholera, brought on probably through neglecting to live carefully after 
the manner of the country.” 


ONE of the complaints against the Dosphore Egyptien is, that it totally 
misrepresented English military operations. Its conductors never miés- 
represented them tothe Mahdi. That France is as corrupt now as ever 
she was under the reign of sly Napoleon III. is made palpable by her 
official bolstering up of the scandalous, shameless publication, Aosphore 
Egyptien. 


Ir the leading spirits of the National League only spent a fifth of 
their ill-gotten gains on the deserving poor of Ireland, respectable Irish- 
men would modify their contempt for them. 





THE money that is wasted on one day by Irishmen in honour of the 
snake-squelching saint, St. Patrick, would feed a great number of half- 
starved families for a year. 


THE present is a nice, smooth, glossy, peaceful period for Sir Edward 
Watkin to wake up that Channel Tunnel scheme again. Isn’t it? A 
Tunnel schemist thinks how nice it would be when we go to war with 
Russia, and are thoroughly blocked and closed in, to have hot French 
rolls sent through from France for our breakfasts every morning. He’d 
like the Tunnel continued as soon as possible. 


WAR preparations continue to be pushed on with great energy. A 
Macclesfield firm have been working incessantly, with unflagging deter- 
mination, at the 45,950silk pocket-handkerchiets ordered by the Admiralty 
for ournavy. To bring up the number to 46,000, fifty old Indian officers 
have each nobly sent in a red and green speckled bandanna as a volun- 
tary contribution. 


PATIENTS frequently put off an unavoidable surgical operation as long 
as possible, and try to get up their general strength in the interval. 
Nations often postpone a sanguinary war in the same manner. Perhaps 
we shall be in a stronger and healthier condition than we are at present 
when the painful but inevitable ‘‘ war to the knife” with Russia comes 
off. It is to be hoped so. 


Here’sapretty go! One French journal consides that by the end of 
the century we shall be about ona par with Belgium. Another is certain 
that within twenty years we shall have lost our Indian Empire, Ireland, 
and Canada. What a cheery state of things to be sure! If we get into 
such a mess, what shall we do? Some of our adventurous spirits will 
have to organise an expedition and annex France just in order to prevent 
our becoming entirely bankrupt. While in our direst straits hunger 
may compel us to cannibalise and feast on the foreign noblemen who 
reside in Soho. Ugh! 


A WOMAN presented her husband with three girls and a boy lately. The 
husband is going on as well as can be expected under the circumstances. 








A FAVOURED SPOT. 


(‘In his charge to the grand jury at the Manchester Assizes, Mr. Justice Wills 
said the depositions in one case disclosed a kind of procedure which was without 
parallel in his experience. Three persons were charged with murder. * ~*~ * One 
of the accused was actually examined asa witness, and upon her evidence alone was 
there really any satisfactory kind of case made out against any of the three. He was 
staggered at discovering this. * ~*~ * So far as he could see, not a word of warning 
was addressed to the woman about incriminating herself, and she was even allowed to 
be subjected to a rigorous examination. Such a state of things was perfectly mon. 
strous.”—Newspaper. | 

WE read the above; and, in spite of the obvious evil-mindedness of 
such a proceeding on its part, our heari warmed as we read. 

We read it again, and experienced a strange feeling of hope and joy in 
the midst of a world filled with despair and giving-it-up. ‘* Manchester!” 
we mused—and no scowl of righteous indignation, no feeling of repug- 
nance and loathing, filled our bosom at the name—‘‘ Manchester! So 
they don’t know how the English laws ought to be administered at 
Manchester. How lovely an oasis! We will go and dwell at Man- 
chester ; but we will persuade a few dear friends to go with us.” 

So we did. We looked up the Wholesale Adulterator, the Jerry 
Builder, the Would-be Train Wrecker, the Fraudulent Contractor to the 
Government, the Glandered-horse-beef Purveyor, the Economist who 
would starve our Defences, and a few others, With plausible promises 
of self-advancement, we persuaded them to come to Manchester, where 
they do not know how our laws should be administered, 

And as they descended from the train at Manchester, we gave the lot 
in charge. 

They all laughed aloud. ‘Yah! Think we believe they'll punish 
us?” they said in chorus. ‘‘Think we don’t know how the law’s 
administered? It’s a five shilling fine at the worst.” 

But we had not fixed our faith on Manchester in vain: they took the 
case of the Wholesale Adulterator first. 

** Pooh!” sneered the W. A. ‘* Thelaw never touches the wholesale 
man—it’s only the small and needy retailer who is ever had up. I have 
packed garbage in tins as wholesome food, I glory in it.”’ 

‘“*Twenty years’ penal servitude,” said the Manchester magistrates. 
The W. A. was staggered ; but they hurried him off, and put the Jerry 
Builder in the dock. The J. B. mechanically, and from force of habit, 
winked and held out a ten-pound note, as if towards some imaginary 
district surveyor. 

**What’s the charge?” said the Manchester magistrates. ‘‘ Killed 
whole family by bad drainage, &c., &c. Oh! sentence of death, of 
course.” And they hurried him off too. 

The Train Wrecker got death by torture; the Fraudulent Contractor 
twenty years, with the cat ; the Glandered-horse-beef man was sentenced 
to be burned alive; the Defences-starving Economist got a lifer, and so 
forth. 

** But perhaps we ought to have committed ’em all for trial ?” asked 
the Manchester magistrates doubtfully. 

** Not a bit of it,’’ we said hastily, anxiously, feverishly. ‘‘ All cases 
under three lifers with decapitation are to be dealt with summarily by 
the magistrates,” 

Then we heard a distant but heavy tread. It was the London judge 
approaching on circuit. 

** Be quick and carry out the sentences,’’ we whispered to the magis- 
trates more hastily, more anxiously, more feverishly than ever. ‘* They'll 
spoil—that is, they—ah !—won’t be good in law unless carried out in- 
stantly. Perhaps, on the whole, you had better make a// the sentences 
‘death ’—more compact and workable to have ’em all alike—and better 
law. But be quick about it!” 

They gave us a hasty note to the public executioner, telling him to 
get the job done. We urged him on, in his terrible work, with half- 
crowns. As the last sentence was carried out, the judge arrived on 
circuit. When he learned what had happened he was perfectly astounded, 
such a state of affairs being without parallel in his experience, and per- 
fectly monstrous, But, thank goodness, the job was done. 

We mean to take another batch down to Manchester—where they 
don't know how the law should be administered—before long. 
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May Meetings, 

THE yearly May-meetings again have set in, 

Set in with accustomed severity ; 
And clerics and ‘‘ faddists” already begin 

To hasten to town with celerity. 
And their friends and conveners now call, 
To seek the May Mecca—that’s Exeter Hall— 
And clerics and faddists once there, will orate 
In quite an excitedly glorious state, 


With respect, bear in mind, FuN regards these good folk, 
These well-meaning faddists and missioners ; 

He doesn’t intend to audaciously joke 
At these parsons, nor at their parishioners, 

But certain May-meetings he fain would suggest, 

To be held up at Exeter Hall with the rest, 

And the meetings he’d like to be held understand, 

Might help to create greater joy in our land. 


For instance, May-meetings these folks might prepare 
To convert certain Powers to veracity— 

To teach, say, Bear Russia to act on the square, 
And to wean her from ultra-audacity. 

And another May-meeting he thinks might be called, 

To prevent Tory speeches from being so bald, 

And May-meetingers also might shortly commence 

To convert ‘* Anti- Vacs” and such *‘ faddists ” to sense ! 


In fact, there are plenty of chances, it seems, 

Which May-meeting holders might seize upon ; 
Reform holds a prominent place in their schemes, | 

And this they orate with much ease upon. 
Then at these May-meetings they hold with such care, 
Let them vote the Right Reverend FUN to the chair, 
And they will discover, if ever they shoudd, 
His views would assist them to do the world good! 

















A Koff-Drop. 


(With regard to the recent Afghan slaughter by the Russians, it is 

said that ‘‘ General Komar- ff advanced in compliance with explicit orders 

from Prince Dondoukoff- Korsakoff.’’] 

In this changeable climate full many complain | 

That troublesome coughs often cause them much pain, | 
For our searching east winds often force-a-cough. | 
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All this, we need hardly remark, we regret, 
But the deepest, sharp cough we have recently met, 
Is the Russian Prince Dondoukoff- Korsakoff. 





THE greatest benefactor to the Romish Church during a 
year receives the **Golden Rose” from the Pope. Miss 
Caldwell, a rich American lady, has outbid all the aspirants 
in the latest golden competition, The ‘‘almighty dollar” 
has carried all before it. 





A PROVINCIAL PHILISTINE, 


Mrs, Dado (to Rural Decorator, refurbishing her new Country House).— 
‘“YOU WILL BE CAREFUL, Mr, POBGEE, TO SEE THAT EACH ROOM HAS 
A FRIEZE.” 

Mr. Pobgee (mystified, but not to be taken at advantage),—*‘ OH, CERTAINLY, 
MuM, IF YOU WISH IT. 
NICE IN SUMMER, BUT YOU'LL FIND IT MAKE THE HOUSE TERRIBLE 
COLD IN WINTER, I’M THINKING,” 


BuT WILL YOU HAVE EVERY ROOM FROZEN? 








THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK-TOWER. 


FRIDAY, 18th April.—Earl of Galloway urges Government to 
strengthen regiments serving abroad by addition of a third depdt batta- 
lion. Earl of Morley requests noble lord to instruct his ancestress in 
the art of egg-sucking. Been done long ago. Galloway pony no sort 
of charger. 

Commons,—Ashmead-B. still got his eye on Russia. Active young 
Anglo-American championing Britannia reminds one of Leech’s small 
boy requesting sixteen-stone old lady, alarmed at cows, not to be afraid, 
but to get behind him. Redistribution Bill drags its slow length along, 
although progressing with dounds. 

Monday.—Lord Granville informs John Bull, through the channel of 


to be asked for in the ‘‘ other place” to-morrow. Upper crust in Malta 
apparently astonish the natives by exclusiveness and snobbery. Like 
M. Marius in ‘‘ Olivette,” they never mix ; and though they find Malta 
good enough to live in, don’t consider its nobility and gentry good 
enough to admit to social intercourse. H.R.H. Edinburgh administers 
gentle rebuke to this class. H.R.H not so fastidious as English ¢/i~e ; 
in fact, named his eldest olive blossom ‘‘ Mélita.” 

_ Commons,—House looks quite summery—If wecould only be summary 
in business! Biggar does his best to fill paper with two-mile questions, 
mostly such as would be voted frivolous by ordinary vestry or union meet- 
ing. Gladstone moves that Registration Bills have precedence as first busi- 
hessoftheday. Spell of G. O. M. baiting. Pack led by Ashmead -B. and 
match for angry bull. Fired with memories of Saturday night and St. 
James’s Hall, challenges division. 


teller’s bow, although the Noes have it. Mace taken from the table, 








| pitched into right and left from both sides of House. 


| King’s Inn. 


and House considers Navy Estimates. Russian war scare has done one 
good thing, as Joe Cowen remarks, it has shown us our weakness. Reed 
brings all the knowledge of an expert into debate. Board of Admiralty 
Fleet by no means 
fleet ; armour plate on decks not thicker in some instances than electro. 
Fine old English Admiral, Sir J. Hay, gives such a marine flavour 
to tone of debate, that Gladstone at intervals retires behind Speaker’s 
chair to practise hoisting his slacks. House is of opinion that practical 
sailor ought to represent Admiralty in the House. Captain of Sun/eam 
glares! Admiralty Board and Controller not sufficiently under control 
of House, according to Gorst. Opposition, led by W. H. Smith, very 
sarcastic; that’s their irony. Naval representative of Government very 


Lord Carnarvon, to get ready his ‘‘ mouldy coppers,” as Vote of Credit | hopeful ; that’s their Brassey. 


Tuesday.—Amount of Vote of Credit four and a half millions for war 
operations in the Soudan, six and a half for ** other purposes.” 

Commons,—Gladstone introduces the Vote. Keferred to Supply 
Committee. Big total, eleven and six noughts, quite an ’aughty figure. 
When the honour of Old England in question, she doesn’t grudge her 
sons or her shiners. Redistribution through Committee at last, 

Wednesday.—Irish and Scotch Registration Bill read second time. 
Richardson tries to smuggle Sunday Sale of Liquors Bill. Detected in 
act by Warton, and frustrated. Barristers Admission Bill (Ireland) 
read second time, although Gibson anxious to wait views of Benchers of 
Reed sits on Benchers. 
Thursday.—Lords read second time Australasian Federation Bill ob- 


Randy, who moves adjournment of debate. Badger-drawing terrier no | jects to lend Australasian colonies a /a proverbial bundle of sticks ; also 


Egyptian Loan Bill. Commons.—Question and Supply. Harcourt 


Nothing more telling than Randy’s | states attempt made to emulate example of House on Monday, and 


‘blow up” the Admiralty. 
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| BEFORE AND AFTER A COURSE OF GLADSTONE'S ANTLFAT. 


KNOWS HIMSELF. 





HARDLY 


| > 
| BANTING EXTRAORDINARY. 
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AND 








JOHN BULL LOSES 11,000, 
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ARIZONA. 


**You know darned well you stole my hogs!” ; 
The words were spoken in a quiet voice, and without a sign of 
animosity, by a quick, bright, good-tempered-looking little man mounted 























on a fast grey horse, as he turned his face confidentially towards his 
companion, who rode a.black mustang on the left, or, as we should say, 
the near side of the way. 

** You know darned well you stole my hogs!” 

The words are fresh in my recollection, being impressed on me with a 
peculiar vividness, inasmuch as they were the last words the rider of the 
grey horse ever did speak. 

I was standing on the right side of a farm-road in Salt River Valley, 
in conversation with a stock-owner of the district. By ‘‘ standing,” I 
don’t mean standing on foot. We were both on horseback, the same as 
the men who passed us, and who rode by without taking any more notice 
than if we had been lumber. Salt River Valley is the most cultivated, 
or least uncultivated, district of Arizona Territory, which belongs to 
the United States, without partaking in any sensible degree of the 
advantages supposed to be afforded by the great Republican Govern- 
ment. 

When the little man had delivered his mild accusation, which I heard 
very distinctly, as he was close to me when he spoke, he fell back on 
the crupper of his grey, and then with a lurch swung over to the ground, 
his right foot remaining fast in the stirrup, A tremendous cut from the 
whip of the other horseman, a half-ounce of lead from whose Derringer 
had promptly avenged the slur on his probity, sent the grey horse flying 
across the rough ground by the side of the road, with the body of his 
late rider dragged, rolled, and tossed at his heels, Then the man on 
the black mustang coolly trotted on his way, and turning a bend of the 
road, was soon out of sight. 

The little incident of border life (and death) which I have briefly 
described is nothing when you are used to it, as you very soon will be, 
take my word, if you make your residence in Arizona. What with 
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Maricopas, Hualapais, Yumas, and other Indians, who are so unreason- 





able as to complain if their reservations and sub-reservations are utilised 


Americans, and Americans retaliating whenever they can catch a handful 
of Mexicans; what with cowboys, rustlers, cattle-stealers, knifers, free- 
shooters, and other scoundrels; what with the Mormon immigrants, 
and their opponents the Gentiles of Apacha County, Arizona is rather a 
busy part of North America. 

Murder is not countenanced by the law, but it is scarcely prohibited, 
and never checked, Robbery is punished when the thief is caught, and 
when he has not been already strangled by an outraged populace. 
Perhaps the gentleman taxed with hog-stealing was well accustomed to 
weigh the consequences both of homicide and theft. Being deliberately 
charged with the crime of greater magnitude—malappropriation of swine 
—it naturally and instantly occurred to him that, by committing the 
minor offence of murder, he would get rid of the prosecuting witness, 
and at most incur liability to some nominal fine or slight term of 
imprisonment. 

But he forgot one thing. Though murder in itself is not regarded 
with any great severity in Arizona, it becomes a grave matter when it is 
perpetrated by an alien. This was the nature of the case which had 
arisen from the little difference about the hogs. The rider of the grey, 
who was tumbled out of his saddle by a well-aimed bullet, was an 
American citizen. True, he was only the citizen of a Territory, not of 
a State. He could not vote ina Presidential election ; and the Delegate 
he might help in sending to Congress would not be a Delegate vested 
with full legislative rights and powers. Never mind! He was an 
Arizonan, and his death at the hands of a Mexican was an affront to 
Arizona; which was even more than the slaughter of a citizen from New 
York or Washington would have been. 

I was a stranger in those parts—not an American citizen by any 
means, but a traveller looking about me for a good investment of capital. 
I felt pretty sure there would be a scrimmage down south, but I said 
nothing to the man with whom I had been chatting over a possible 
bargain in cattle ; for I had learnt to be cautious how I mixed myself 
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up in American quarrels. He had seen and heard all that happened, 
but he gave no other sign of interest than might have been implied in 
expectoration, Of course he knew as well as I did, by the accent of the 
man whose last accusatory words had brought swift death, that he was 
a native of Arizona; and of course we knew by the aspect of the man 
who had not spoken—by his garb, sombrero, leggings, the absence of 
bit, bridle, and head-stall from his horse, the animal itself, the whole 
coup d wi/—that he was a Mexican. 

Surely enough I soon heard of a roughly organised expedition of 





| So, having had the tip, I started for a certain spot on the Sonoran 


| had caught their man. Poor wretch! He sold his life as dearly as he 


| gagged, blindfolded, hurried off to a neighbouring tree, hauled up to the 


| down the boy’s avenging countrymen in force. They pursued the out- 





by white settlers; what with Mexicans crossing the line to hang 


vengeance, and my curiosity to see the result overcame my usual caution. 
border, and actually came up with the party of Arizonans just as they 


could, wounding three of his pursuers before he was taken, and killing 
a horse, or so injuring the brute that it had tobe killed. He was bound, 


strongest bough, and swung thereon with shouts of triumph. Nor were 
the men of Arizona satisfied with this wild justice. Being the stronger 
party at that point where Arizona and Sonora join, they continued a 
series of hangings, the last being a cruel and wanton murder of an 
unoffending Mexican lad named Quinones. This deed of infamy brought 


laws across the line, and, failing to catch the guilty, fell upon some 
innocent Americans and hung them without trial. Subsequently, when 
the murder of the Fritz family and two others in the autumn of last year 
caused a great outcry in that district, it was said with much likelihood 
that the fiendish act was in retaliation for the murder of the boy 
Quinones. So, too, the murder of the boy Quinones might have been 
referred, step by step, to the prompt Derringer of the Sonoran who 
knew darned well that he stole the little gentleman’s hogs. 
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Miss Topsy TwitrRLasourT, now the 


Pantomime Season is over. gone in. 


TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THE EpITorR oF ** Fun,” 


S1r.—It was only natural, I am sure you will admit, Sir, that having 
landed heavily ty reason of my astuteness in the matter of Bendigo, 











ADA AND A BgTTer. 


Frigate, and the Dark Blues, that I should strike work until I had blued 
the result. Being a child of Nature, myself, that result was indeed the 
result, and this is the first you have heard of me since. That money has 
gone, Sir, gone to swell the already bloated funds of the oligarchical 
licensed victualler (if he will allow me to call him so), Anyway, it is 
gone, and I want more; so here is my 


TIP FOR THE CITY AND SUBURBAN, 


THE City and Suburban is a very pretty race, 

And if you’d know the winner, or the party for a place, 
I’d recommend, if you ask me, a person of some grip, 
To wit, the individual engaged upon this tip. 


I do not say he knows a lot, I do not call him ‘‘ mug,” 

I do not wish to crack him up or damn him with a shrug, 
I do not say his failures are obtrusive ones or grim, 

I offer no particular opin-i-on of him. 


I do not say you couldn’t find his match (perhaps you could), 
I do not say there isn’t anybody quite as good, 

I only say, though folks have had him often upon toast, 

He is the individual that 7 believe in most. 


And so he says the Duke of Richmond isn’t worth your shot, 
A place? Well, I’m not certain, but the winner he is not ; 
Macmahon and Thebais are a clever pair you'll trace, 

There’s one of them, or Quicklime should be certain of a place. 


There’s Prism, and a possible success for him I see, 

The Lambkin is as dangerous as ever it can be, 

St. Medard or the Highland Chief may lay the others low, 
But how about Queen Adelaide, I’m anxious for to know? 





MaApDbvDER Brown, now the Pictures have 
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| other, or which of them spitz the most acrimoniously, we naturally paws 
| fora reply. 
| adorn a tail. 


| A statement which has doubtless caused those folks to utter sobs ! 


next week,” said a schoolmaster afflicted with carpentry on the brain, to 


| The afternoon’s pleasure was ample although there was nothing particu- 


Society 1n Genera, while the 
Prince and Princess were in Ireland. 


Tue Porice, before the Dynamite Scare 
revived. 








Sir, the sun was lovely, and the track was level at the second spring 
meeting of the L. A. C, at Stamford Bridge, and I was there to see. 


larly exciting about the events, except the finishes for the hundred and 
fifty yards, and the two mile. Inthe former Booth and Sampson struggled 
hard for supremacy, and both won—I mean Booth won, proving stronger 
than Sampson. In the other event Cooper came in first with a whirr— 
I should say A. Whurr (second), and with such force as to leave a Dent 
inthe third place. Wills in the Two Mile Steeplechase Challenge made 
a big show, winning the cup for the third consecutive time ; in fact there 
can be no doubt that, at this distance, Wills’s best. 


I am, yours, TROPHONIUS, 








Dogs-ology. 

A FIERCE controversy is raging in the columns of a daily paper on the 
subject of dogs. The disputants, who of course expres their views with 
more or less dogmatism, differ widely in their respective estimates of the 
friend of man. Whilst one party praises his virtues Skye high, another 
denounces him as a terrierble nuisance, and charges him with dissemi- 
nating hydrophobia, &c. Of course, after going on at this rate, it is 
only natural to find this party advocating the imposition and strict 
enforcement of an increased dog-tax. Even the ladies who nurse and 
pet their dogs in public are not spared, and some pugnacious champion 
of lovely woman is urgently required to come forward and retriever 
character from the imputation of Fidolatry. The agitators have not yet 
launched into doggrel, but the bow-wows, if they knew what was going 
on, might, with great pup-priety, take their own part in a barkarolle. 
As to the question how long these factions will go on bullying each 


After all, perhaps neither will pointer moral, much less 


A Chance for the Heal(y)ing Art. 


(Mr. Healy recently called certain of the higher classes “‘ swells and snobs.” 


Mr. HEALy thinks that well-off folks are nought but *‘ swells” and 
** snobs,” 


In certain circles Mr. H., however he might bob, 
Might find the fist of some one raise a ‘‘ swell”-ing on his (s)*‘ nob.” 





‘¢ A FoOOT-RULE and a pocket-knife are necessaries to every schoolboy’s 
outfit ; you must provide your son with them before you send him to me 


Smifkins. ‘* Lor’ bless me! you don’t say so,” ejaculated Smifkins ; 
and he ambled forth and purchased the finest boxwood rule, and the 
most razor-like clasp-knife that could be had for money. Next day 
Smifkins was rudely awakened by the monthly nurse screaming outside 
his bedroom door. Hastily Smifkins turned out of his bunk to make 
inquiries, and found that his son and heir aged five had carefully measured 
his baby sister's ears, and coming to the conclusion that they were just 
half an inch too long had removed the superfluous length most effectively. 
Smifkins contemplates bringing an action against the pedagogue. 
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COMMUNICATED. 





| Hi . 4! © Is threatenin Afghan to pot ; 
7 sap | Or is it the Af Fe a-threatening us? 
: Or we that have threatened the lot ? 


do 
With you, or myself, or our cooks? 


two— 
Our purses restrict us to looks, 
We sit and we sing, and we whistle by turns, 
Excitedly clutching our gamp ; 
While the volatile tribe of Afghanistan burns 
The British Commissioner’s Camp. 


Then sing for the smell of saltpetre afloat, 
On the sea, and the land, and the air ; 


The Frenchmen have launched them an ironclad boat— 


But that’s not a British affair. 

The Russ is aggressive and bold in his ways— 
He’s impudent, bloody, and black ; 

But hasn't succeeded in spoiling our plays, 
For Henry and Ellen are back. 


And” /ef the old “‘ grisly’ uncover his claws— 
We're bound to make sport of him yet ; 
For look at the Sportsman's Exhibits and laws, 
At Islington gathered and met. 
When he sees eating sweetstuff, and making “‘ retorts,’ 
And pokers, and carpets, and bread— 
Are every one of them Britisher’s sports— 
He’s sure to go off of bis head. 


I’ve said we shall lick the unspeakable Russ, 
And I’m perfectly certain we shall, 
For success is as certain to happen to us 
As the Manchester Shipping Canal ; 
And Aowever cheeky the Muscovite feels, 
Oh ! he’s sure to be sorry he *‘ sass’d,” 
And take to his poor ignominious heels 
When he hears that the Polling Bill’s passed, 


Sir Peter has written the Gover’ment word 
(To answer what Gover’ment asked), 

And so /Ats astonishing result has occurred— 
The Russian commander's unmasked ! 

Though scarcely believing we're not being sold 
There meets the intelligent eye, 

The fact that the Russian commander has told 
An actual story or lie ! 


Oh! bad, inconsiderate Muscovite man 
To court such a standing disgrace, 

And place underneath an indelible ban 
The whole of the Muscovite race ; 

The Emperor, who upon war isn’t bent 
(He wrote to us showing its stings), 

To prove his undying displeasure, has sent 
Him a number of medals and things, 


It’s all through the Russians that Riel arose, 
And Canada has him to “ squelch,” 

It's all through the Russians, I also suppose, 
We can’t legislate for the Welsh; 

It’s they who've suppressed that Sosphore-y concern 
And set the May Meetings afloat, 

And dragged out the time for the Prince's return, 
And made this big hole in my coat. 


Before I concluded this letter I meant 
To have touched upon Russian affairs, 

Intending in every verse to present 
Disrespectful allusions to ‘* Bears ;” 

Perhaps at such moments, however, it’s soon- 
Est mended the less that is said, 

So I've made no allusion at all to the coon, 
Yours faithfully, Sir, 





EAR MR. EDITOR,— ~~ ? Ge¥?* 
“What do you think ? $4 "7"? se 
I think that you'll think as I thought— 
Although the hot weather conducestodrink, 
We aren’t yet threatened with drought. 
Talking of threatened, I fancy the Russ 


Now what has a sale of old Wedgewood to 


Our taste makes us yearn for a sample cr 


Merpie Heap. 











| or not, he ought to be tried and sent to Portland. (Reck/essly.) I don’t 
| care if he’s fifty members ! I tell you I——I believe that Wig’s got out! 


_ a third M.P. placing an obstruction in the way of an express train. 


| wrote “Blow the Queen!” on a wall, also ‘* The Constitution is a 
_ hass!” is identical with the person of the same name who swore alle- 
| giance to the Crown. 


| who committed a burglary, and the party who placed an obstruction 


CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES. 


(“ Hous or Commons.—Mr. M‘Coan wished to ask whether the Messrs. O’Brien, 
Harringnon, ©'Connes, and Desay, reported to be the leaders of the receat riotous 
persons oF be name name who bad sworn allegiance to the Cusen at the table of that 

ouse. Mr. Healy described this question as a ‘ gross in-inuation of perjury against 
members.’ Mr. Speaker held that such an imputation would be out of order, and 
said he would have revised Mr. M’Coan’s question had it appeared in the paper.”] 

Jongs, M.P. Look here, you fellows; the House isn’t sitting. _ Don’t 
you think it would be a charity to induce the Speaker—without his Wig, 
poor fellow !—to——? : 
* BRowN and Ropinson, M.P. Ah—that’s it! Without his Wig, poor 
fellow! (They all shudder, drop a silent tear of compassion, shake their 
heads slowly, and fall into dejected rever te.) : 

Jonzs, M.P. D’ye know, when I think of what he might be—if 
weaned from the baneful and blighting influence of that Wig—— 

Brown and Rosinson. Ah, indeed! Of that Wig! (Zhey all heave 
a deep-drawn, quivering sigh, beat their breasts, and cast up their eyes.) 

Jones, M.P. Hist! Here he is, endeavouring to creep unobserved 
from his side-door ; but his lynx-eyed Wig has observed him, and is in 

ursuit, It is a desperate measure; but I will trip it up and huddle it 
into its bandbox, and place paving-stones upon the lid ere it can—— 
(He does. All give a gasp of relief.) 


— 


ne / A Sam 


a 





Mr. SPEAKER. How—how shall I thank and bless you for this? For 
weeks have I striven in vain to elude itseagle-eye ! Evennow I tremble 
lest it overhear me. Away from that baneful Wig I am another being. 
I am, I assure you, a rational person, with the pluck—though you might 
not credit it—to call aspade a spade. But, under that Wig, even ‘‘ agri- 
cultural implement” were too gross and startling aterm. But let me 
forget it—let me plunge into the distractions of passing incident. What 
is this ? 

Jones, M.P. Why, I’m ashamed to say, Mr. Speaker, that it is one 
of the members of the House chalking ‘‘ Blow the Queen!” on a wall. 

Mr. SPEAKER. What? A member of our British Parliament—one 
who has sworn allegiance to Her Majesty—openly daring to commit an 
act of high treas——Oh, lor’! I say, you fellows, do you think that 
Wig of mine can have overheard ? 

MEssrs. JONES, BROWN, amd ROBINSON, M.P. No, old fellow; 
don’t be alarmed. It’s safely boxed up. 

Mr. SPEAKER. Well, then, as an Englishman, I say that the member 
of Parliament who can be guilty of such a crime ought to be—(you’re 
certain sure that Wig can’t hear ?)—ought to have a ‘‘lifer”—there ! 
Them’s my sentiments ! 

MEssks. BROWN, JONES, and ROBINSON, M.P. (aside). Ah! what a 
man were this, but for that Wig! 

Brown, M.P. Why, Speaker, old chap—if there isn’t another mem- 
ber of Parliament committing a burglary ! 

Mr. Speaker. What? A member of the House commit——(you’re 
survé you put paving-stones on the lid?) Then, whether he’s a member 


ROBINSON, M.P, No, all right. Why, Speaker, dear boy, here is 


Mr. SPEAKER. Then, M.P. or not, he ought to be hang——oh, lor’! 
It's time to put on my awful Wig again and go to the House. Oh! in 
the name of pity, don’t tell that Wig of the sentiments I’ve been giving 
ventto! I don’t know what dreadful result 


(Scens— House of Commons.) 
Jongs, M.P. I wish to inquire, Mr. Speaker, whether the person who 





BROWN and Rosinson, M.P. We wish to know whether the party 





Mr. Srgaker. Oh, catch me! Such dreadful words about members 
of this House! What fearful indelicacy! What shocking—— Ob, 
my Wig! (Szmvons.) 
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LOYALTY ENCOURAGED: A PROPHECY. 
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dvised them to note the House displaying any tokens of welcome, and remember the fact fer the occupiers. ' 
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by soft persuasion. 4. Robinson misses the rein. 5. Mrs. 
7. Stumpy shuts his eyes tight, and jumps for it. 


A RUNAWAY HORSE.—ATTEMPTS TO STOP IT. 


1. Jones stands on the kerbstone, and reaches out a hand. 2. Brown, attwo hundred yards, waves his gamp ; at fifty yards vanishes. 3 De Smith is only restrained 
retreats through a plate-glass window. 6. Mr. Noodle runs behind, and shouts ‘‘ Stop!” 








Not a Cook-oo Cry. 
[A cookery exhibition is being held at Willis’s Room this week. } 


At Willis’s Rooms there’s a cookery show, 
To which many thousand gourmets should go ; 
To study each mctu—all men-u may know 
Should now be enticed to that show to soon steer, 
Each neat bill of fare is replete with fare-play, 
For the viands are dressed in the properest way. 
So regarding these dressers and c/e/s FUN would say, 
‘* Please send, if you love him, a good chef-on-here !” 








Tube-be or not Tube-be! 


Ir is stated that as aking-tube is to be laid on between the House 
of Commons and the Ladies’Gallery. We have often heard of potatoes 


using this tube will be speaking-‘‘ tubers.” 


Having them on Toast! 


WE read about numerous toasts that men drink 
When they at a banquet sit down, 

But we know of a toast that is greater, we think, 
Than others—yea, worth more renown. 

This Toast which is eaten doth virtues boast— 

’Tis ** Wilson’s American Extra Toast,” 








“TACE awp JILDM1,,” 


AN ILLUSTRATED WEEKLY MISCELLANY FOR EVERYBODY. | 


DOUBLE NUMBER, May 2nd, 1885. 


Sixteen Pages of Pictures, Prose and Verse, 


ONE PENNY. 
OFFICES, 153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 
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having eyes, but, judging from this, it would seem that all //e-4-/éte-rs | 





IF YOU WISH TO BE WELL AND KEEP WELL, TAKE 





Cocoa thickens im the 
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: CAUTION.—If 


Wards off all attacks of Cholera, Typh 





oid, and all Malignant Fevers 


action in absorbing all impurities in the stomach and bowels, gives a 





healthy tone to the whole system 


‘ Cadb 


Speedily cures Acidity, Flatulence, Heartburn, Impure Breath, Indi- 
gestion, Sc 1k destroys all divesse cerns. and from iss puritviog PURE!!! SOLUBLE!!! REFRESHING!!! 
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‘Largest Sale 
in the World’ 
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FORMS OF LEAVES. 


ARTICLES having appeared in the newspapers under this heading, our Artist sends his contribution to the subject. 


ey ( FAREwELe my Own DARLING) 
F aay \ Tict TaiS EVENING! 
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HES AND PUFFS. 


HE most noticeable event, theatrically, 
of the week was, I suppose, the fare- 
well of ** Our ” at the Lyceum. 
It may be said with truth that nothing 

her occu of that house 
so much as the leaving it: she played, 
rticularly in Comedy and Tragedy, 
ter than she had ever done before ; 
the excitement of the circumstances 
seemed to have supplied her with an 
exaltation which served her in place 
of the divine afflatus, the possession 
of which I have for one never been 
able to credit her with ; and the little 
tremulous farewell speech was touch- 
ing and natural, so that the big tears 
did chase each other down Nestor’s 
nose, and his dress-shirt only served 
him that once. But Mary said she 
would come back, and meantime 
there are lots of portraits around to 
remind us of her, 


SLAS 





a Too.e’s.—Dominigue the Deserter 
—Maky GORS PACK TO A-Mary. 1% @ work of some archeological in- 
CARE! terest, and Mr, Toole is entitled to 

commendation for unearthing it, or 
getting Mr. Pemberton to unearth it; making it as unearthly as pos- 
sible, in fact, by calling it O/d Harry. As a specimen of the farcical 
comedy of the past it is sufficiently enthralling ; and Mr. Pemberton, 
who has “‘ partly re-written” it, has performed his task with ability (he 
seems to have re-written it with our old friend ‘‘ the pruning knife” 
more than anything else), although Mr. Toole himself is surely entitled 
to collaborative honours for a punning reference to his own name, (The 
reference is a little startling and incongruous, and the point not imme- 
diately observable ; but the audience, anxious to preserve its character 
for quick-wittedness, greets it with enthusiasm.) Seriously, the play is 
well enough for a short opening piece, and receives full justice at the 
hands of the genial comedian and his company. 


THe STRAND,—Mr, John S, Clarke, cocked eye, portentous gravity, 
knowing smiles, yes transitions, paralytic hitch and all, are appearing 
here just now with their usual immense success in 4 Widow Hunt, to 
the utter destruction of the blues, and the propagation of unlimited 
hilarity. Mr, Clarke’s peculiarities are not exactly Art (with a big A), 
nor are they altogether traceable to Nature (with a big N); but they are 
unmistakably and excruciatingly funny, even after years of repetition. 
And, with due deference to all those who would degrade the stage to 
the level of instructiveness, to amuse is the primary mission of the actor; 
and Mr, Clarke is probably responsible for as many aching sides as any 
man living. 


Tue part of Felix Featherly is in the excellent hands of Mr. H, B. 
Conway, who, in spite of a gouty foot (most healthy disease, they tell 
me; keeps away ‘ge he !), on the night I saw him, played with 
spirit and success, rs. Maddick looks nice as Mrs. Swansdown, and 
wears two dresses—she does little else worthy of note, perhaps. Miss 
Ewell is hardly my notion of Mrs, Wellington de Boots, but she is funny 
enough, too, 


THe Comgpy.—Poised on a centre act of comical complications, 
which might mean success, with a dreadfully heavy first and third act, 
which threaten to weigh it down to failure on the one side or the other, 
Bad Boys, produced at this house on. Wednesday night may, conse- 
quently, either succeed or fail; but the poise is very delicate, and the 
betting just about two (acts) to one on failure. This is a pity, as the 
plot and situations are humorous if more impossible even than 
usual in farcical comedy, and the removal from a French to an English 
locale has been accomplished with more than ordinary skill. Where the 
piece utterly fails is in its dialogue, Mr. Clement Scott, the adapter of 
the piece from the recent Parisian success, Clara So/ei/, has seemingly 
but small sense of humour, or, at any rate, little capacity for writing 
humorous dialogue. There is scarcely a ‘‘ point” in it from beginning 
toend. On the other hand, he obtrudes his private political opinions 
with irrelevance, and something of the — of a music hall topical 
song-writer, his sentiments being soundly hissed—and enthusiastically 
applauded, I almost think, however, that a moderate success, at any 
rate, might be secured by ruthlessly ‘‘ cutting” the last act, when the 
impetus of the undoubtedly well-sustained and effective second act 


might carry it through. 








THe spectacle of a hitherto opera-bouffe company disporting it 





comedy is not more incongruous, I suppose, than the production of a 
succession of opera-bouffes (or operas-bouffe) at a theatre known as the 
Comedy ; but I am bound to say the artistes are not strikingly in their 
element, Miss Violet Cameron is hopelessly hard and expressionless, 
and Mr, Arthur Roberts, although he is apy mirth- provoking 
(see remarks on Mr. John S. Clarke under head of the Strand), yet his 
humour has a rather limited gamut, consisting more or less entirely 
of quaint facial expression of unholy knowledge and action of a kind 
more usually associated with pantomime. M. Marius presents once 
more, and with his accustomed success, that fire-eating military person 
of his; Mr, Carton’s incisive and finished eomedy is very refreshing, 
though he seems a little embarrassed by the antics which go on around 
him ; and Mr. Rose is perhaps unintentionally funny with an expression 
as of continuously tasting something nasty! The abilities of Miss Minnie 
Bell and Miss Tilbury are not severely taxed, but the value of their 


efforts is very appreciable, 


Nops AND WINKS,—J/anon is to be played for the first time in 
London to-morrow (Thursday) night by the Carl Rosa Company, with 
Madame Marie Roze and Mr, Joseph Maas in the principal characters. — 
Mr. W. A. Stanley, who has been successfully giving some more 
Shakespearian and miscellaneous readings at Clapham Assembly Rooms, 
will give the last reading of the present series on Monday next.—Mr, 
Sydney Grundy’s Si/ver Shie/d will be put before us on the 19th at the 
Strand by Miss Amy Roselle, who will also play the principal part ; such 
a combination of author and actress ought to result in something worth 
seeing—take the word of NESTOR, 
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Misdirected Anxiety. 


(SET FORTH IN A FEW PROPHETIC ITEMS OF NEWS TOUCHING 
THE ANGLO-ROSSIAN ‘WAR,) 

(“It appears, from an answer given in the House a night or two ago, that manu- 
facturers may legally import infected rags into this country, and legally disseminate 
smallpox and, presumably, other diseases amongst their work-people. An enterprising 
Scotch firm have, according to the Lord Advocate, repeatedly contrived in this 
manner to infect their mill-hands. Smallpox has broken out at their works, and has 
been directly traced torags. The Board of Supervision doubt their powers to compel 
these patriotic paper-makers to disinfect the raw material.”—See Newspaper.) 

NORTHUMBERLAND COAL FOR CRONSTADT,.—*“‘ Ten thousand tons 
of Northumberland coal have been ordered for early delivery at Cron- 
stadt.” —Newspaper. 

Some Newspaper Paragraphs of the Near Future :— 

IN presence of the war with Russia, the greatest anxiety prevails 
among all classes in the United Kingdom on account of our mercantile 
shipping. The most fervent om are expressed on all hands that the 
Russian cruisers may not succeed in intercepting any of them. 
© 





* * . 7 * 

THE utmost horror and indignation prevail owing to the intelligence 
that a Russian cruiser has sunk aBritish merchant vessel containing a large 
cargo, From every tongue may be heard expressions of anger and regret. 

s * * 7 * . 

IT is stated that a Russian war-vessel has sunk another British mer- 
chant ship having another full cargo. The wanton destruction of the ship 
and cargo is viewed bythe British with unbounded indignation and sorrow, 

* . * * * * 

THE most boundless delight and relief prevail, owing to the intelligence 
that the two merchant vessels believed to have been sunk by the Rus- 
sians have escaped and reached British ports in safety. Illuminations 
are universal. 

* * ° * > . 

ONE of the escaped merchant vessels has just landed its cargo, con- 
signed to a Scotch firm. It consists of rags infected with cholera. 
(Later.) The cholera from the rags is rapidly spreading over the British 
Islands. The other escaped British merchant vessel has arrived at Cron- 
stadt with a cargo of coal from Northumberland, 

of * + ~ o + 

On the whole, the rejoicing in Britain at the escape of the merchant 
vessels have assumed a more moderate tone, St. Petersburgh, however, 
is illuminated, 


o e * a * * 
Newspaper par of the very remote future, when the British Publicshall 
have grown @ little bit wiser :—In presence of the war with Russia, the 
warmest hopes prevail that the Russian cruisers may succeed in inter. 
cepting and sinking a considerable portion of our mercantile shipping. 





Intemperate Temperance, 


Tue “ Halifax Temperance Hundred ” last week 
Appears to have showed Mr. Stansfeld some cheek ; 
And Stansfeld, we know, to reform is much wedded— 
The answer, however, he gave to that band 

Will serve to make voters at once, understand, 

That the Halifax Hundred by him is (H)un-dre(a)d-ed. 
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Ethel.—“Is THAT A GoopD Picture, Frep?” 


AND SO ON, DON’T YE KNOW!” 


AT THE ACADEMY. 


Fred,—* SurE I pon’r KNOW! THE FELLOWS WHO GOT UP THIS BOOK OUGHT TO MARK '’gmM—‘G,’ ror Goon, ‘B,’ ror Bap, 








THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


Fripay, April 24th.—Lord Dalhousie moves second reading of Scotch 
Police and Health Bill. Awful sort of measure—prohibits selling even 
a glass of milk or playing billiards after midnight, and the carrying of 
bundles to the inconvenience of others. ‘* Deeply mourned the Lord of 
Burleigh,” but what upset his lordship most was clause prohibitin 

chimney-sweep to walk on footpath. rd Wemyss mentions that Bi 

imposes penalty of £10 for telling falsehoods, Gracious! what a bad 
time newspaper men must have down there. Bill referred to Select 
Committee. Infants’ Bill ordered for third hearing, though Lord 
Limerick and others themselves ‘‘up in arms” against clause giving 
maternal rights of nominating guardians. Scrimmage in the Commons 
over Irish Registration Bills. Remuneration of rate collectors to be 
borne out of Imperial Exchequer instead of local rates. In spite of Pre- 


casual defeat of the man who has done and dared more for Irish interests 


art not so unkind As Irishman’s ingratitude!” i 
Monday.—Latest reports from Canadian markets“ Rebels is riz. 

Have made things hot at Battleford, but Lord Derby reports their 
courage cooling when opposed to Colonel Otter—not hunting the Otter, 
but Otter hunting them. Lunacy Laws Amendment Bill, which is to 
do away with such private asylums as are public nuisances, read a second 
time, 

Commons.—Vote of Credit for eleven millions moved. House still 
as death when Gladstone rises. Rather hoarse at first, and interru 

a good deal by member for Eye, who makes himself rather a donkey. 
Grand Old Man seems still to bear Polonius’s words in mind— 


3eware of entrance to a quarrel; but, being in, 
Bear’t, that the opposed may beware of thee. 


amid a roar of cheers from all round the House, not excepting the gal- 
leries, the occupants of which forget that they are strangers, remembering 








mier’s opposition to amendment, Home Rulers frantic with glee at | 


than any Minister of hisday. ‘‘ Blow, blow, thou winter wind, Thou — 





| spot. The steam whistles of slow-going or stationary engines suddenly 
| turned on to their fullest power by the drivers create heart-stirring 


Grand Old Man never seemed grander than now, raising his voice in | 
vindication of Britannia’s honour, and warning her foes, Sits down | 


only that they are Britons, Trots out with fingers nearly crushed by 
grips of enthusiastic friends, 
uesday.—Lord Derby reports receipt of telegram from Lord Lans- 
downe, confirming intelligence that rebels, thinking they could not 
afford another battle, have sloped over slopes of Battleford. 
Commons.—Shocking instance of dram-drinking. Drains of Lower 
Thames Valley sent to Select Committee. Hope Sir Wilfrid’s not on this. 


Bryce is informed McGarel Hogg’s 
Opposed to park in Isle of Dogs. 

Dog Islanders intent on larking 

Must therefore rest content with Barking. 


Redistribution re-dissected, Cotton asks for four members for City of 
London. Dilke says, ‘‘ Reely can’t Cotton to that.” 

Wednesday—Commons. —Fitzmaurice reports Russians at Maruchak. 
**A deep sound strikes like a rising knell!” Reconsideration of Ke- 
distribution. Tower Hamlets to have seven members, Seven Hamlets 
will about exhaust Garrick Club. 

Thursday—Lords.—Russian advance contradicted. ‘‘’Twas but the 
wind.” Infants Bill—Joseph C. declares Lords in their second child- 
hood. Enter Childers staggering under big Budget. Raises our spirits 
by two shillings a gallon duty, but lowers them by announcing eightpence 
income tax. However, things might be worse, and J. B, never shuts 
his purse to call of patria. 








——— 
Mem. TO LounGers,—An inexpensive sensational entertainment may 
be had almost any time by loafing about under the railway thrown 


across our crowded thoroughfares. Ludgate Hill, for instance, is a capital 


scenes ; frightened horses trampling down wayfarers, young and old, 
with grim impartiality, and with a rapidity truly beautiful to behold, 





A WELL AUTHENTICATED Guost.—The Inspectre. 
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LOBLOLLY LUKE. 
A SAILOR SONG. 


H ! Loblolly Luke was 
picked up by a 
fluke 

By a chap on a cha- 
rity tack, 

Who sent him a-trip 
in a_ mercantile 
ship 

For to give him the 
mariner’s knack ; 

But Luke, d’ye see, 
was a landsman, 
and he 

Could never learn 
much, though he 
tried, 

And ever so tiny a 
swell on the briny 

Would send _ him 
away to the side. 





’Twas seldom he knew what was said by the crew, 
’T was seldom they followed Ais drift, 

For the slang of the seas in but little agrees 
With the slang that’s the landlubber’s gift, 

Imagine their state when he called each a ‘‘ mate,” 
And christened the skipper ‘‘ the boss!” 

And as they'd begin (what ¢Acy called) to “turn in,” 
Declared he was going to ‘‘ doss!”’ 


He looked very hard when they spoke of ‘‘ the yard,” 
And thought of policemen and cells ; 

His state was sublime when they told him the time 
In the accurate number of ‘* bells.’ 

He thought that they still were a-calling him “ Bill ” 
Whenever they shouted ‘* belay !” 

And he guiltily shrunk when they mentioned his ‘‘ buok ”— 
For he meant to be cutting away ! 


When they looked to the clouds, and referred to ‘‘ the shrouds,” 
It gave him the painfullest shock, 

And the “‘ braces” and “stays” he for several days 
Believed to be hosiers’ stock ! 

The ‘‘ cockpit,” he thought, was a place where they fought 
(Away from the law-making sticks) 

Occasional matches, while under the hatches 
They bred the belligerent chicks ! 





The cap’n he frowned, and he wished “‘ the swab” drowned, 
But didn’t see how that could be, 
For he'd made it appear unmistakeably clear 
That he never was meant for the sea ; 
But at last (the young willin’ !) they caught him a fillin’ 
The pipe of the bos’n with shag ; 
So they flung out a ratlin’, and pointed a Gatlin, 
And sent him ashore with a bag. 


But you'll quite understand he was spoiled for the land 
Along of what little he knew, 

So they made him a skipper aboard of a clipper 
As plied between Chelsea and Kew, 

But the river went low in the summer, you know, 
Which ended Luke’s loblolly yarns, 

For he struck on the sands, and went down with all hands, 
In two feet of water off Barnes. 








THH ROYAL ACADEMY EXHIBITION. 


Once more, and for the one hundred and seventeenth time the Exhi- 
bition of the Royal Academy of Arts is open to the public. Though we 
shouldn’t like to be dynamited into space where time is no object, and 
Mumms’s “‘ dry” no consideration by any irate Academician, we must 
say that in our opinion the show is not up to the mark. Commonplace 
** pot-boilers” abound, while there are hardly any works that stand 
strongly out as extraordinarily excellent. Our limited space precludes 
us from giving more than a curt note on a small percentage of the pic- 
tures; but we will skim through the galleries in rotation. 

GALLERY No. I.—*‘ Ariadne Deserted by Theseus,” Henrietta Rae. 
Miss Ariadne (not over-clothed, of course) is looking out anxiously for a 
ray of hope. ‘*General Sir Arthur Lawrence,” Frank Holl. Frank 
has painted the general’s nose capitally. ‘*Love’s First Lesson,” 
Solomon T. Solomon. We rather envy the Cupid, though he is a trifle 
unwashed. Solomon has shown wisdom in selecting this subject ; any- 
thing connected with love generally turns out a sell. ‘* Chivalry,” 
Frank Dicksee. ‘‘ Chivalry” looks yellow, quite a canary Dicksee. 
‘Mrs, Ralli,” W. Q. Orchardson. Acapital instance of an elderly lady 
well treated. 

GALLERY No. II.—*‘ Afternoon Gossip on the Banks of the Ganges,” 
Val Prinsep. The Ganges has been manufactured rapidly by a streak 
or two of terra-verte and white daubed over a ground of yellow ochre. 
There isn’t much Ganges, though—this is a blessing. ‘‘ Quarrymen of 





| tographs taken. ‘‘ Divided,” Alice Havers. A lamb and mint-saucy 
| country girl is throwing sheeps’ eyes at a gentleman fishist across a 
| stream. It’s just as well the pair are divided. 














_ to consist of a very knocked lady, clothed in a small black velvet 
| smoking cap. 


| woman-martyr—pure as ice, and quite as cold—is lying exposed in the 


_ motion on the water is so wonderfully depicted that several ladies who 


| over Luke’s work; this is a moral certainty. ‘‘The Dog in the Manger, 


Purbeck,” Henry T. Wells. The horny-handed workists have ceased 
their toil for no reason apparently. Probably they are having their pho- 


GALLERY No, III.—‘' The Salon of Madame Récamier,” W. Q. 
Orchardson, A talented picture, showing what asses clever men can be 
induced to make of themselves by a pretty woman. ‘‘ John Knox at 
Holyrood,” W. P. Frith. Knox seems to be putting himself out quite 
unnecessarily because some ladies are playing ‘‘ kiss-in-the-ring.” It is 
a game that excites jealousy sometimes, even to watch. Knox may 
have suffered the demon torment before giving way to his temper. 
‘*The Close of Day: ‘The weary sun hath made a golden set,’”’ 
J. C. Hook. We should think he must have gone it wildly before 
taking his hook ; the disturbance in the air looks like a general shut up. 
**The Earl of Dufferin,” Frank Holl. This is not a duffer in; its 
about one of the finest works in the show. ‘‘ A Treatise on Parrots,”’ 
H. Stacy Marks, puts a feather in the painter’s cap. ‘‘ A Standard 
Bearer,” Sir John Gilbert, proves the unflagging energy still possessed 
by this veteran artist. ‘‘A Reading from Homer,” L. Alma Tadema. 
This is a pleasant rendering of young people trying to make the best of 
an intellectual feast. One is cooing gently, ‘‘ Home, sweet Homer.” 
** Andromeda,” Philip H. Calderon. The bold young thing, ‘* Andro- 
meda,” doesn’t seem to care a rap for the whitewash which is splashing 
all over her; but then she hasn’t got a swagger dress to be spoilt. 

GALLERY No. IV,—‘* Diadumené,” E, J. Poynter, is a nicely-fashioned 
lady, who certainly intends trying the temperature of the water, with 
one toe very cautiously, before plunging into her bath. ‘‘ The Swing 
Feast,’ J. K. Weguelin. A maid of Athens is swinging herself in 
expiation of the death of a lady who hung herself. Some of the other 
maids seem quite astonished and shocked at her vagaries. ‘* White 
Hydrangea,” Albert Moore. This mysterious production seems chiefly 


GALLERY No, V.—‘'St. Eulalie,” J. W. Waterhouse. One of the 
cleverest works in the Exhibition, but painfully repulsive. The crucified 


forum, shrouded by the whitest of snow. ‘‘ For Sweet Instinct Teaches 
Me,” George Hare. A prematurely-developed youngster has made up 
her face so far. She has painted her lips, and powdered her cheeks 
carefully, but has not used the hare’s foot and rouge pot. The fast little 
a is looking at herself in a hand-glass that she ought to be spanked 
with, 

GALLERY No. VI.—‘‘ The Newhaven Packet,” Henry Moore. The 


have experienced channel passages have called for—smelling salts, after 
looking at the picture. ‘‘ Venetians,” Luke Fildes. During the next 
few weeks a number of ‘‘mashers’’ will flit towards Venice after gloating 


Walter Hunt. Two young calves, too nervous to hunt a sleeping cur 
out of their stall. 

GALLERY No. VII.—* Milton Visited by Andrew Marvell,” G. H. 
Boughton. The poet would not look so bold could he see the faces of 
his visitors ; their visages are anything but cheery. Even blindness has 
its advantages sometimes. ‘*Such is Life,” Weedon Grossmith. A 
forward child is hankering after a sweetmeat she can’t get. She'll dis- 
cover the apple behind her quite soon enough, ‘Arthur E, Street, 
Esq.," Henry T. Wells, R.A. A very nice, clean, respectable street 
too—one whose name is not likely to be struck out as a bad ’un. 
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“‘ Hullo!” said the Gas Director to the Explosion Demon ; “ how did you escape from the mains?" ‘ Leaks,” replied the Demon. ‘‘ Bless you ! there isn't a 


main under London I can’t crawl out of.” Then the Director counted the cost of repairs, and decided to leave the leaks alone. ‘‘ After all, it's only the Public who 
will be blown up,” he mused. 








But presently he went round to collect the gas rates. 


The ghosts of the exploded Consumers circled around him. ‘‘ Why, there isn’t a Consumer living! I ean't get 


But it didn’t matter, after all. 


a penny,” said that Director. 






‘* 1 quite forgot the Public were the consumers!” 
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He had blown up all the shareholders too. So he had all the gas to himself; and with it he fill d a balloon, which bore him up toa 


Baronetcy, the recog 








nised reward of those who injure the Public. 
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FORESTALLED! A TALE OF THE 
INVENTORIES. 


‘ There is nothing new under the sun.”—M. F. Tupper. 


T was a week or so before the 
opening of the London Inven- 
tions Exhibition that those as- 
sembled on board a Transatlan- 
tic liner about to leave the 
United States for England were 
startled by the appearance of 
several strange individuals 
among them. There was nothing 
about them to justify anybody 
in giving them in charge, but 
they had an unpleasant tomby 
smell, as though they had been 
long buried, while their gar- 
ments were of extraordinary 
make and material, wholly un- 
known to observers, 

During the voyage those 
queer passengers were very reti- 
cent, after the manner of those 
who are bent on a mission of 
great importance. They would 
frequently wink and nudge each 
other, while their countenances 
appeared to express unbounded 
contempt for every object they 
encountered, Their boxes were 
simply labelled ‘‘ Central Ame- 
rica to London,” They were 
peculiar persons in many ways ; 
one of their peculiarities being a 

habit of dropping away in little dry pieces like tinder when accidentally 

touched, . . . . * 

It was the opening day of the Inventories, Everything on exhibition 
was of the most startling novelty and interest. Visitors flitted from 
object to object with ever-increasing surprise and delight. The tins of 
preserved meat, stacked up in their thousands, formed a novel and un- 
expected attraction wholly unknown to the ‘“ Fisheries’’ or the 
‘* Healtheries.” The same might be said of the biscuits, and the 
sweets, and the kitchen ranges, and the hot-water apparatus, and the 
pickles and sauces; nothing that had ever been seen by mortal eye be- 
fore being admissible for exhibition, The most experienced and cynical 
clapped their hands and crowed with delight. 

Under these circumstances the utmost indignation naturally prevailed 
at the conduct of several visitors of strange aspect who walked calmly, 
pay contemptuously, along the various sections, and hardly deigned to 
glance at the wonderful objects around, Innocent asa babe of the 
bitter shock about to descend upon him, the man at the tinned meat 
stall, full of a rapturous triumph in the utter novelty of his wares, ap- 
proached the strangers and displayed a luxuriously labelled tin. 

The supercilious eye of the first stranger slowly rolled upon the object, 

and he murmured, ‘* Yes, I know. ‘Canned ham, tongue, and sucking- 

pig. A delicious stimulant and sedative for the breakfast table.’ We 
used to consume a lot of it daily about fifty centuries ago.” 

‘* More like sixty, dear boy,” said the second stranger. 

The poor tinned meat official turned pale and sick, and swooned 

under his own counter, 

** Ah—just so—dynamos for electric lighting driven by gas engines, 

and high-and -low- pressure - automatic - governor patent-self-regulating- 

double-action-stop-valve-horizontal steam-engines. Exactly, Wasteful 
thing, steam—we gave it up about seventy-two centuries ago, didn’t 
we?” observed the third stranger. 

** Quite that,” replied the fourth stranger. ‘‘ And here are our dear 
old friends the electric telegraph, and the micro-tele-photophone, and 
the tasteless cod-liver oil, and the torpedo, and the rain-band spectrum,” 

It was too much, The wretched exhibitors tore their hair, some lay 
down to die, others whispered darkly in corners, the beads of hate 
on their brows, 

*“* But there are some old friends we can’t find, policeman,” said the 
first stranger. ‘' Where is the apparatus for phetographing objects in 
their natural colours, and the machine for foretelling the weather (I don’t 
mean that absurd thing, the barometer), and the means of putting a stop 
to adulteration and war, and the unsinkable ship, and the punctual 
train, and the safe theatre, and the newspaper rotary printing press that 
won't print untruths, and '" 

It was too much, That policeman fe!l upon those strangers with his 
truncheon. In three seconds a pan full of brown dust was all that re- 
mained of those representatives of the pre-historic civilization of Cen- 
tral America, 














A Present to the Prince. 


[When the Royal train drew up at Pallybrophy station an itinerant vendor of 
walking-sticks with great difficulty pushed close up to their Royal Highnesses. The 
Prince beckoned him to come forward, and then asked him what he wanted. The 
man replied, ‘‘ Nothing, your honour, but to ask your honour to take a present of a 
Tipperary rifle.” The offering was accepted with pleasure, and a sovereign was 
placed in his hand as a present from the Prince. The remainder of the man's sticks 
were soon Lought up by persons on the platform at handsome prices | 





Or H. R. H.’s Savoir faire, 
Behold another demonstration ; 

It happened when the Royal pair 
Pulled up at Ballybrophy station, 

The action may, by certain men, 
Be reckoned as the merest trifle ; 

Sut still the Prince did wisely when 
He took that ‘‘ Tipperary rifle,” 


The vendor did a roaring trade, 
Yes, ata premium soon his wares were, 
The hawker’s pluck was thus repaid 
And checked, fro, ¢em. his mundane cares were— 
’Twas well the Prince (ignoring some, 
Who this man’s loyalty would stifle) 
Allowed him to the car to come, 
And give his ** Tipperary rifle !” 


And now, where’er the Prince may go, 
We may expect his Highness gaily 

Will use this *‘ rifle,” which, you know— 
Is but a sort of stout shillelagh. 

No doubt he’ll twirl that blackthorn stick, 
And shout, *‘I’ll foight ye for a troifle ! 

Jist trid on the tail av me coat, avick ! 
And thry me ‘ Tipperary roifle!’” 








New Leaves. 


“Tue Heiress of Wylmington,’” by Evelyn Everett Green (Thomas 
Nelson and Sons).—This is a good book, written in good style, and with 
a good end in view. If the chief characters have not quite a good 
beginning, they certainly come to a good ending. 

** Brain Surgery and Vivisection” (Victoria Street Society).—This is 
a lively lot of letters from the opposing Sectionists, ‘‘ vivi’ and ‘‘ anti- 
vivi.” There is a good deal said on both sides, and both sides have 
** vivisec”’ on the brain, 

**John Bull to Max O’Rell” (Wyman and Sons),—The writer has 
done his best to refute such si1tements of Max O’Rell’s as may reason- 
ably be refuted, but it is questionable if this tit-for-tat kind of book mak- 
ing, though playfully and pleasantly began may not drift into the stage 
of crimination and recrimination—hard hitting, blow for blow, which 
begets ‘*bad blood” on both sides, and results in contests which, even 
as mere exhibitions of skill, might be better avoided—even though it 
pays. 
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Ready for Him. 
(Szz CARTOON.) 


A FIGHT ! by general confession 

The quarrel now appears no sham, 
So hotly they dispute possession 

Of that poor beast, the Afghan lamb, 


A fight ! the Lion guard is keeping 
Over his much-alluring prize, 

Nor does the Eagle catch him sleeping, 
For his are fully-opened eyes. 


A fight ! the Eagle, boldly stooping 
Down from aloft to seize the prey, 

Is checked, and then goes fiercely swooping 
Around the Lion brought to bay. 


But will they come to blows, we wonder? 
Well, doubtless, ever since the Flood, 

Such fights meant sometimes blood and thunder, 
And sometimes thunder without blood, 





One other little point to mention— 
Though quite beside the mark, we own— 
When there’s a bone of great contention, 
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A Lawn Tennis Ode. 


A courtly game, so bound to p/zas(e), 
If racketing be sport, 
Here all our embryo Q.C.s 
Will find the ** Zums” of ** Court,” 
A maiden over! Pattie prone! 
Eve’s daughters share the fall, you'll own, 


Much profit lies in ** guick returns,” 
Net profits, too, are they ! 

Tere some (Lawn) Tennis son oft earns— 
‘* The cup,” but that means lay, 

At dalls sweet Charity doth skip, 

** Zove all!” is ever on her lip. 


ENVOI, 


| 
When Love ‘‘ once” hath them in the mer, | 
Deuce take that comely pair ; | 





AT THE BANK. 


Mr. Bull (with his Budget), ~—“1 suppose THIS LITTLE CHEQUE FOR £14,932,000 Is 


ALL RIGHT?” 
Cashier. —“ QUITE CORRECT, How’LL you HAVE IT? INCOME-TAX, Beer, Spirits, 


CORPORATE BopigS? ANY WAY YOU PLEASE.” 


They'll have another ‘‘ Service” yet, 
A “‘ match upon ‘the square!” * 


* St. George’s, Hanover Square. 








Reas, RusstAN. Well, but, my dear sir; just consider and be fair. 
I should never have taken the step if you had not advanced to, and 
occupied, Portsmouth and Liverpool. Should I, Reason? 
REASON. Well, really I must decide in your favour this time. You 
ought to look at the thing in an unbiassed light, Mr, Bull. You see 
you did occupy ; 
UN. Briton (as before). Ah, well; so I did. I suppose you are 
right. * * * But then this confounded Russian has offered a reward 


THE fault of us Britons in this Russian question is our impatient un- 
reasonableness, There’s not the slightest doubt that the affair is perfectly 
capable of amicable settlement if we will only be open to reason. We 
are ashamed to say that we—FuN—have at times been guilty of a vague | 
| 


NO REAL DIFFICULTY! | 
| 





idea that the Russians were in the wrong; but, thank goodness, we 
have read the latest Russian explanation of the incidents, our eyes have 
been opened, a revelation of their entire reasonableness has come upon for the head of one of my officers ! 
5 see plainly that they could mot have done otherwise than they | Reas, Russian, Well, but you took the initiative by offering a re- 
. ‘ : , | ward for the party who blew up the Admiralty. 
PR eae ee a with Reason as arbitrator, | “ [yy, BRITON. Wai--ohy~ ang i boa 108 2 criminal who com- 
ag 0% ’ . . | mitted a crime in my own country, while in the other case—— 

hes pt eat oper ee ne 9% stand it? Russia |“ Reas, RUSSIAN. ‘Oh, soul you aan admit that ‘hat is beside the 

> a : , oint altogether. Isn’t it, Keason 
gti phe ion Well, but, don’t you see? we | * RRASON. Oh, yes, Mr. Bull; altogether beside the point. 

T. : ’ | see it yourself? 
an BRITON, J/y advance—what advance? I haven’t made any | Une BRITON (as defore). Well, I suppose you're right, &c., &e., &e, 

si t Understanding. 

Reas, Russian, Oh, come now, do you mean to deny that you | Tite io the wag to Come to 48 Ve “6 
advanced several regiments from Aldershot to Chatham? 
UN. Briton, Fr—fr—om Aldersh——Why, what the deuce has that | 
to do——? 
Reas, Russian, Well, I appeal to Reason. 
9 Re ey Oh, yes, Mr. Bull ; you can’t deny that you dia advance to | the Geet Bddle 

Me eae ey nink if you have a right to advecthem Jelomey to. | Aman who drives an omnibus by hitting it behind with a heavy strap, 
UN. Briton, —W—well, but—bless my soul! Chatham Jde/ongs to | ] ; 

% 3 : | and wipes his hand on the back of every passenger who goes inside, 
me, doesn’t it? Does Penj-deh belong to Russ——? , y= fash of Iichtni 
Reason, Oh, my dear sir, that doesn’t bear on the point. A shoeing horn to a of lightning. 
you see that? VESTRY. 
UN. BRITON (suddenly becoming reasonable, as he ought), Ah, yes,I | An order of the genus //omo, at once gregarious and solitary in the 
see¢! How stupid of me! | pursuit of prey; generally bound together ona plan of mutual self. 
° * * * ¢ ° | interest, and with the obiect of giving contracts to one another, as well 

Un. Briton, Well, but look here! Russia has advanced to, and | as of screening the whole body against the legal penalties of Jerry- 


occupied, Bombay and Calcutta now, I say I won’t stand it! | building. 


Can’t you 











From the Dictionary of Bxperience. 
CONDUCTOR, 
One who beats time to a band of musicians who follow their leader, 
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| DOTS BY THE WAY. 


TO SIR LION AND SIR BEAR, 


Ho! gentlemen, put up your swords— 
What ! brawling in the open day ; 
Recall, we pray, your angry words, 
And send your mustering troops away, 
What! draw the sword and come to blows 
About a bit of barren waste; 
And turn the would be friends to foes, 
And in the world’s eyes stand disgraced, 


Oh, shame! have done this foolish play, 
Let wiser counsels be your guide ; 

Let no *‘ mistakes ” your trusts betray 
In acts that all the world deride. 

Why should you, linked by tender ties, 
With flashing swords defy each other? 

Put up your blades—be timely wise— 
Shake hands, and live like friend and brother. 





Brass Ballads. 
No. II. 


(To A LADY OF THE Home ARTs 
ASSOCIATION, ) 


You give your heart to repousséz, 
The seconds as they pass, 

The minutes, as they glide away, 
Leave memories on the brass. 
Oh! *bend it to your iron”’ will, 

In any shape—but—ah ! 
Though it obey your summons, still 
Ne me repoussés pas! 


I hear it whispered you design 
In many a graceful curl, 

In aught beside I see no sign 
Of a designing girl ; 

I own that I have sketched a plan 
(I hope ’twill please mamma), 

I formed it ere your work began— 
Ne me repoussés pas! 


You mat with ease a plate or cup, 

Your tracing is so true ; 
| Ah! when the metal buckles up, 
My heart still duckles to, 
As an expert, you understand 
| What ’tis I mean—for—la ! 
I only ask, ** give in your hand ”"— 

Ne me repoussé: pas! 











A REGULAR FIRE-EATER. 
SCENE AT BRIGHTON, 

Tall Volunteer,—‘' Say, OLE F—Ler—(Atc)—THISH 1! 
(Atc)—EH?” 

Short Ditto (disgusted),—"* ON, IT’S ALL VERY WELL FOR Boys, BUT GIVE ME A TASTE 
OF THE REAL ARTICLE—SAY, FOR INSTANCE, TO TAKE ST. PETERSBURG, BERLIN, OR 
PARIS—SOME LITTLE THING THAT WOULDN'T INTERFERE TOO MUCH WITH BUSINESS, 
YOU KNOW. AH !"'—(smacking his lips)—‘* THAT WOULD BE A HOLIDAy.” 


FIRST-RATE DOWN HERE— 


Marque This! 


THE Russian Government, some one fears, 
Will give letters of marque to privateers, 
| Now, when to the public-ears this came, 
| The public smiled at the Russian game, 
| And concerning this latest of Russia’s 
**larks,” 
The people gave vent to unpleasant re- 
marques. 








- — _— SS 





Pigular Diet. 
AN American reporter is said to have discovered the startling fact 
that hogs will eat dynamite. AN 





FLORENCE, long famous for cream, is now noted for cremation. 


“JACK anp JILL, 


ILLUSTRATED WEEKLY MISCELLANY 
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PURE!!! SOLUBLE!!! REFRESHING!!! 


y, at 1 Fleet Street, E.C, 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


HE Lyceom.—tThe return 
of the legitimate Lyceum 
company was hailed with 
all the usual enthusiasm 
finishing up with the 
(rapidly becoming) usual 
‘‘row.” Mr. Irving's 
mannerand bearing under 
the somewhat ungracious 
badgering to which he 

was subjected by some 

, Ty dissentients from the new 

booking arrangements 

was good-humoured and 
politic, and the ‘‘row” 
was not serious after all. 

While on the subject of 

improvements, by the 

way, I might be allowed 
to hint that the stalls 
afford imprisonment for 
the evening, if you don’t happen to be near the end ofarow, When 
once the audience is seated, there’s no getting past knees in the narrow 

gangways provided, I’ve no feeling in the matter myself, being a 

** deadl-head,” and being sufficiently philosophical not to mind it much ; 

but some people pay, and don’t like it, especially when / crowd past 

them between every act. 


¢ 
7) 
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fiia LyceumM.—OPINIONS DIFFRR, 


Mr. InRvING’s performance of Hamlet isa very great treat, magnificent 
—it would be nearly faultless if he would only consent to get through 
some of it a little quicker; and Miss Terry’s is a very beautiful, thought- 
ful, and sympathetic Ophelia. Mr. G. Alexander is notably good as 
Laertes; Mr. H. Howe plays Polonius, and leaves a line out of the 
** advice” speech, albeit he gives that speech with refreshing truth ; Mr. 
Mead's Ghost retains its sterling qualities; and the mise em scene is as 
perfect as ever, (/i-'/a is said to be in active preparation, 


TOOLk’s.—An unpretending ‘* Japananza”—which appears to be a 
new term fora musical ad profos farce—called Zhe Great Tay-hin, has 
been successfully produced here; there is absolutely no novelty in the 
situations, except in so far as the story is situated in the now destroyed 
Japanese Village, and it is not wonderfully well acted—principally 
because there is nothing to act. Mr. FE. D, Ward is an exception ; his 
part gives hima chance, and he makes the very most of it. Mr. Toole is 
funny enough—in fact, very funny—but, although his make-up as the 
great Tay-kin is a better disguise than I ever saw him accomplish 
before, he is, as ever, Toole, and nothing else; and I do wish he would 
learn his lines better; it is a good plan to have your family history 
written on a fan when you are going to sing about it, but it is better to 
have them in your head. But there, I suppose we needn’t make a fuss 
about it, we get our laugh, and that’s the main thing. 


THE dialogue of the piece has plenty of points, and the songs are 
exceptionally neat and funny. Miss Emily Thorne is a very good Mrs. 
Gandy, and Messrs. Shelton and Brunton, and Misses Marie Linden, 
Bella Wallis and others 
showed they were still 
in the company, at any 
rate. The new piece by 
the late H. |. Byron and 
Mr. J. A. Sterry will be 
produced shortly, they 
say. It will be called 
Shuttlecock. A rather 
‘* sterry-otyped ” title 
with one of the authors, 
I think, 


OCH! COME ALOKC Noy 
SIR, RAHBUT 






Tue Gairty (AMorn- 
ing.)—A new two act 
farce by Messrs. Wilton 
Jonesand Walter Browne 
(anominal combination, 
which has already been 
provocative of much 
verbal humour), has been 
played here twice (on 
Saturdays), and is to be . 
played here once more (alsoon a Saturday). It is called (its and Starts, 
a title supposed to represent a characteristic of the heroine, but as she 
acts in the most straightforward and consistent manner throughout our 
@ whole acquaintance with her, ‘‘ the application thereof” is not very clear. 


Tue Otymeric.—“A Daxcerous Game.” AN: 


AUTHOR IN TME SULKS. 











The plot is not ** possible,” even for a farce, and is not very ingeniously 
worked out at that. Some of the writing is funny, and Miss Farren, in 
spite of an evident recurring impression on her part that she is playing 
a burlesque boy, impersonates the heroine with a good deal of skill, and 
I laughed several times—but it’s easy for Miss Farren to make me 
laugh ; we were ** boys” together, and one gets into the habit of things. 
Mr. Monkhouse makes much out of little in the shape of an inexplicable 
convict, and Miss Ada Blanche—I think it is Miss Ada Blanche, I 
mean the shorter Miss Beamish—has the touch and instinct of acting 
unmistakeably. ee anal 

Tue Otympic.—The melodramatic piece, 4 Dangerous Game, by 
Sir Randal Roberts, has been transferred from The Grand to these un- 
fortunate boards. At Islington, it was somewhat more in place, the 
ordinary and time-dishonoured incidents of melodrama being more to 
the taste of the inhabitants of that (theatrically) primitive region than 
more artistic fare. But in the Strand it will not do—it is a piece in the 
crudest style of hackneyed melodrama, ‘‘ with songs,” Xc,, and as a run 
is scarcely in store for it, there is no need to dwell upon the subject. 
The dire effect upon the scanty audience was manifest on that doleful 
Saturday, and a merciful employé, taking the striking of a gong on the 
stage as the signal for lowering the curtain, acted accordingly, to the 
intense relief of the audience, and the sulks of the outraged author who 
played in the piece, and played cleverly and artistically enough, too. 
Well, well. 





Nops AND Winks.—Mr. E. B. Hartt, acting manager at the Gaiety, 
takes a benefit at this theatre this very (Wednesday) afternoon.—The 
Carl Rosa combination are having ‘fa real good time,” as musicians 
should, doing ‘‘good business” in every sense. — Mrs. Conover 
announces her first benefit at the Olympic on Thursday after- 
noon ; let us hope that the friendship of the lady’s patrons will be strong 
enough to overcome the dire influence of the announcement of a new 
five-act play for the occasion, and that they will muster in their thou- 
sands. —A new comic operatic piece in one act, called, Zhe Fazry’s Post 
Box, by Messrs. Palgrave Simpson, and Arthur Hervey will be played 
at the Court on the morning of the 21st for the benefit of a Ladies’ Home 
for emigration preparation.—Mr. F. H. Macklin has taken the manage- 
ment of the Alexandra Palace Theatre in hand, NESTOR, 








So(ap) Please You! 


WE read that Yankee beauties have, of late, 
Been at much pains their lovely skin to polish ; 

And it would seem their labour has been great— 
But the result has only been ‘‘tollolollish ” ; 

For to improve the skin no lady e’er can hope, 
Without the HAMAMELIS TOILET Soap, 





R.A.-R.A.-ngements. 


A CLEVER picture by the junior Faed— 

‘* A Bleak North-Easter’’—you will find displayed ; 
It is the first north-easter that has not 

Filled us with inward loathing on the spot. 

This one by Faed has caused us no dismay— 

We like to see the rea/ ones Faed away, 








TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THE EpITorR or ** Fun,” 


S1R,—Hooray again! Chalk it up! Yours is the only Prophet there 
is, and all the rest agreed with him this time. Who sent you absolute 
** places” for the Two Thou.? Right again! Right again! 

What? I didn’t send any tip at all last week? I didn’t? Well, 
what if I didn’t? What has that to do with it? Can’t you see? Well, 
you aveamug! Of course I didn’t send last week—I missed—Mist ! 
Don't you see now? Child of the Afis‘—that was my tip for third. 
Very well, then, giving the straight tip while not giving a tip at all— 
what was that? Foolery? No, it wasn’t foolery—guess again. You 
can't? Very well, then, it was a Paradox, wasn’t it? Of course it was. 
What more do you want, eh? 

Yours, &c., TROPHONIUDS, 

P.S.—There’s the Chester Cup—what do you say to doing business 
about Marmora? Well, I don’t know, there’s Havock and Stone Clink, 
and—perhaps, on the whole, you had better settle it your own way. 





Docs FOR WHICH A VERY Heavy TAXx ! 


of war,’ 


Paip.—** The dogs 
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SOME LIGHT REFRESHMENTS. 























A Sandwich and a Glass of Stout. 


A little bit of “ Tongue.” 


A couple of Ginger-nuts. 








CONVERSATIONS FOR THH TIMES. 
DIFFICULTIES WITH THE CHEESEPARING CARTRIDGE. 


(‘The present service cartridge, being made of cheeseparing instead of copper,” 
&c.—Official Report.) 






. ‘ \ y —— 
‘NN ‘ Dw All! = = ~ £ 

DIRECTOR OF OkDNANCE, Yes, there’s no doubt these cheesepariny 
cartridges do stick and render the rifles useless, It’s a great pity; but 
I suppose we shall have to throw them aside. 

CHANCELLOR OF THE EXCHEQUER. Eh?—ah !—yes, of course. I 
suppose there’s no doubt about their sticking—eh? Pity there isn’t 
some little doubt, isn’t it? We might stretch a point and use them then. 
If there were only a decent little colourable doubt—ch ? 

Dir. OF ORD. But there is NOT any doubt. 


them aside ; it zs a pity, isn’t it? 
Dir. OF ORD. Yes, it zs a pity. 
Cu. oF Ex, Don’t you think we might serve out o/te of them to each 
soldier? You see then, if the soldier’s rifle was disabled at the critical 
moment, it would only happen ov:ce—the soldier would only be killed 
once, instead of more times, eh? And think of the saving ! 
Dir. OF ORD. Oh, all right !—as long as we don’t waste any more 
valuable time weighing farthings. Come on, 

. * * * * 
BRITISH SOLDIER. Now then, come on, you kussian ; /’m ready for 
you. Who d’ye think cares for y——Oh, just wait a bit ; don’t fire yet. 


* 


cartridge, and if I fire with it my rifle will be disabled. — 

RUSSIAN SOLDIER (astimated by that spirit of noble chic alry 10 charac- 
teristic of the Muscovite, and the garotter, and others). All right. Don’t 
hurry ; just sit down and draw that cartridge ; I’ll wait. It shall never 
be said that a Russian warrior stooped to take a foe at a disadvantage. | 
Brit, Sot. I’m awfully sorry to keep you waiting ; but I really don't 
seem to be able to get this cartridge out even unfired. I shall have to 
fire it, I suppose. Are you ready? J 

Rus, Sot. Yes. Have you taken steady aim at my vital parts? 
Fire away. Hullo! you’ve missed me; now it’s my turn, 

Brir. SOL. No—stop a bit. It was this beastly cartridge that caused 
me to miss. I don’t think it would be fair for you to take your turn yet; 
that cartridge ought not to count. ' 
Rus, Sot. No; I see that. It shall never be said that a Russian 
soldier took a mean advantage of a defenceless foe. 








| when we can proceed,” 





Cu. or Ex. Ah!—eh? Ah, well, then of course we must throw | 


Fact is, I’ve been and loaded my rifle with that confounded economy |, 








| found upon the bench occupied by the Fourth Party, and which he viewed with some 


| perance Hospital, Hampstead Road, will be held in the Floral Liall, 
| ment, to say nothing of choice articles for sale, will be found from two 


Brit. Sot. I’m awfully sorry; but I'm afraid, now I've fired that 
cheeseparing cartridge, the rifle will have to go back to the workshop: 
in England before it can be fired again. If you won’t mind waiting a 
month or six weeks ? 

Rus. SOL. Well, it’s very inconvenient ; it protracts the war so, and 
costs the Imperial exchequer such a lot extra; but still, the dictates of 
honour and fairness, &c,, Xc. 

7 . * > * . 

Brit. SOL. I'm awfully sorry to keep you waiting ; but I've just re 
ceived a note from the Government workshops to say that my rifle has 
been so damaged by that cheeseparing cartridge that they will have to 
make me anew one, This will take about three months, I suppose 
you couldn’t wait? 

* * * * 

Urgent Telegram from the Czar to Downing Street :— “The Cezar 
presents his compliments to Downing Street, and begs to express his 
annoyance at the protraction of the war due to the cheeseparing cartridge 
supplied to Private T. Atkins, His Im, Majesty will be glad to know 


. : 


Telegram from Downing Street to the Czar :—** Downing Street pre- 
sents its respects to the Czar, and regrets that it has to beg the Czar’s 
further forbearance for a few months, as the Government factories have 
proved inadequate to bear the pressure suddenly brought upon them. 
To engage more workmen would cost much, and that would be such a 
pity. 

Telegram from the Czar :—"*I'm sick of it! I shan’t play 





a 


“Wolff, Wolff!” 


[An exciting incident took place in the House of Commons the other night. 
Henry Wolff carried out into the lobby a small tin canister, which he said he had 





? 
er) 


suspicion. It was found to contain extract of beef.) 


O, WOLrFr, why did you your poor brethren scare 
O’er that mysterious tin-can affair ? 
You should not fright their senses, for they need them ; 
To thus upset their nerves was most unkind, 
And you, Sir Drummond, will in future find 
That when folks cry ‘* Wolff, Wolff!” we shall not heed them, 
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Baz-aar-dent Benevolence. 
Tue National Bazaar, in aid of the Completion Fund of the ‘Tem 


Covent Garden, from May 16th to 26th, inclusive. Plenty of amuse 
o'clock to 9.30 each day. The bazaar will be opened by the Duchess 
of Westminster, to whom an address will be presented by John Hutton, 
Esq.» chairman of the committce, You will find an ‘‘ Old London ” in 
the show, and also a specially-prepared Bazaar-Book containing literary 
and artistic contribvtions from George K. Sims, Manville Fenn, John 
Latey, jun., H. Wagstaffe, H. Furness, J. Barnard, H, Chance Newton, 
Dr, Edmunds, Rudolf Blind, Mrs. Campbell Praed, Mrs, C, L. Pirkis, 
and Miss Annie Fenn, It is a good cause, so Fun need not ask you to 


be in time. 
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MORE MUDDLED MEMORIES OF THE ROYAL ACADEMY :' 
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| THE PATENT DOUBLE-ACTION ARBITRATION INVENTION FOR AVERTING WAR.—Messrs. Gladstone 
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FROM OUR OWN CORRESPONDENT. 


DEAR S1R,— Junior Scan and Skimmers Club. 


It seems to me 
The military rub-a-dub 
Is fading out a wee; 
It’s clear to he who read and runs 
There’s peace on Russia’s lips— 
And so let's go on making guns, 
And cannon-balls and ships. 


And if, on waking yester week, 
We found the Budget out, 

And of a spirit tax folks speak 
While chatting round about, 

If that two bob they won’t relax 
With one upon our malt, 

And twopence on the income-tax— 
It’s all the Russians’ fault. 


The Svett remarks they ought to take 
And occupy Herat ; 

But, bless their hearts ! they needn’t make 
A *‘svett ” of doing that. 

For ** Arbitration ” ’gins to smile 
To put the matter straight— 

They would not harbour traitors while 
They go to ** harbour-trate ?” 


(nd shall it be ** Inventories ” 
Or “* Patentries,” they fuss ?— 

But there, ‘‘ Inventions,” if you please, 
Is good enough for us ; 

The Prince has opened it—to see 
Him do it folks proceed 

To block A, B, C, D, or E, 
It is a block, indeed ! 








So that ** devouring element ” 
One hears of, chose to seize 
That village where they represent 
The life of Japanese ; 
They had escaped, by legal quirks, 
A shutting up, you know, 
And now, of course, the Board of Work 


Ixclaims, ‘*I told you so! 


The picture galleries are now 
In very fullest fling, 

And some ‘‘deny,’’ and some ‘‘ allow, 
And all that kind of thing ; 

And lots have been ‘‘ white-crossed,’’ you know, 
And each outsider says, 

How very big and bad the show 
Of works by those R.A,’s !"’ 

But London's own ‘ Lor’ Mare,’”’ I'm told, 
And pals, congratulate 

His Majesty King Leopold 
On his new Congo State ; 

While our Princess Louise of Lorn 
(In whom some kindness springs), 

With troops of friends is Eastward borne 
To open ** grounds ” and things. 


That same Princess has sent (you must 
Permit me to indite), 

Some things to Canada— they've just 
Gone through a nasty fight ; 

And Holborn Union now wil! make 
Its own gas, it is said— 

A vestry on the ‘‘ passing" fake ! — 
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THH ROYAL ACADEMY EXHIBITION. 
[SECOND NOTICE. } 


GALLERY No. VIII.—‘‘ The Belle of the Village,” Alice Havers, 
The flirty belle is declining an invitation made by a young countryman 
to eat fat bacon sandwiches. She knows the habit the male peasant has 
of skinning rats with his clasp knife. An elderly countryman is chuckling 
gaily at her daintiness. ‘‘A Frieze,” W. E. F. Britten. Frosts are 
unfortunate in spring-time, and children who go about without garments 
are apt to take cold, ‘*Honeymoon in Normandy,” Eyre Crowe. Gallic 
birds crowing over the fact that an English couple should spend their 
honeymoon on a tricycle. ‘‘ After the Arena,” Edward Armitage. A 
young Christian being lowered into the catacombs. Just about the 
locality the picture should be lowered into. If the artist would cut the 
canvas into twenty pieces, we could point out vacant spaces in several 
desirable catacombs quite large enough to receive its remains, ‘*‘ Circe,” 
John Collier. An excessively plump, well-conditioned girl, that various 
wild animals seem wishful to have a bite at. Some of them appear too 
bashful to attempt that bite. 


GALLERY No, IX,—‘*The Farmer’s Daughter,” Phil RK. Morris, 
Quite the sort of girl some bold, bad men might like to kiss comin’ 
thro’ the rye. ‘* Chrysanthemums,” H, Fantin. An excellent study of 
flowers. HH, Fantin has propagated a market-load of chrysanthemums 
in his time. Might we suggest that he should try to plant cauliflowers 
on his customers, just for a change? ‘‘ Rosetta,” Luke Fildes, A 
Venetian girl, who looks as if she could bite as sharply as a mouse, and 
be equally as skittish. ‘‘ Death’s Betrothed,” Reginald Bottomley. A 
clever work, but palpably painted, in order to give folks nightmare, 
Several children have already been whipped for calling out in their 
sleep after gazing at this picture. ‘* The Woodland Spring,” Philip II. 
Calderon. “The Woodland Spring,” as a matter of fact, is a remark- 
ably fleshy young lady, amusing herself by doing nothing. She is one 
of those pleasant sights that youthful poets often dream about, but very 
seldom see. ‘‘A Reflection,” Alice Bunkell. Here we have a tasty 
bunch of flowers thinking over their own good looks, and reflecting 
modestly in a glass. ‘*The Eye of the Master,” John White. The 
eye of the master is not black; the employer has evidently been a 
teetotaller for at least a week. 


GALLERY No, X.—‘* Found,” Hubert Herkomer. ‘* Found” is a 
landscape with a figure picture’s title. Some people imagine it to be 
the best landscape in the show. It is a well thought out produc'ion ; 
but its undoubted merits are not advanced either by the figures intro- 
duced, or byits title. ‘* The Marriage of H. R. H. the Duke of Albany, 
K.G.,” James D, Linton. This clever painter ought to be decorated 
with the Victoria Cross for undertaking such a difficult subject. Not 
wishing to be hanged, drawn, and quartered for high treason; we will 
not attack this work in any way. The Queen likes it. ‘* The Bitter 
Draught of Slavery,” Ernest Normand, Ernest has made a serious 
draft on the slavery question. <A poorgirl seems in immediate danger o! 
catching cold through an abrupt removal of drapery. The slave’s master 
might be made a trifle more *‘ penny-orful-looking” with advantage. 
‘The Miller and the Maid,” Robert W. Macbeth. The maid is as 
nice and cheeky a little damsel as any one would wish to see. She is 
daintily offering a variety of flowers toa miller. But the corn-grinder 
doesn’t appear half as appreciative as a London masher would be under 
the same circumstances. ‘‘ After the Battle—Arrival of Lord Wolesley 
and Staff at the bridge of Tel-el-Kebir at the close of the action, 
Elizabeth Butler. Our only General looking clean, dignified and self- 
sufficient as he prances along after a cheap victory. The artist has 
caught his facial expression wonderfully. 


GALLERY No, XI,.—** The Norman Archipelago,” John Brett. Tlie 
archipelago is positively dazzling, and is safe to be popular, brett. 
blue has nearly as remunerative a sale as Reckitt’s. ‘* The Fatherless, 
Tohn R. Reid. A child making friends with a calf. The calf’s father 
is absent from the scene, but we fail to find any substantial ground for 
assuming that the calf 7s fatherless. Calves and their papas seldom {1 
about gaily togetker. ‘*Ripe October,” Robert Macbeth. *‘ !.ip: 
October” is a mellow girl in the sumer-time of life. The young scamp 
is up a tree looking after tempting apples, making eyes at nobody in 
particular meanwhile. ‘* Ripe October” is the kind of maiden who 1s 
certain to be the apple of some male creature’s eye very shortly. ‘‘ Lea 
Roachers,’”’ W. Dendy Sadler. Several cockney fishermen anxiously 
waiting fora bite. The fishists little know that the unfortunate roach 
they are one and all ancling for has been caught by an expert ‘* ’Arry 
over-night, and has also been caten by him on toast for breakfast. 
** Hard Times, 1885,” Hubert Herkomer. <A sentimental representa 
tion of hardy, well-to-do tramps. They wouldn’t get a penny out of us. 
**His Last Work,” W. H. Bartlett. A melancholy subject cleverly 











treated, but not a picture calculated to cheer one up. Surely ane ; 
enough misery and sorrow in real life: painters should be chary ‘ 


} : : 4 area ‘ rou ly 
lepicting scenes of unhappiness on canvas. We rejoiced thoroughly | 


» Frank Holl left off ¢ and went in for portrait: 
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CHARITY WELL DIRECTED. 


[‘* With the view of acquiring info r n , : aie e 
Rome. where the system aa 5 By a n hom t( cog 35 ion), the Sanitary Committee suggested that they shoul d be authorised to visit Gotha, Milan, and 
pun, Bowever, Gi Ret meet with general approval. The Sanitary Committee, it was urged, should not be allowed 


o froceeci On a Simmer e» dition to Ital a at the e» pe of they tepayer . —Ne wspafer | 
































The Sanitary Committee, zealous in the interests of duty, were about to visit a few nice places (at the expense of the ratepayers). They had laid in abundant 
scientific impedimenta (at the exp: of the ratep :) 
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They had taken their touri t tickets (at th le exp: of | the ratep : ), and tood on the wharf A poor wret hed obje t tood ga ing pile yusly at them. Their heart 
were touched. ‘It’s the poor ratepayer,” they wh ispered ; ‘‘does seem a hame to go at Ags expense, doesn't it? We'reri cher than he hang it! Ae shall} 
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THE POSSESSOR OF IT. 


It must have been a wonderful sight to see him get up ! 

There is a time—a time known to very early risers—a time in the 
early morn before the newspaper boy comes—before the perfume of 
coffee and bacon arises. He got up long before this. 





There is an earlier time, known to very, very few—before the milk- 
boy comes—long, long before cook, and Susan, and Mary get up— 
before the man at the back lets out that hateful mongrel of his that won’t 
let you sleep any more. He got up long before this. 

There is an earlier time still, which nobody has ever seen, before the 
sparrows are quite dressed ; when the light is quite dim, long before 
the sweep howls. Iie got up long before this. 

There's believed to be a time far earlier still; a time ages and ages 
before the birds, or daybreak, or anything; a time known only to 


rumour and wild report, and terrible because of the mystery enveloping 


the question whether it exists or not; and it has been whispered that 
there's a time long before this. 

ut he got up long, long before any of these times. It is fearful to 
think of when he did get up. It was far darker than pitch dark, no 
doubt ; perhaps so dark that he had to push to get along. AA silence, 
far more silent than any silence known to man, must have reigned 
around ; a silence compared with which perfect soundlessness would 
seer like noise ; a silence so dense that he could not have heard himself 
speak. Perhaps matter was without form at the time he got up. Who 
knows? He got up so very early—oh, ever so much earlier than that ! 

Then he stood at the door and waited. There’s a period known as a 
‘* soodish spell”; there’s a longer period known as a ‘‘fairish stretch”; 
there’s a period called a ‘‘long time”; there are centuries, and cycles, 
and eons; there are countless millions of eons; there's eternity. 

But there's reported to be a period longer than any of these. He 
waited far, far longer than that period. But he obtained what he had 
got up and waited for. 

Some mocked at him, and wrote rude letters to the newspapers 
reflecting on his sanity. We, for several, said, ‘‘It’s a good deal of 
trouble to take.” But how we were all mistaken, the following sub- 
seauent newspaper extracts will show :— 

‘* he value of the outside Madonna has fallen into insignificance by 
comparison, James Jones, pit frequenter, got up early and waited, and 
obtained the ticket for THe Best PLACE IN THE LycgoM Pit. He 
is understood to be willing to part with it, as he considers that his 
position in life will not admit of his living up to such a possession.”’ 

‘*It is understood that the negotiations with the Czar have broken 
down. The Czar’s demands are considered to be too exorbitant, as he 
makes the surrender of India and the Lyceum Pit Ticket the conditions 
of peace, It might have been ible to cede India, but the loss to 
England of the Ticket is not to be thought of.” 

** Every patriotic person will be delighted to learn that the Lyceum 
Pit Ticket has been secured to the English people for ever, the Govern- 
ment having decided to buy it. The price agreed upon is said to be a 
hundred millions and Mr. Chamberlain's eye-glass.” 








—. 


A May Mixture. 


[According to ‘‘ Old Moore "(whom many call the Dublin Seer) Mars and Herschel 
will be one sign with Mercury and Aries, in May, which bodes no good. ‘*O. M.” 
also predicts that John Bull will be found, in May, ‘ hard at work on the Continent 
with his Machiavellism and his gold.”’) 


'T1s now the month, the flowery month—which poet-folk call merry — 
A month that e’er has been, you'll find, a favourite with bards— 
For their usual repugnance to the Winter they now bury. 
And to Flora, lovely goddess, do they send their kind regards. 
‘Tis, the month, too, when the chimney-sweeps, by many christened 
** chummies "— 


Disport at its commencement in a light fantastic way. 
| And so, your humble bardling—though his method rather ‘frum ” is— 
Would fain pay rhythmic tribute to the merry month of May! 








And therefore, Fun, it you’ll permit your poetlet to carol 
In stanzas of idyllic cut (unusual with 4772) 
He'll sing in praise of Nature’s new and gorgeous green apparel 
And of the lovely flowers that bedeck the brooklet’s brim, 
Your bardlet will admit that he is not too well acquainted 
With the various names and meanings of these flowers bright and gay, 


| But, though he can’t describe these?gems by Nature formed and painted, 


He can chortle of their beauty in the merry month of May ! 


We used to have our maypoles, and our merry morris dances, 
In Fleet Street and the Strand—hard by where Mr, FuN now dwells — 
But nowadays in London people don’t get many chances 
Of dancing round the maypole to the music of the bells, 
Yet, methinks it would be jolly round the Griffin, say, to gambol, 
If it were decked with flowers, and if ‘* bobbies” said not—‘** nay "— 
But in this, a blithesome bard is hurt by Disappointment’s bramble— 
For little May-day merriment adorns the modern May ! 


In fact, ’tis now no merrier than the months before or after, 
For now for May-day revelry no “‘ cits” have time nor space— 
And I have just read that which puts a stopper on my laughter— 
And imparts a kind of settled gloom unto my charming face. 
Tis from a certain calendar, quite Moore-ish in cognomen— 
Which says that Mars and Herschel, in one sign portend a fray. 
They’re with Mercury and Aries—which would seem a fateful omen, 
And quite an awful damper to the merry month of May! 


But note the painful sentence that the Mighty Seer appendeth— 
He saith that on the Continent, John Bull is working hard 
In a Machiavellian manner—and much gold he darkly spendeth— 
This would show that J. B.’s artful! What a staggerer to a bard ! 
I always fancied Britain was the straightest of the nations 
And thought, at first, twas Russia, that the Seer meant to say— 


+ + os * a * 


What’s that? A rabid Irishman gives off these allegations ? 
That accounts, then, for this raving ve the merry month of May ! 





























HOW IS THAT FOR EYE? 


Priest,—“* TRLL ME, MURPHY, HOW CAME YOU BY THAT BLACK 
Eve? WERE YOU FIGHTING, EH?” 

Mur phy.—‘* WELL, INDADE, I WON'T DECAIVE YER RIVER- 
RENCE, Mick O’FLAHMERTY AND MESELF HAD A LITTLE DIF- 
FERENCE; BUT SHURE, IF YER RIVERENCE ONY SEEN MICK’S 
EYgk NOW, THROTH YOU'D SAY THERE WAS NOTHIN’ WRONG 

ITH MINE AT ALI, AT ALL,’ 
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Entomological Edibles. | 


“ eat insects?” suchi i i 
al. Vinee i Holt, a flr vabasngee mg ev 7 Aaplhd pao po 4 | 
fattening, wire-worms and leather-jackets nutritious, and cockchafers 
just as delicate as mushrooms.”—Zcho. ] 
A PERSON eager to improve 
This little world in which we move, 
With notions has become imbued 
Concerning what is good for food. 
And this experimentalist 
Declares that people might exist, 
And cultivate a healthy air, 
If they went in for insect fare ! 


The senx certainly is large, 

And may be had for little charge, 
Yea, many a dainty dish you'll find 
Afforded by the insect kind. 

To wit: Our poor folk might do well 
On common-fly, au naturel ; 

And for a luxury or two, 

Some beetle-broth, or spider-stew ! 





The middle classes might regale 

On half an ant, or wire-worm’s tail : 

And earwig-cutlets might be tried,— 
Blue-bottles, too, both stewed and fried. 
For Sunday's dinner they might feed 
Upon the luscious centipede ; 

And hornet’s shoulder’s good—or, stop— 
What say ye to a cockroach-chop ? 


For Upper Ten-dom’s banquets rare, 
Quite suited is this insect fare ; 

Some dainty dishes I'll describe 
Compounded from the insect tribe, 
There’s lady-bird, both boiled and roast— 
And bright-hued butterflies on toast, 

To leg of bee, too, I'd refer, 

And plump cockchafer 0 chasseur ! 





From the Coleoptera, ay, and all 
The other ‘‘ Optera,” great and small, 
A myriad dishes you may choose 











To suit the nicest gourme?’s views, 

Then let’s rejoice at this relief 

From veal and mutton, pork and beef !— 
Adopt this insect fare we should, 

For it is sure to do us good ! 





Not * Rret JamM.”—The half-breed rising in Canada, 


Horse Dealer (passing hurriedly),—‘‘ HOW MUCH FOR YOUR BIT OF A 
Horsr?” 

Countryman,—*' Bit OF A Horse! 

Dealer.—‘* NO; HR’S LOST PART OF HIS TAIL.” 


A TERRIBLE TALE. 
SceENE—A JLorse Fair. 


WHOY, ISN’T H& ALL THERE?” 
[Exit whistling. 








THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK-TOWER. 


FRIDAY, Ist May.—Leighton’s *‘ Athlete Struggling with a Python’ 
not half so imposing as Marquis of Salisbury wrestling with red-tape. 
Besides the housing of the poor, the Lord of Hatfield takes interest in 
measures productive of work, which will enable them to pay their rent. 
Thousands of unemployed looking forward to construction of Northfleet 
Docks as a field for honest labour. Red-tape, the arch-disillusionist, 
steps in and extinguishes honest labour, because by oversight Standing 
Orders not complied with, , 

Commons.—Similar scene, This time athlete squelches python ; in 
other words, Joseph C. strangles red-tape. Regent’s Canal, City and 
Docks Bill retrospectively interteres with Standing Orders, also provides 
for payment of dividends out of capital—capital offence, according to 
Cross Sir Richard. Still scheme will give employment to working classes, 
and Pease’s amendment, rejecting the Bill, itself rejected. Kegistration 
of Irish Voters passes through Committee. 

Monday.—Lord Granville reports France’s ruffled feathers somewhat 


to anybody, everybody scratching everybody else’s back—France re- 
marking, ‘‘ Egyptian not the Boss for us.” Afghan question to be 
referred to arbitration. Salisbury wants to know who R, B, Tration is. 

Commons.—Ditto, ditto, also ditto, likewise ditto. Y. Tory 
blood very mad because row with Russia to be settled by ra means 
instead of ordeal by battle. Trevelyan’s speech best of the evening. 
If matter referred to arbitration, Russia and England placed once and 
for ever in such a position that neither can advance a square yard without 
being wrong before all the world. Second ray of the coming dawn of 
real civilisation, when no more shall ‘‘red battle stamp his foot while 
nations feel the shock,” 

Tuesday.—Since rumours of war giving place to prospects of peace, 
Earl de la Warr desires to know a little about the terms of the arbitra- 





| 
| 


| 


smoother—/'offaire Bosphore Egyptien arranged without loss of dignity | 





’ 


tion which is to be resorted to instead of war. Intelligence of peace 
supplemented by piece of intelligence from Lord Granville. Statements 
of General Komaroff and Captain Yate to be analysed, Fun is of 
opinion that, so far from Komaroff coming off best, Yate will be the 
best comer-off ; and when the Yate version has been heard, the arbi- 
trators will say, ‘‘ Yea, ‘twas so!” Lord Onslow thinks authorities at 
Woking ought to be waking and extinguishing cremation, which his 
lordship looks on as a burning scandal. 

Commons,—Hibbert unable to say in what respect new beer tax will 
affect hops. Bailey Allsopp and Hicks very anxious. Grave news for 
frisky young M.P.s, *‘ who think suburban hops more fun than Monday 
pops ;” but are reassured by Childers, who declares he would no more 
contemplate tax on dancing than dancing on tacks. English Registra- 
tion Bill in Committee. Massey Lopes moves amendment, to throw 
expenses on national exchequer instead of local rates. Close division— 
237 for, 240 against. Tories delighted at e-Massey-ated state of Govern- 
ment majority. 

Wednesday.—Registration Bill Committee, Osborne Morgan in chair, 
Sir Arthur being just a little ‘‘ off colour,” after a spell of hard work 
that would have killed many giants. Horace Davey moves amendment 
making receipt of medical relief no disqualification for franchise, Sir 
Henry James takes his Davey he won't admit it. 

Thursday.—Derby reals from Tupper Sir C., not proverbial philo- 
sopher, Another victory of Otter at Battleford. Poundmaker and rebels 
track makers. Middleton advancing against Riel. Means real business. 

Commons.—Too much question, too little answer 7¢ Russia, House 
wants to know why and how Lumsden returning? John Morley 7 
wroth because Graham has made successful raid on Brdouins. J. 
sort of Radical who finds excuses for org! done by enemies of 
England, Madhi-ite or Muscovite, but thinks England and her sons 
must be always @rong. Why don’t this class go over to our foes, who 
they love so well? We could spare them. 
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PARLIAMENTARY SKETCHES. 








| for adoption, but it is perhaps not too premature to give them birth.” 
_ —* 1900 ” by Louis Jackson (Gerald Pierce and Co,, Chicago), ‘‘ The 





Tue House Rose. 
A FLowgr not Born TO BLusH UNSEEN, 


R.A.-R.A.-ngements. 
** Fine FRATHERS,” a bright picture on the line 
(By Mrs. Cooper), is of quaint design— 
Of figures she would seem a clever grouper ; 
5o promising it is that we presume 
Upon ‘‘ Fine Feathers” she herself may ‘‘ plume ’’— 
Of Mrs. Cooper’s pains ’tis a re-Couper. 





It iz az eazy to enoble az tew humiliate. 


Octavius Ebenezer Potts, 


HIS FILOSOPHY. 
He who iz kontented with himself iz mostly dissatisfied with uthers. 





ie 


The International Inventories. 
(Sze CARTOON.) 


hed now the sky looked black, 
eiled by a cloudy wrack 
That brought on dread forebodings in its track, 


Rumours of war did swarm, 
Vast dangers seemed to form, 
And all made ready for the coming storm. 


But then a very strange, 
Because a sudden, change 
Arrives, affecting an extensive range. 


The olive-branch held out 
Appears to scatter doubt, 
And sends war’s rumours to the right-about, 


Dangers are deemed nigh past, 
The sky looks less o’ercast, 

And the barometer is rising fast. 
And why? Well, truth to state, 


One point of sore debate 
Is left for some Third Power to arbitrate, 


Though how its grave decree 
Can make the Two agree 
In all things else, remains for us to see, 


These clearings in the air 
For peaceful times prepare ; 
But, still the weather’s hardly yet set fair, 


—— —— 


NEW LEAVES. 


‘* BRITANNIA MAGNA,” by the Alderfirst of Ababrelton (Wyman and 
Sons).— Many of the proposals in this book may be considered premature 








Transference of the Jewish Sabbath to the National Day of Rest” isa 
subject that once suggested should be of present importance, but 15 
years is a long time hence for a conference on the subject. If its consi- 
deration and discussion is desirable, the sooner the better ?—‘“ Health 
upon Wheels,” by W. Gordon Stables. M D., C.M., R.N. (Iliffe and 
Sons). This book is full of valuable advice as to the means of preserving 
and restoring the vital powers, whether cycling or no, and shows clearly 
that before, during, and after cycling ’tis health, ’tis health, 'tis health, 
that makes the wheels go round.—‘** The Siege of London,” by Posteri- 
tas (Wyman and Sons). Such strong prospective writing, whatever its 
value (?) has the one considerable drawback—that it may be falsified by 
facts. —‘* Brass Repousse Work,” by Madame Amélie (the authoress) 
pending the production of a more extended manual on the same subject, 
this clear and concise ‘* Book of Instructions ” will be of great assistance 
to those desirous of learning this fascinating art.—‘* The Looking-Glass 
for the Mind” (Griffiths, Farran, and Co.). This is a reprint of the 
edition of 1792, with the original illustrations by Bewick. Neither the 
art nor the literature are to be viewed in the light of the present day, 
but of their own period—by that light both are delightful. The feeling 
is earnest, the purpose pure, and in that they are unsurpassed by the 
great advancement of present-day performances, —** Billiards Simplified” 
(Burroughes and Watts). The clearness of the instructions, and the 
sixty diagrams given in this book, will enable all who wish it to tho- 
roughly understand good play, to practise the game skilfully and success- 
fully, and ‘* keep the balls a-rolling.” 








“JACK anp JILL, 
AN ILLUSTRATED WEEKLY MISCELLANY FOR EVERYBODY. 
Onn PENN VY. 





OFFICES, 153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 
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“THE CLEAN BLACK LEAD." —Vide Press, 


Honoured by many 
First-class Medals and 
Diplomas. Used in 
the ROYAL HOUSEHOLD. 





BLACKLEAD 


RB. JAMES & SONS. Scle Makers, PLYMOUTH. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


HERE has been a little 
co shuffling of cards, a little 

ee changing of bills, and a 
little producing of pieces 
in the theatrical world 
during the week, but no 
novelty of importance—in 
fact no novelty at all— 
has seen the light. If, 
report speaks truly, an 
exceptionally clever play, 
The Great Pink Pearl,and 
a very promising one, Zhe 
Road to Fame, have been 
produced at matinées, 
but I was not invited to 
give an opinion upon 
either, therefore, far be it 
from me to do it, the 
more especially as I shall 
more than likely have an 
opportunity of expressing 
myself on the subject of one of them at least when it reaches its un- 
doubted ultimate destination ‘‘an evening bill,” 








‘'Mrs. Fun’ LL NEVER BELIEVE ME WHEN I 
SAV IT 1Sn’T TRUB!” 


In this dearth of nobler matter, I have been noticing some passing 
gossip, and such like, connected with “the profession.” Most of it is 
not very interesting, but there is some humour about a sort of cricket 
match which appears to be going on, in which a lively—perhaps too 
lively—contemporary figures as ‘Ae Bat, and a well-known dramatic 
critic, admirer of ‘* the poetic drama,” and adapter of plays, is enacting 
the part of the bawl—I mean ball. The latter expresses its intention 
and hope of bowling the former out sooner or later, but up to the present 
the Sat appears to have established itself on a firm wicket, delivering 
some good straight hits, and scoring off the ball considerably. Of 
course the game is not over yet, and there’s such a thing as forfeiting 
your bail! an Gee 

suT that Aa/ has been the cause of Mr, Fon’s getting as large-sized 
a **startler” as he has had for many a day. Some time ago—it may 
be months, it is more likely to be years—a music hall agent lighted 
upon the felicitous notion of heading the advertisements of his clients 
with a more or less appropriate quotation, from a poet or philosopher. 
The music hall profession generally, with characteristic alacrity in 
‘cizing upon a good thing and making it its own, adopted the notion ; 
and from that time forth the advertisement of every ‘‘ music hall 
artiste ”’ (more or less) burst forth with a like heading—sometimes two, 
On this incongruous practice the Bat, of late descended with satiric pen, 
singling out one lady in particular, who to him replying, not without some 
neatness—culling a couplet from a Greek poet (whose name alone I know, 
and whose words, therefore, having no dictionary of quotation or 
concordance of my own, I am unable to verify) wherein he is referred 
to one week as an *‘ unmannered Bat” and the next as an ‘* 7//-matured 
ditto.” ‘* But where does the startler for Mr. FUN come in?” you 
isk, You'll see. 


THERE was something amusing in the smartness of this lady (whether 
she, after the manner of the late NICHOLAS of these pages ‘‘ keeps a 
literary man,” or relies solely upon her own erudition) which led me to 
glance over some of her previous advertisements, Horror! In the 
very one before the ‘‘unmannered” one already alluded to, occurred 
—given as though with the authority of experience—these hair-raising 
words :—‘‘ Fun gives you a forcible hug and shakes laughter out of 
you, whether you will or no!” With trembling knees I carried it to 
Mr. Fun. When he grasped its meaning his state was pitiable. ‘I 
assure you, Nestor, my boy,” he said, with tears in his eyes, ‘‘ so far 
from doing such a thing, I don’t even know the lady ; but Mrs, F. will 
never believe it if she sees it—let’s go and have a drink,” He's never 
been the same since. 


Nops AND Winks.—And so the Lyceum pit-and-gallery-booking 
arrangement had to be abandoned. Well, there was a good deal to be 
said about it (and to do people justice, most of it was saia) both for and 
against. I was just going to suggest that Aa/f the seats—a line being 
drawn down the centre from back to front—should be booked, and the 
other half left for those who yearn for struggles to fight for, but I 
suppose it’s too late now. Will Mr. Irving try the guene now ?—I 
believe Olivia is to be produced on Saturday at the Lyceum, I snow 
the Lig/ts o' London is at the Princess’s.—Mrs, Langtry has a play by 
Mr. W. G. Wills in rehearsal, and Mr. Sydney Grundy is engaged upon 
a version of Afaison Newve for the same lady.—Miss Kate Vaughan has 
returned to the Gaiety. NESTOR. 











TURF CUTTINGS. 
To Tue EpiTor or ** Fon,” 


IR,— 7here, you see! Done 
it again! Not with a 
formal tip either; just a 
passing word at the end 
of my letter, and there 
you are !—third for the 
Chester Cup in_ the 
twinkling of an eye, as 
I may say! Hooray! who 
gave you Stone Clink 
tor a place? Here’s the 
man, the good old prophet 
TROPHONIDS, bar none 
(which means that the 
old man wouldn’t take a 
drink at the bar for worlds 
—not he—he prefers the 
parlour). Here goes for 
hi 





Tue CHEST-TUCK-UP. 


Tip FOR THE GREAT NORTHERN HANDICAP. 


THE maiden who bets on Lawminster—Lawminster 
May think she is likely to win, 
(7 wouldn’t say nothink aginst her—aginst her 
To check such good faith were a sin), 
The chap who backs Chislehurst should lark—’hurst should lark, 
At least he’s all there for a place ; 
But the party who cottons to Woodlark—to Woodlark 
Will find it a different case, 


With great satisfaction I gaze upon—gaze upon 
Blue Grass, as they’re trotting it out ; 

Though hardly a choice that we'll phrase upon—phrase upon, 
The chance is A 1 without doubt ; 

The chance of Stone Clink they have gassed us—have gassed us, 
(Which still may be good for a place), 

And then there’s the gay Theophrastus—’ophrastus, 
Which shou/d make some show in the race. 


But these I just give you to play with—to play with, 
‘** Good goods ” are among them, I think, 

But regarded as *‘ firsts,” them away with !—away with |— 
You needn't ** away with” Stone Clink. 

In fact, for the first if you ask me—you ask me, 
I’m rather too cheeky, mayhap, 

For, lest you should think that you task me—you task me, 
I think that Stone Clink is the chap. 


Next week I shall have something to say about the Manchester Cup, 
mayhap—till then, ta! ta! Yours truly, TROPHONIUS, 








Giving it Tu-’em. 
Sink CHARLES DILKE has been taken to task by certain papers for 


making, while referring to Tuam, a pun about J/eum and Tuum, Well, 
perhaps Sir Charles zwas a trifle Tu-am-bitious. 
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PROGRESS REPORTED. 
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A NOBLE RETURN. 
A FRAGMENT, 


TimME—A fter the conclusion of the War with Russia, 


JoHN BoLL, And now, Australia, that the rage of war 
Has passed, and leaves me time to think upon 
The debt I owe to thee, prompt me with words 
That may one-tenth express my gratitude ; 
For who is capable of high devotion, 
Valour that hath no root in selfishness, 
And loyal, helpful friendship, such as thine, 
Must needs have phrases in his spoken tongue 
To give such deeds expression. 

We young nations 
Must need begin with deeds, leaving the phrases 
To aftertime ; it needs no words from thee— 


A hand-grip merely. 
Ah, I sigh to think 


JOHN BULL, 
How half thy stalwart sons, sent to mine aid, 
Cooped in the transport pierced by Russian shell, 
Lie on the ocean’s bed ! 
AUSTRALIA, No fault of thine, 
Good Father John ; the accident of war— 
A British transport with Australian troops ; 
A Russian war-ship darting from its place 
Of ambush ; and a hissing shell or two; 
A plunge and whirl of waters ; and the war-ship 
Alone upon the ocean, Mourn the brave, 
But mourn no fault of thine—why, thou dost turn 
Thy head away, biting thy lip as one 
Scourged of remorse ; yet no remorse should come 
To thee, good father, 
JOHN BULL, 


AUSTRALIA, 


Well—there, there ; it may be 
I blame myself unfairly. (Aside) Would to Heaven 
That just this once I could be more unfair ! 
Come—let us, grasping hand in hand, rejoice 
As meet is after victory, our banners 
Furled on the self-same pole. Come, be my guest ; 
I'll spread the banquet on mine island, yet 
Untouched by Russian, thanks, in part, to thee. 
My great ones shall be there to give thee welcome, 
The friend that generously hast defended 
Their hearths and homes. Here are my foremost men ; 
My men of mark, and birth, and noble mind, 
To grasp thy hand. See, here is one of them 
That make the wealth of Britain; one who owns 
A mine of British coal. Now I bethink me, 
’Twas he who— when the Russian ship of war, 
Thirsting to chase and sink my transport-ship 
To whose good walls thou hadst entrusted half 
Thy noble volunteers, lay in her harbour 
Chafing, yet impotent to budge one inch 
For lack of coal—sent her that helpful coal, 
Drawn from his British mine, at fancy price, 
And sped her on her course to catch her prey. 
The rest thou knowest. Shake him by the hand ; 
Touch glasses with him ; bless his honest heart 
Where gratitude and love of country battle 
For mastery ; trust him with all thou hast— 
Thine honour (he will keep it with his own, 
All as unsullied!), and the precious blood 
Of thy brave sons, Why, he may find a chance 
To make fresh profits on the things in trust 
And sell them for good gain; so that once more 
Thou shalt have done a service to our Britain ! 








THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


FRIDAY.—Morley, not the member for Macmillan’s in the Commons, 
he’s a peace party, but the noble lord who represents only so much of 
Pall Mall as comprises the War Office in the Lords supplies Lord 
Longford with satisfactory details of the troops in Egypt, and 
F.M.H.R.H. George, K.G., shows that like Gilbert's ‘* modern Major- 
General,” he understands the meaning of that big word “commuis- 
Sariat.” 

Commons,—The other Morley very wroth because General Graham 
has interfered with rebels in the Soudan, evidently thinks it _o- 
shame the Queen’s soldiers should ‘‘ scatter her enemies, O’ Kelly 


asks if any women or children killed. No such questions from Irish 


members when a dynamite explosion happens to take place in England. 


English soldiers don’t consider the slaughter of women and children the 
O.K. thing, Mr. O’K. 
Monday.—Earl de la Warr asks whether speech of Lord Dufferin at 








recent Durbar correctly reported. Great wheeze for Granville. Knows 
all about it. Speech not correctly reported, inasmuch as Dufferin never 
made it. Speech made by Ameer. A mere mistake of duffer in report- 
ing it. Duke of Argyll on India interrupted by painful incident. Lyons 
and Farquharson called up to the Lords, but unfortunately only pro- 
fessionally to poor Lord Dormer. 

Commons.—Premier announces Russia and England have come to an 
agreement as to arbitration terms, One thing for Russia to come to, 
one different thing to keep to it. Vote of Credit, and announcement 
of change of Government policy. More scuttle out. Not much change 
in that, Joy of Member for Pal! Mall Gazette and ‘‘ Newcassel.” 

Tuesday.—Lord Salisbury declares he never called Russia a swindler 
ora bankrupt. Nothing of the ‘‘rusher” about ‘‘ Russia,” Marquis 
plain spoken enough to be known to Russophile Radicals as ‘* Salisbury 
plain,” but naturally objects to being Salisbury ‘‘ highly coloured.” 

Commons.—Sir E. Watkin still wants Channel Tunnel bored. President 
of Board of Trade objects to House being bored, as also ‘* Holms, sweet 
Holms.” Registration Bill—Lopes shows his talons, but Government 
cut his clause, Davey’s amendment, objecting to disqualification of parish 
patients, rejected on moral grounds—why not on physical? Stuart's 
motion, disqualifying Oxford and Cambridge undergrads from voting for 
city or borough, carried by 84 to 81, J. S. evidently hasn't forgotten 
that young Cantabs, while admitting him to be a *‘ jolly good fellow,’ 
thought themselves better represented by Raikes. 

Wednesday,—Arcadian serenity of House ruffled by Lowther Arcadian 
squall, Jim very cross with G, O. M., e¢ vice versa, Clause to serve 
undergrads at Trin. Coll. Dub, in same shabby way as Oxonians and 
Cantabs defeated. 

Thursday.—Ascension Day. Lords don’t sit; pious parties especially 
on the S. Q. T. 

Commons.—‘‘ The Last of the Girls,” Beatrice, bless her! going to 
commit matrimony. ‘‘ Living with mother now,” and if Prince can put 
up with mother-in-law, means to continue to do so. House grants 
£6,000 a year. Slight opposition, but even that very good-humoured, as 
Princess a favourite all round. Despair of German princes, No more 
English princesses just yet. Nevermind. Lots ot good posts in English 
army and navy. 





——— aa 





THE pfule goes out saying, ‘‘ shall I have pleasure?” The wize man 
asks, ‘‘ will it rane?”—O. E. Ports. 


——— ee 

















He.—** ALLOW ME TO CARRY YOUR PARCEL FOR You.” 
She.— ‘NO, THANK YOU, MY MAN; BUT HERE IS TWOPENCE, 


AND DON’T SPEND IT IN DRINK.” 
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“*HAD ABOUT ENOUGH OF IT, THANK YOU. 





Ta, TA! Str Freppy! 
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SEE YOU AGAIN Next YRAR. 
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ANOTHER APPEAL; OR, THE BALLAD OF THE DOWRY. 


Princess, —""MY BROTHERS AND MY SISTERS TOO, FOR | Prince. —'' AND WEDDING A PRINCESS I FIND’S A PRETTY 
EACH YOU'VE DONE THE SAME,” PAYING GAME,” 
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THE FORWARD AND BACKWARD GLOW. 

(Baron Bramwell, in his letter on the drink ion, points out that the pleasure 
that meat and drink convey is not to be despised, and that the anticipation or recollec- 
tion of a savoury joint or a refreshing drink ‘a glow forward or backward that 
lightens up hours of toil or dulness.) 
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THE LEARNED JUDGE (fo hés Clerk). 
O, Brown! Another dull, dead, dreary day 
Of eloquent incisive argument 
And telling rhetoric! More weary hours 
Of cross-examination, subtle points, 
And lucid summing-up. The dulled soul groans 
For sweet deliverance from the endless court ! 
There—there ! my wig is straight enough. There lack 
Two minutes yet before the Court must sit ; 
In those two minutes I'll relate to thee 
The courses of the banquet I enjoyed 
But yesterday ; that, when my listless eyelid 
Shall droop with weariness, above the Bench 
Thou mayest comfort me with whispered memories 
Of those blest dishes. Brown, there was furde first ; 
Then salmon ; but the thing on which I would 
My soul should dwell in rapture is the lamb, 
Brown, there was lamb—forequarter. Crisp without, 
With brown and crumbling skin. Oh, thou canst guess ! 
Brown, there were peas—as tender—tell me, Brown, 
What is the tenderest thing? The sucking dove? 
The ey love-lay? Brown, when o’erstrained nature, 
Crushed by the tiresome court, shall groan in anguish, 
Whisper to me descriptions of that lamb 
With all the eloquence and vividness 
Thou canst command, Oh, do not wait too long 
Between thy whispered pictures, lest I perish ! 
But see—the hour arrives * * * 
Now, gentlemen ? 
Let me impress upon you to discard 
All prejudice—(Brown, did I add ‘‘ sea-kale?” 
There was sea-kale. Remind me, too, of that ; 
But ever taking as the central figure 
The lamb—forequarter, mind)—our learned brother 
Will find the point set forth in Vic. 13, 
Cap. 25 and 6, and further amplified 
In a decision of Lord Justice Jinks, 
In which the learned judge—(Good Brown! Good Brown! 
That lamb! Recall to me its perfume ere 
It reached the table. Thanks—I'm better now. 
Good Mrs, Judge has promised me a duckling 
To-night for dinner. I've some old Madeira ! 
How shall I thank thee, Brown? The dull, stale court 
Fades into air beneath thy graphic spell ; 
The murmur of the palling prosecution 
And drear defence blend in a distant chant 
Of ** duckling and Madeira,” Bless thee, Brown ; 
I'll raise thy salary. * * * Heavens! ‘ Time to rise?”’ 
Meseems the court hath sat but half an hour ! 
So mow to duckling and Madeira! Rapture !) 
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A Cherry-ished Charm. 
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SOME flowers are reckoned precious for their rich and fragrant scent, 

But the blossoms of our fruit-trees don’t breathe scent to much extent ; 
Yet the ladies (best of judges !) say no flowers in our tields 
Have one-hundredth of the perfume Gosnell’s ‘‘ Cherry Blossom” yields, | 





A Fowl Fish. | 


AN ornithologist informs us that there is a species of crane which has | 
become a sort of Aoisfer. 


EXHIBITIONS. 


THE ROYAL ACADEMY EXHIBITION. 


WatTer-CoLtour Room.—‘ A Fragment of Nature’s Architecture, 
Tintagel,” Arthur Croft. One of the largest fragments we have ever 
discovered in water-colour. ‘ Such a clever painter should have thrown 
oil upon the waters and rocks. The subject is to an extent wasted by 
the use of an inferior medium. ‘‘A Dream of the Arabian Nights,” 
E. J. Poynter. Sleepy; oh! so sleepy. ‘‘ The Lady of Beauty ’’—sec 
‘* Arabian Nights”—W. C. T. Dobson. Thank you, W. C. T. D.; 
we would rather see the beauty. But we can’t in this instance. ‘“‘ Are 
They Coming?” H. Caffieri. A pretty little daughter of Eve outside a 
lock—an excitable young ‘un—who is likely to be inside the lock later 
on, if she is not more careful in her gymnastic performances. ‘‘ Funeral 
of Thomas Carlyle,” Robert W. Allan. Grim and sombre in tone as 
the deceased philosopher was in life. ‘* A Country Lass,” Alice Squire. 
Bold bad squires have gone out of fashion. In the dreadfully wicked 
days of yore, Alice Squire’s country lass would certainly have been 
winked at by some daring landed proprietor or other. 

MINIATURES,—Only the friends of the miniatured need trouble about 
rambling round this gallery. 

BLACK AND WHITE Room.—‘‘ The Harbour of Refuge, after F. 
Walker, A. ;” ‘* Marlow Ferry, after F, Walker, A. ;” ‘‘ The Elixir of 
Love, after G. J. Pinwell;” and ‘‘The Pied Piper of Hamlin, after 
G. J. Pinwell, Robert Macbeth,” are delightfully pure, and most 
eminently satisfactory examples of etching. ‘Leave no rubs nor 
botches in the work,” is Macbeth’s motto. ‘‘The Old Gate, after F. 
Walker, A. ;” and ‘' Philip in Church, after F, Walker, A.,” Hubert 
Herkomer, are etchings that go straight to the point at once, and might 
even stir up the sediment of a moneylender’s acid sentimentality. 

LECTURE-ROOM—SCULPTURE.—Here may be seen the bronzed face 
of “J, L. Toole, Esq.,” manufactured by R. Belt. The celebrated 
comedian gazes around as if he were contemplating whether it would 
be quite the thing to tell ‘‘ Sir Donald Currie, K.C.M.G,” (his marble 
neighbour), a snappy ‘‘ wheeze.” ‘‘ Sir Donald” has been manipulated 
into fine hard stone by Thomas Woolner. ‘‘ George R. Sims, Esq., 
is likewise exposed to view by C. B. Birch. The eminent dramatic 
author is severe in expression; but tolerates ‘* The Tired Dancer,” in 
terra cotta, who is placed close by him, ‘‘The Tired Dancer” is 
introduced into the show by H. Montford. ‘‘ Circe Offering the Cup 
to Ulysses,” by Richard J. Greenough. The lady in this case is trying 
her best to find out whether the gentleman is green enough to take that 


cup. —_—_—_— 
” THE GROSVENOR GALLERY. 


‘© PANDORA,” Walter Crane. Crane’s Pandora has evidently been 
made by a very clumsy blacksmith. Vulcan, the only original creator of 
Pandora, ought to bring an action against somebody for a cruel infringe- 
ment of patent rights. The ** Portrait of William T. Palmer, Esq., 
combined with ‘*The Late Lord Overstone,” both by Frank Holl, 
wickedly smash everything near them. ‘‘ Love and Life,” ushered in by 
G. F, Watts, shrinks crushed before the late lord and the esquire. 
‘*The Right Hon. W. E. Gladstone,” J. E. Millais. Hooray! The 
Premier has been treated well by the Grosvenor Gallery exeoutioners. 
The most ferocious Jingo would not wish to see him hung in a better 
place. ‘‘ Expectations,” Alma Tadema makes it patent that he can play 
at marbles better than ever. ‘* The First Sprats of the Season,” W. H. 
Bartlett. ‘‘ The First Sprats ” will prove agood catch to the first buyer. 
** The Birth of Venus,” R. Spencer Stanhope. We fervently trust this 
is the last Stanhopean Venus that Spencer will evolve from the froth of 
—goodness knows what ? 


SOCIETY OF BRITISH ARTISTS, 

NortTH-West Room.—‘‘ Recreation,” George Hare. Achild sitting 
on hair—polar bear’s, and wrapped in hair—tiger’s, apparently. This is 
a picture worth hunting out. ; 

NortTH-East Room.—‘“‘ Going to Rehearsal,” Weedon Grossmith. 
It is just as well we are told where she is going to. ‘‘ South Downs, 
A. F. Grace. A lovely landscape in which a shepherd under the in- 
fluence of some narcotic or stimulant, is informing his daughter that 
certain members of the flock have contracted a skin disease ; the daughter 
is horrified at the intelligence. ‘‘The Tired Shrimper,” J. T. Peele. 
He wants to get home, “* peel,” and go to bed. ; 

LARGe Room.—One of the cleverest pictures in this gallery 1s 
**Sortant Du Bal ue.” It gives vividly an unwholesome effect 
under the electric light, ncar the Grand Opera House, Paris, discovering 


| a somewhat debauched harlequin taking Hamlet home from a masked 


ball. Hamlet is in a state that is almost past ordinary festivity ; but he 
still clutches with a royal air a skud/, Probably Hamlet will drink out 
of it when he gets home, or, maybe, mistake the headbone for a mush- 
room, and try to grill it. F. Barnard, J. Burr, W. T. Dannat, M. 
Greiffenhagen, L. C. Henley, Herbert Dalziel, Owen Dalziel, Yeend 
King, A. Ludovici, A. H. Marsh, Dendy, Sadler, H. Tuck, and J. 
McWhistler all contribute attractive works. 
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THE LUNACY LAWS.—ABSURD DIFFICULTIES IN THE WAY OF A “CONVICTION.” 
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The Law has such absurd scruples about finding people insane. ‘‘ Now, mind,” it says—in its over-cautious way—to the medical profession ; you mustn't sign to 
the man’s insarity nntil yon have actually sees him.” 
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So vexatious, you know! Why, sometimes it’s really inconvenient to have to seea man, He may be out. “ Surely it ought to be sufficient if we see his hat and 
stick !" says the medical profession. 


At last. “There -there he is!” says the Law; “‘ going by in that express. You can just see something 
* convict.’ ” 


So you actually have to dance about after the fellow. A’ . " 
shadowy in the corner of the carriage. Now you may 
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SIR WILLIAM’S GREAT TRIAL. 
(From THE Diary OF Sir WILLIAM’s ‘ BUTTONS.”) 


ANDOM Cuttings from Diary dur- 
ing 1884:—If there ever was a 
party as I took to natural, that 
party’s master. He believes in 








simpthy, and he pats my ’ed, and 
he smiles, and he ses, ‘‘ Good 


is angels!” he ses. ‘* Don’t you 
think so?”  ‘* Yessir,” I says; 
**that I do.” Then he goes out 
(althouh he was in a great ‘urry to 
attend a Cabnit Cownsel), and he 
buys a lot of buns and candy, and 
gives ’em to me. ‘I won't be 
long at the counsel,” he says, shed- 
ding a tear at having to leave me 
so soon; ‘*I’ll be back as soon as 
ever I can, and read ‘Grimm’s 
Goblins’ to you.” Then he tells 
the housekeeper and the butler to 
be wery kind to me if they valued 
their lives, and to give me every- 
think wot I ased for, no matter 


another tear, and goes out. This’l! 
show as he’s simpthettic where 
boys is concerned. 

Sir William he’s been extry kind to-day, he ’as. Wot I think give 
him a extra impitous in his affection for boys was a thing as he read 
in the Dai/y News this morning. It was about a dear little boy as 
placed some chairs on the line in front of the North-Western express. 
When he had read it, his face it lighted up all over with a lovely smile 
of simpthy, and he ses, ‘* Boys is angels, and nothink but it. They 
may errr at times in the innocent joy of their young harts; but we 
mustn’t be too ‘ard on ’em for that, must we?” ‘‘ Nosir, that we 
mustn't,” I ses, feelin’ as he was right. 

Master ‘as bin a-sobbin’ fit to break. ‘‘ Read this ’ere,” he says; ‘‘ if 
them wicked majestrates ainte sent that poor little boy to a riformmat- 
terry as put the chairs on the line. Pore little feller! ain’t it wicked of 
‘em, just for trying to murder a few hunderd ag ?” he says. ‘* Yessir, 
it is,” I ses. Then master he up and tears 
majestrates to be catonintaled ; and then he felt better. 


* * * * 7 * 


to have gone starin’ mad. 
This morning he says, ‘* Boys is devvls!” he says ; *‘ ain't they?” he 
ses. I was that took a-back I stands a-gaping at him like a stuck pig 


I say boys is devvls, and you’re one on em. Take that!” 
And no sooner had he done it than he picks me up and lays me 
tenderly on the sofer, and strokes my head, and sobs over me fit to 


they are, pore little chaps!” 

And I ses, ‘‘ Yessir,” I says. 

Then he fell to a-reading the paper agen, and I see ’is face gradjelly 
et purple with rage; and he roars at me, “* You jest git out o' my 
ouse like lightning! I won't ’ave no boys in my house! Devvis— 

that’s wot her are! Take that!” And the next minnit he was 
a-smotherin’ me in brown paper and vinniger. Then he ‘ad to go out 
to a Cabnit Cownsel, and he 

forl. Then I look at the paper wot he’d been reading, and I saw as 
how one boy at a public school had bin and hit another boy, and made 
him ill for a week. And then I knowed what ailed master, and felt for 
‘im in ’is puzzlin’ difficulty. 

Wen he come bak he was worse—’arf mad he was. ‘‘ Wat a little 
devvl to go and hit a boy!” he says. “ Pore little chap! he didn’t mean 
to ’urt him—he s only a boy ’isself. I do ‘ope they won't go and punish 
the pore little feller. Nasty little devvl!” he says, ‘‘I’ll ‘ave him 
hanged—that I will! NoIwon’t, They shan’t ‘urt a ‘air of ‘is ’ed. | 
Let 'em ony try!” | 
Later.—Master’s a-gittin’ werse. His intlect’s goin’. Jest now he 





boys right throuh, and I hold | 
with him. Simpthettic, that’s | 
what Sir William is. Wen I first 
went after the place he looks at | 
me with a eye overflowing with 


boy!” he ses ; “‘you’llsuit. Boys | 


wot it was; and then he drops | 


is ‘air, and orders the | 


May, 1885.—I donow what’s the matter with Sir William, he seems | 
made of pettrifaction. Then he thunders, ‘* Wy don’t you arnswer? | 


bust, he does, a-murmurin’ all the time, ‘* Boys is anjels—that’s whot | 


went out that histirrical I thought he'd | 





ses to me, ** Go and clect all the boys you can find, and I'll ‘ang ’em all 
with my own ‘ands !” he ses. | 
I've jest brort ‘em in; and if he ain’t a-sobbin’ over ’em, and givin’ | 
‘em a sovverin each ! 





A LETTER FROM TOWN. 


DEAR NetTty,—I’m sure ’twill delight you to know 
That we're settled in town for the season; 

Of course, dear, we shou/d have been ages ago, 
But (you'll guess) poor papa was the reason. 

To the country, you know, like a limpet he clings, 
And in town the poor dear’s so unhappy ; 

But we’re here, and I've lots of new dresses and things, 
And Tom tells me I look rather ** snappy.” 


Of course we have done the “ Inventions,” my dear, 
But its rather forlorn just at present ; 

The place is by no means from packages clear, 
And the cold wind’s a trifle unpleasant, 

Indeed its so yaw one can scarce venture out, 
And to wrap up in May seems so silly : 

Poor things at the Drawing Room felt it, no doubt, 
For bare shoulders are apt to grow chilly. 


Its rained so, we haven’t /a/f studied the shops, 
Though the sun some few glimpses did dole us, 
Papa says the rain will be good for the crops, 
But then somehow that doesn’t console us. 
We’ve been to the Grosvenor though, as you'll guess, 
Though at pictures my bosom quite hardens ; 
And once we had tickets to see the Princess 
Go to Poplar and open some gardens, 


But what the world’s coming to, dear, puzzles me ! 
A Princess is no longer respected— 
When Parliament asked for a dowry for *‘ Bee” 
Some great horrid person objected ! 
The very idea! So vulgar and low! 
They’re bound to have money—or debts now— 
And how would 4e like it, I’d just like to know, 
If we grudged him—well—say cigarettes now ? 





That dear Russell Lowell, who’s going away, 
(And I think those Americans shabby), 

Made such a nice speech about Coleridge one day 
While unveiling his bust in the Abbey. 

Coleridge, it seems was a poet, and wrote 
That story we've all read at ‘* Madam’s ”— 

That ** Albatross” thing—though / fancied, you'll note, 
He was judge to a person called Adams! 


That queer Mrs, Weldon, who if there are grounds 
For calling her ‘‘oddish,” is plucky, 

Has just got a verdict for ten thousand pounds ! 
Now, isn’t she dreadfully lucky ? 

"Twas someone who'd libelled her badly, poor thing— 
His language was something audacious, — 

I only wish someone would venture to fling 
Such libels at me—oh, my gracious ! ! 


Well, London’s delightful (I wish you could come), 
There’s a new play by Byron and Sterry, 

Though Irving as Shylock is fancied by some 
With Portia by sweet Ellen Terry. 

Kate Vaughan’s come back, too, and Tom’s on the cadge 
For papa to take seats for us one day— 

Good-bye! Please write soon, 

Your affectionate MADcr, 


10 Stucco Street, Pimlico, Monday. 








A-pear-antly So. 


THERE can be no doubt about the particular kind of soap used by 
Noah and his family in the Ark, for it is distinctly stated that he toek 
on board only “‘ Pears,” 
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Another Appeal ; or, the Ballad of the Dowry, 


(SEE CARTOON.) 


PRINCESS, I come to ask a favour which I hope you'll grant 
with grace. 








PRINCE. Excuse our importunity and listen to our case. 
PRINCESS. I trust you will remember I have never begged 
before. 
Princg. And therefore we are justified in begging all the 
more. 
BOTH. For, oh ! we’re about to be married ; 
Perhaps you may think we have tarried 
A little bit long, 
But no matter—our song 
Is that now we’re about to be married, 
PRINCESS. I seek a marriage-portion to maintain a proper 
state. 
PRINCE, You cannot well evade the gift, so please suc- 
cumb to fate. 
PRINCESS, My brothers and my sisters too, for each you’ve 
done the same, | 
PRINCE. And wedding a Princess I find’s a pretty paying | 
game, 
BoTH. For, oh ! we’re about to be married ; 
The question no more can be parried, 
As it’s needful to see 
What your income will be 
When you've made up your mind to get married. 
PRINCESS, Exceedingly obliged I am for all you’ve done for 
me. 
PRINCE, If I may make so bold, 1’m twice as much obliged 
as she. 
PRINCESS, It should console you much that I’m the last of 
the whole lot. 
PRINCE, And no one else requests your alms—so far as you 
have got. 
30TH. For, oh! we’re about to be married ; 


And that is the reason we’ve carried 
The hat round the crowd, 
Since we must be allowed 
A few thousands on which to get married. 





Oh! 


AN albatross, the first ever brought alive to Europe, has 
just been brought into the Paris Jardin d’Acclimatisation. | 
One of our most audacious contributors suggests that to kill 
or maim so rare a specimen would be nothing short of an 
(alb)atross-ity ! 
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DULY QUALIFIED. 


DA A Christie 





** LOOK HERE, SMITHERS, YOU TOLD ME YOUR FRIEND WAS A QUIRT 
FKLLOW WHEN YOU ASKED ME TO PROPOSE HIM FOR THE CLUB.” 

Smithers.—** WELL, you srk, OLD CHAP, ANY TIME I HAVE SEEN 
HIM HE HAS ALWAYS BEEN SPERCHLESS,” 








THH BLUNDHRBERRYS AT BREAKFAST. 


‘**IT zs open!” cried Mrs, Blunderberry, with exuberant glee, as she 
handed the newspaper to her husband, and broke a cup with her elbow. 
‘*Ugh ! open enough!” grunted her lord and master. ‘*Oh, yes, it’s 
open, ma’am, if you mean your countenance. For expansive vacuity, 
I’d back your face against any other in the length and breadth of the 
united kingdom. It’s a fine open countenance.” 

‘Oh, Solomon!” responded his better half, rapturously. ‘* You 
haven't paid me a compliment like that—no—not for years and years,” 
and she ambled round and kissed the great and good man on the top of 
his head where the parting was the widest. 

‘‘Lemme alone!” cried Mr. Blunderberry, pettishly. ‘‘ Wodyer 
talking about? Waha?’s open?” 

‘* Why, Solomon, you must have seen that the Prince of Wales——’ 
**Well, who’s been opening him? Think the future king of England 
is an oyster, Mrs. B.? Got an idea our Gracious Queen’s eldest son 1s 
a bottleof wine? Fancy, there’s no getting at the Heir Apparent with- 
out a knife or a corkscrew?” 

**No, dear—you’re quite wrong. 
opened, it’s the Prince of Wales who's opened 
‘‘Ah, now, when you come to definitions you’re at home, Mrs. B. 
When you want to elucidate a mystery, ma'am, you’re in your element. 
The English Janguage has no terrors for you. You only need to be 
printed in double columns to be aphrase book, and as for general in- 
formation, if anybody would only give a shilling for you you might be a 
Whittaker’s Almanack.” 

** Well, I'm sure, Solomon,” answered Mrs. B., terribly flustered, and 
stirring a spoonful of moist sugar into heregg. ‘‘ I'm quite sure it says in 
the newspapers that the Prince of Wales has invented an opening.” 

** Who told you H. R. H. was a champion chess player? What lead 
you to suppose that he could move first and mate insix moves? Ugh! 


It isn’t the Prince of Wales that’s 











| could be happy without you.” 


If you were divided into squares you'd be a chess-board yourself— 
‘Invented an opening!’ Bah!” 

‘*That’s what you always do,” said the good lady. ‘* You twist my 
words about till I hardly know myself what I mean. I didn’t say he'd 
invented an opening, I said he’d opened an Inventory.” 

‘* Well, suppose he has, what then? Think an inventory’s a thing it 
takes a prince to open?” 

‘*T always thought it had to do with a sheriff's officer and the carpets 
hung out from the first-floor window ; and I was going to ask you———” 

‘Ask me! You ask me/ No, ma'am, You are the fountain-head 
of information in this establishment. If you were only properly indexed, 
there wouldn’t be a fact one couldn’t find in you. You're an inventory 
yourself, ma’am—a catalogue of useful knowledge—and if the Prince of 
Wales would only c/ose you, so that this breakfast-parlour might not be 
swamped by a flood of knowledge, he would earn the undying gratitude 
of an overwhelmed husband.” 

‘* Well, dear, I am sure he opened something.” 

‘* Yes, ma’am, his eyes—wide, staring eyes—in blank amazement at 
discovering the fund of erudition contained within the mental compass 
of a female Blunderberry. He cried, ‘Open, Sesame,’ and the rocks 
of your feminine taciturnity parted, to display the hidden gold of your 
multifarious attainmests, and the jewels of your mental invention,” 

‘¢ That's it, Solomon—that’s the word—‘invention.’ It was the 
Exhibition of Inventions he opened,” 

‘*Why weren’t you there, then? You'd have taken first prize, any- 
how. For perfectly useless and highly-ingenious inventions, Mrs. B., 
no one can equal you, Worked by steam, you would revolutionise the 
machinery of the universe, and applied to the domestic hearth, no home 
And Mr. Blunderberry left hastily. 


‘* Dear Solomon!” sighed his better half at the window. ‘‘If he 
does speak a little roughly sometimes, I know he appreciates me.” 
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FRAGMENT OF AN ILLUSTRATED LETTER FROM TOTTIE H—— TO MAUDE W—. 


(PICKED UP DURING LasT WHITSUNTIDE.) 
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Algeraon proposed a walk. We had to wait for Pa, t 
who was blowing up the cook, as usual, Algernon non's savage breast. We lost Pa for three hours, and found tea, and have a quiet evening at the theatre. Pa 


got absolutely savage. 


Tin-whistlers and flip-flap turners did not soothe Alger- Ma suggested that we should go home, take 


him going on anyhow. insisted on having that horrid rum in his tea, 




















chatting gaily about f 
small-pox in places of public entertainment, 
course we were late at the pit. 


Owing to Pa talking Ma into hysterics by 
the 


dangers of Laoag 
° 





Granville.) 


The Whit Monday nasty, horrid revellers were well in Owing to Pa’sand Ma's personal injuries, which kept 
front of us; and left enough orange-pee! about to starta them quiet, and to Algernon's foresight in giving that 
marmalade factory. little wretch, Billy, a sleeping draught in some lemo- 

nade, Algernon and I had quite a pleasant evening. 
(Algernon proposed towards the end/of the drama.) 
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Most people—Tory, Liberal, and Rad— 
Russian aggression fain would circumvent ; 

We'd had much Russian “‘ sauce,” and so were glad 
To find out what our English ‘‘ Condi "(e)-ment. 


What Cond(ie)-uct! 
{Mr. Condie Stephen recently arrived in London, and had an interview with Lord 
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‘DONE IN THE DARK, 


By ARTHUR T. PASK. 














R.A.-R.A.-ngements. 


WILSON BARRETT as ‘‘ Hamlet,” as painted by Holl, 
Most Academy visitors Dane to extol ; 

For, lo! ‘tis a portrait that's 
And no one can say 'tis a Holl-ow affair ! 


ted with care, 


“JACKE anp JILL,” 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 

OOLE’S.—Mr. Toole has 
‘‘served ” The Shuttle- 
cock (manufacturers, the 
late H. J. Byron and the 
the present — only he 
wasnt present—J. A. 
Sterry), and it has been 
“returned” by the 
coterie of critics, actors, 
actresses, and modest 





THS PLAY@ a 

gt sprinkling of the B.P. 
oY OVROM present on Saturday 
AR ANGHER:KNoW! = morning week with ob- 
FAME AS vious disbelief in the 


OPEN HOUSE’  walueof thearticle. This 
was only a ‘‘trial”’ ser- 
. vice on Mr, Toole’s part, 
ey4 G) and the regular game 
commenced on Wednes- 


Too.e’s.—Tue Pitt THey witt nor Swattow. day last, but I do not 
think the public will be 


inclined or able to keep the article up; it is too lop-sided to succeed 
otherwise than with a side-wind, which Mr. Toole’s half appeal for the 
sake of Mr. Byron’s widow scarcely supplies. 





4 


Tue idea of the piece—a farcical, or, rather, prosaic view of 7he Lady 
of Lyons—is exceedingly promising, and the first act comical and effective 
( for a first act); but it goes to pieces therefrom, and dwindles to some- 
thing very like imbecility in the last act. Two of Mr. Sterry’s three 
favourite subjects—Shuttlecocks and the River Thames—have full play 
(lack of possible opportunity being probably the reason that no reference 
was made to the other subject—Children’s Frills); but, even with these 
advantages, the peculiar ball-room behaviour of the second act, where, 
for instance, the announcement of supper is received, by ladies and gentle- 
men alike, with boisterous acclamation and gleeful jumps, the absurdity 
of making Toole a baronet, the feeble puns so feebly put, and above all 
the dreadful, dreadful song, are fatal to its life, I should say—if I am 
mistaken, no one will be more thoroughly pleased than myself, 


WITHOUT being exactly badly played, the performance leaves little 
room for compliment. I’m inclined to think Miss Marie Linden was 
the most successful: her acting in the last scene would have been 
intensely comical in its sincerity, if the basis of the situation had been 
more robust ; but Miss Thorne was as good as the part would allow. 
There was a quiet finish about Mr. Shelton, too, and Mr. Toole himself, 
as Job Pill, was funny and effective when the position allowed it—that is 
to say, in the first act. Then there was Miss Eliza Johnstone. I don’t 
see how she was to be improved upon, either as the laundress of the first 
act or the landlady of the last. Mr. E. D. Ward, as the Villain, ‘‘ smiled 
and smiled,” but scarcely after the manner supposed to be usual with 
villains. Mr. Westland plays his part of nigger *‘ interlocutor” to Mr. 
Toole, in the second act, as determinedly crude as usual; and Miss 
Blanche Wolseley wears a costume in colour and cut a hideous night- 


mare, 





THe AVENUE. —However successful the original production of a piece 
may be, it seldom emulates that success on rel, and although Zes 
Manteaux Noirs (which rejoices in a French title as a graceful compli- 
ment, probably, to the country from which “ 

the story—but not the play—is derived) is 
really a very funny piece, I do not aaticipate 
much of a run for the present reproduction 
at this house, although (again) it is un- 
doubtedly a step in the right direction. 
The cast is inferior to the original one 
to begin with, and yet it is a good cast. 
Mr. F, Wyatt (who is good) and Mr, F. 
Mervin (who is not) do not adequately 
fill the places of Messrs, Leslie and us, 
but Mr. H, Walsham is at least as good as 
Mr. Bracy, while Mr, Groves is the best as 
I believe he was the first Dromez, though 
Mr. Paulton played it after. Then person- 
ally, I am even fonder of Miss Marion Hood 
than I am of Miss St. John, and if the 7 bcd 

former lady would only always sing in tune eS ee 
she would haye no rival in my affections (if 

she continues to sing flat after this I shall kiow what it means and, 
well, ’tis but the Serpentine or the Round I’ond at the worst!) in this 
case the first act was a perpetual wonder how Miss Hood could hear 
her own singing, while in the second act both her solo and the duet with 
Don Luiz were given with a sweetness and purity charming to listen 











to and well deserving the encores they received. Miss Violet Melnotte 
being indisposed, the part of the Queen was undertaken by Miss Madge 
Savart. —_——— 

Tue STRAND (Morning).—Not often is the lot of the humble noticer 
of plays, albeit it is a lot I would not change for many, lightened and 
cheered as it was here on Tuesday afternoon last, not often can that 
tried and yet favoured individual lean back in his seat (as it were), 
letting the reins of criticism hang loose (so to say), and yield himself up 
to personal enjoyment of dramatic fare as though (confound him !) he 
were an ordinary member of the great and gifted public. Miss Amy 
Roselle—the coming actress to my mind (and very much to my mind), 
if indeed she has not already come—has often deserved well of us, but 
she has never deserved better of us than when she decided to produce 
Mr. Sydney Grundy’s Si/ver Shie/d at a special matinée—the first, as 
she reminds us, which she has indulged in in her professional career, 


Mr. Grunpy’s play has faults; the mainspring of the story—the 
incident of a dramatic author’s wife mistaking an amatory epistle in her 
husband’s play and handwriting for a real one—always was weak to im- 

ssibility when it was new, and, it’s all very well, the estrangement 

tween Alma Blake and her husband would be likely enough to occur 
and continue as long in real life, but it won’t do on the stage, my boy ! 
Some excellent and amusing capital is made of these and other blemishes 
at the finish, though—they were almost worth committing for the sake 
of it. For practical dramatic purposes, the play may need compression, 
though for my part I would 
grudge the sacrifice of a line. 
The dialogue is a lasting delight 
It flows with a steady unforced 
brightness from the first line to 
the last, and the characters are 
sufficiently witty to be interesting 
and sufficiently natural not to be 
over-witty, and, moreover, al- 
most every time any one of 
them says a neat thing, ora clever 
thing, or a thoughtful thing, it 
strikes you at once as happily 
characteristic of the individual 
speaking. It is good effective 
stage dialogue, and hearty, 
bright, wholesome literature in 
one, more than once reminding 
me of the firm and finished 





Tue STRAND —DETERMINED TO MAKEA 
style of Charles Reade — espe- MARK WITH A SILVER SHIELD, AND 


cially in some _ touches. of SHIELD Do IT, Too! 
feminine character, 


Miss AMy ROSELLE’s performance of the chief part was one of un- 
common skill, not a phase of a character of varied moods but found her 
ready to grasp it and express it with a lightness yet certainty of touch 
that was as indescribably charming as it was undeniably clever. 
Mr. Dacre was a trifle too portentous and lingering in his delivery, which 
gave some of his speeches a preachy tone they scarcely deserved, but he 
is a sound actor nevertheless, and did himself no other injustice. Miss 
Kate Rorke proved her efficiency by tiding over a difficult and dangerous 
point—/he point of the piece—as not one actress in fifty could have done, 
and her performance was marked throughout with delicacy, sincerity, 
and brightness. Mr, Charles Groves, who has about as strong a sense 
of character as any man on the stage, had a congenial part in the 
theatrical manager, and, with a professional audience, managed to elicit 
a laugh almost every time he opened his mouth. I suppose, though, 

















that it was in his managerial capacity that he addressed the bulk of his 


| remarks straight across the footlights! Mr. John Beauchamp played an 
| elderly gentleman of birth and breeding in a manner enabling us to quite | 


believe in both in his case; and when I add that Mr. Barrington ap- | 
peared as aclerical gentleman (a little overcoloured perhaps in manner) ; | 
Mrs, Leigh Murray, as his uncharitable wife, and Mr. W. Herbert as 
the young hero, I make it clear, I think, that the services of an excep- 
tionally good cast had been enlisted. 


Nops AND WINKs.—Mr. D'Oyly Carte, of the Savoy Theatre, sends 
us a copy of his new illustrated programme, It is very pretty and artistic, 
consisting of a dozen sketches, four being quite elaborate little pictures | 
(coloured), and several advertisements. "Fhe sketches, illustrative of all 
the Gilbert and Sullivan operas, with the exception of Zhe Mikado, of 
which the sketches are not yet completed, are executed by Miss Alice 
Havers, and produced with a good deal of skilful delicacy by Messrs. 
Hildesheimer and Faulkner.—7%e Colicen Bawn is something of an 
undertakiog for amateurs, but an enterprising corps thereof represented it 
creditably enough at St. George’s Hall on Tuesday last, Mr. Carrick par- 
ticularly distinguishing himself as *‘ Moiles.”—Mr. H. A. Freeman takes 
benefit to-night (Wednesday), at the Grand—“ hurry up.” NesTOR. 
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Nuts! 





WE were sitting after dinner 
With the walnuts and the wine, 
And the comfort to the inner 
Man was certainly divine ! 
O! ** La Rose,” of all the roses 
Ts the sweetest in the mouth ! 
And its perfume to our noses 
Is the breathing of the South, 





The most icy heart unthawing, 
And the hardest making soft ; 
We care nothing for the drawing- 
Room, and Beauty gone aloft ! 
Though their hearts may beat and flutter 
For our coming up to sing, 
Wine and nuts make it an utter- 
Ly unlikely sort of thing ! 


Yet I’m ‘‘ nuts ” upon a lassie, 
And I ride upon a *‘ cob!” 

And I wish that I was brassy 
Just enough to do the job! 

But I mean to crack the question— 
Will she have me for her lad ?>— 

It depends on the digestion 

Of the ** kurnel,” that’s her dad, 








I’il but have another bumper, 
And I'll get it done to-night, 








Though my heart is quite a thumper, 
And I’m feeling in a fright ! 

But we'll get behind the curtain 
In that little snug recess, 

Oh, I wish that I was certain 




















That her answer will be ‘‘ Yes!” 


* * *” * * 





In the smoke-room, some time after, 








‘ When I smoke the pipe of peace, 
I can join the bursts of laughter, 
For life’s page has not a crease ! 
I have won the girl I care for, 
And one’s only thought’s a bore— 
For I can’t think why or wherefore 
It was not done long before ! 





Blanche. —“* Yxs ! 
GLAD THEY'VE ORDERED YOU OFF TO AN EMBRACING CLIMATE.” 

Auntie (who ts under twenty-one, and dying of love), sobs out :—‘*I—I 
ONLY WISH THEY HAD, BLANCHE.” 


NOT QU/7E THE SAME ATMOSPHERE. 
You DO LOOK HORRIBLY SEEDY, AUNTIE, 


I'm so 











THE.CLANG.OF.THE CLOCK-TOWER. 


FRIDAY, May 15.—Granville moves address, thanking Her Majesty 
for intimation that her youngest olive branch, about to wear orange 
blossoms, might have quoted— 

My talk to thee must be how Benedick 

Is sick in love with Beatrice. 

And Salisbury’s eulogium might be summed up in— 

, Beatrice. By this day! she’s a fair lady. 

Lord Wemyss moves resolution relative to re-organisation of Auxiliary 
Forces. Years ago Lord Tennyson sang, ‘‘ Form, riflemen, form!” 
Wemyss now wants them to be reformed. Motion rejected by twenty- 
three to twenty, but the noble great gun of N. R. A. shows himself 
still the Elcho shield of volunteer interests. 


of Crimes Act: Parnellites cross. Expresses regret at Government’s 
inability to introduce Bill for Irish Local Government this session : 
Parnellites crosser. 


gerheads, like England and Russia. S, E. wants to arbitrate. L.C. D. 
quite a Jingo objection to arbitration. 
law (it’s all the same—means lots of money, and little benefit on either 
side). Lord Milltown unsuccessfully implores House to sit upon Standing 
Orders Committee, Best debate of this Session in the Gilded Chamber 
on the Soudan Scuttle. Lord Wemyss urges Wemyss stop—I mean, 
we must stop there. Lord Wentworth didn’t think the cause for which 
we went worth going for. Napier of Magdala and Duke of Argyll 
decline to follow their leaders, and, like a good many other people in 


brave men? If we are to go no farther, why have we gone so far? 

Commons.—Randy, as usual, been a naughty boy; instead of going 
to church yesterday morning, stayed at home and read Blue Book on 
Afghan affair. Found it melancholy and sorry reading—in fact, hadn’t 





Monday—Lords.—Railway Row. S. E. R. and L. C. D. R. at log- | 
| Ferry popular idea. 


Wants to go to war, or rather | 





and outside House, ask, Why this outpouring of treasure, and of blood | 


more precious than treasure, like water, this slaughter of brave men by | 
: : | man inthe world, is coming shortly from America to spend a few months, 


| 





| Bill going to decide who’s which. Committee on Registration Bill. 
Commons.—GOMWEG announces continuation of Irish Prevention | 


| and a great many dollars in poor pumped-out old Europe, g 


gained much by skulking the sermon. Therefore, when vote on account 
of £3,360,000 brought on, moves to reduce it by two millions, Led by 
famous badger drawing terrier, pack of ‘* Gladstone harriers” join in the 
sport. Rather a mongrel, currish lot, though, the others. ot half so 
game or so clever as Randy. Biggar brings up the rear, presses motion, 
which Randy wants to withdraw, to a division; lost by 74 to 11. 
GOMWEG alludes to his great political career being measured now by 
‘* weeks rather than months, certainly months rather than years.” Casts 
quite a chill over House, even including those who had just been worry- 
ing him. Lord Advocate of Scotland introduces Bill giving Scotch 
Crofters the ‘‘ three F’s,” 

Tuesday.—Lord Rosebery moves second reading of Mar Peerage 
Bill, At present two Earls of Mar—one mars dignity of the other. 


Lord Salisbury moves amendment giving undergrads borough votes for 
Oxford and Cambridge, so that henceforth a/ma maters will teach the 
young idea how to vote as well as boat. ; 

Commons.—In spite of grunts from Sir J. ee ees Bryce 
obtains recreation ground for Poplar, adjoining land required for ferry. 


Wednesday.—Political tennis. Ten peers meet at 11.30. Serve three 
Registration Bills into Commons court. Same served back at 5. é 
In the Commons, Labouchere and others pledged to ‘* mend or end 
the Lords, very much upset because parties to mended have been 
mending Commons measures. Davey quite aghast at possibility of 
Varsity young men becoming some day members of town council. 
Pluralities Bill passed with singular unanimity. Another Irish Land 
Bill promised. 








IN these starvation times, the information that Vanderbilt, the richest 


ives eminent 


satisfaction all round. But the joy of German and Italian princes is 
almost boundless at the advent of Vanderbilt. 











———— 
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ENIOKNAOKS. 


Iv was one of those beautiful spring days. A day to bask in the sun- 
shine one minute, to shiver in rain-drenched clothes the next, when Lady 
B—ke vainly sought shelter in 
a London Square. A bashful- 
looking, well-dressed young 
gentleman was passing by at 
the time, and, seeing Lady 
B—ke’s plight, nervously offered 
to hold his umbrella over her 
while they sought for a cab she 
might get into. When hunting 
about for a hansom, the stranger 
chatted in a soft, sweet voice 
about Wordsworth, Coleridge, 
Kingsley, Browning, and gave 
a*short essay on the beauties 
of Milton’s ‘‘ Paradise Lost.” 
Lady B—ke was beginning to 
feel ss soul wafted towards the 
young man just as a cab was 
secured, and the bashful youth, 
pressing poetic matters no fur- 
ther, gracefully lifted his het 
and wished her ladyship good 
morning. Lady B—ke now believes that it was about the ‘‘ Paradise 
Lost” period that her watch and chain went for ever. There are too 
many of these insinuating young men about this spring, 





Tue absurdity of the notion of a gentle, kindly nonentity like the 
King of Denmark being arbitrator in the Anglo-Muscovite dispute is 
too, too ridiculous. Oko Jumbo would perform the task willingly, and 
= a thoroughly impartial decision. The claimant’s legal and worldly 

nowledge also qualify him for the post. Though the Russian Govern- 
ment was extremely anxious that the settlement of the boundary 
question, and the Penjdeh incident, should be entirely left in the hands 
of Sir Roger, he politely but firmly refused to take such a troublesome 
task inhand, Bismarck wrote to Her Majesty the Queen and the Great 
White Czar suggesting Mrs. Weldon as referee. On the Emperor of all 
the Russias receiving the Chancellor’s note he shivered and shuddered 
till his attendants enveloped him ina heavy fur cloak, when he managed 
to gasp out, ‘* Never!” 


As summer approaches, the sanitary authorities and doctors are very 
pro erly calling attention to the necessity for those who regard their 
ealth and that of the community to be both cleanly and temperate. 
Exceptions prove the rule possibly in the matter of cleanliness and tem- 
perance as a necessity to health. The following are three decided 
exceptions :— Lady Lewson rejected water for either beveracious 
or ablutionary purposes, She said it gave her such terrible colds ; she 
drank spirits very freely, and polished her face and neck once every 
fortnight with hog’s lard. This lady, who was a widow (and remained 
me to her death), expired soon after her 106th birthday. Elizabeth Duriex, 
f Savoy, who eschewed all pretensions to cleanliness, and was in the 
habit of making things hum daily and nightly with the aid of stimulants 
and narcotics, slept out her final sleep at the very ripe old age of 119 
years. And George Kirton, of Yorkshire, who, after attaining the 
years of ‘‘ discretion,’ was seldom seen sober, ceased to refresh himself 
in this world when he had rolled through 120 summers and winters, 








Ir is urged by some progressionists that prisoners in this country lose 
much by not being questioned, The progressionists should chat a bit 
with the criminal classes before talking nonsense. Nine hundred and 
ninety-nine prisoners are guilty of the offences with which they are 
‘harged, and most are 'cute enovgh to understand that questions put to 
hem in court, if answered, would tend anything but to their advantage. 
Chere is a dogged obstinacy about the British criminal, as a rule, which 
would put an effectual damper on attempts to extort answers of any use 
othe court. F. reign malefactors examined by jucges become vehe- 
ment, protest their innocence, call all sorts of saints, etc., to bear testi- 
mony to the purity of their characters; then chatter excitedly, lose 
heir mental equilibrium, and, artfully led on by the judge, admit their 
guilt. A British burglar would treat with sardonic chaff the questions 
ihat entrap his foreign brethren of the jemmy. 


A THOUSAND years ago Hiyogo-no-kami Tomotoki, a Japanese danc- 
ing master, invented a wonderful step dance, which is popular in Japan 
to the present day. One of his descendants, also a dancing master, is 
going to hold high jinks in honour of his talented ancestor. Un.- 
iortunately the festivity will take place in Japan, so (though invited) we 
are unable to get out in time to attend the frolic, and dance the can-can 
to his memory, 














CONVERSATIONS FOR TH TIMES. 


THE PRESENT LUNACY EPIDEMIC—GRAVE CONSEQUENCES. 
Consequence No, 1.—The Enemy in Every Bush, 


Brown. Jones, you must have noticed the peculiar tactics of those 
two men who—— 

Jongs. “Noticed!” Egad, IshouldthinkIhad. I’ve done nothing 
else but feel uneasy about them for the last two hours. There can’t be 
the least doubt they're watching one of us. They followed us along the 
Strand—keeping on the other side of the way—and got on the same 
’bus with us, 

Brown, And now that we have taken refuge in this train for Peck- 
ham, hang me if they aren’t on the platform, and—yes, they are looking 
for the carriage we're in—I knew it! Jones, you are of a stalwart 
disposition, and an adept in the offensive use of the umbrella ? 

Soo. Iam; and you can fell an ox with your little black bag, I 
feel certain. Brown, we will sell our liberty dearly! You take the one 
with the red necktie ; while I will tackle the fellow with the blue spec- 
tacles. The moment they put a foot upon the step of this carriage—— 

Brown. Shall be their last ! * * * . 

SMITH (in a red necktie). Robinson, I am certain those two are not 
far off! They dogged us along the Strand—got on the same ’bus; and 
if they’re not hiding in our train to Peckham, ready to catch and straight 
waistcoat us, I'll eat my—— 

ROBINSON (with blue spectacles}, And I'll devour my share. Smith, 
if they should be concealed in the carriage we make for, swear that you 
will not be taken alive ! 

SMITH, Ido! This carriage looks empty. Let us get in—Yow ! 

2 o * + + a 

BROWN and JONES (fanting after sanguinary combat ), 
have not secured your victims yet ! 

SMITH and ROBINSON (in the same manner), Wesecure—we—well, 
”~ is rich ! You mean to say your plan for depriving a fellow creature 
of bis liberty—— 


So, you 
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BROWN and Jones. Ha! ha! Oh, of course—ah, ah! Of course 
you two are not medical gentlemen suborned by our expectant relations 
to sign a certificate about me or my friend—— 

SMITH and ROBINSON. We—he! he! We medical! gentlemen! 
Oh, no—we're not ; but it doesn’t follow that nobody else is ! 

3ROWN and JONES (with bitter irony born of intense mistrust). Ab! 
Smith and Robinson (with identical feelings). Ah! ( The two pairs edge 
away to opposite ends of the train, and are not relieved of their suspicions 
until introduced years after by a mutual friend. ) 
* * * * 
Consequence No, 2. 

WAR MINIsTER, Well, but look here, old man—I’ve got a war on 
with Europe, and I must have some soldiers, 

F, M. CoM.-1n-CH1EF, My dear fellow, I can’t get em. You know 
very well there isn’t a serviceable man in England who isn't either con- 
fined as a lunatic, or conducting his case against the medical gentlemen 
who signed the certificate, 

Wark MINISTER. Oh, hang it !—not ome ? 

F, M. Com.-1IN-Cu1gF, Oh, well; I forgot. There is one—the man 
whom the magistrate sent to the workhouse as a lunatic and whom the 
master would not take in—he’s the only man available ; but he’s at your 
service, 

War MINIsTER. Hum! It’s a bit of a difficulty, certainly. Ha! 
I see what will have to be done. + * * * 

Jinks (dismally). Hullo, Binks! Not shut up yet? What time 
does your case come on then? 

Binks (ditfo), Oh, two-thirty. But I've got thirteen cases against 
fifty-seven persons altogether—and I’m sure to be locked up in the end. 

Jinks. So am I—hullo! what’s this notice:—‘‘ Whereas it has 
pleased her Majesty to call out for military service all those confined as 
lunatics, or engaged in cases against medical g 

Botu., Hooray! Better to be shot than locked up! 


* + 
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Archttect.—**OH! His HAS A SOUTH PROSPECT,” 


IN PROSPECTIVE, 


Architect (to Rich Manufacturer, whose rival, Smith, having built himself a Country House, determines to have one also),—** Wei, MR. 
JONES, WHAT PROSPECT WOULD YOU LIKE YOUR New HOUSE TO HAVE?” 
Mr. Fones.—‘* PROSPECT! PrRosPECT! WHAT SORT OF PROSPECT HAS MR, SMITH’s GOT?” 


Fones.—** AH! WELL, GIVE M& TWO OF THEM.” 











THE PAINTERS’ MASQUE. 


OH! weren’t we jolly, rather, at the Artists’ Masquerade, 

Where lots of gorgeous costumes, and quaint figures were displayed ; 
Poetic and historical, and classic was the show— 

And we finished up by twirling on the light fantastic toe. 


First of all came Poet Vergil (that’s the way his name’s now writ), 
To give off lines by Poet Gosse, who knows the muse a bit ; 
Forbes-Robertson essayed the part, and well got through his task— 
And introduced the tableaux at the merry Painters’ Masque. 


Tableau 1 (the scene was Athens), done by A. Sacheverell-Coke, 
And quickly we were introduced to certain Grecian folk ; 

There were Phidias, and Apelles, Zeuxis, Pericles, and such— 
And some fair Athenian girls, who gave the scene a pretty touch. 


Tableau 2 (some ages after), showed us Dante and his flame— 
The beauteous Beatricé—to whom he gave poetic fame ; 

There were Petrarch and his Laura (quite Platonic, as of yore), 
Cimabue, too, and Titian, Tintoret, and many more, 


Such as Raphael, Giorgione, likewise Signor Veronese, 

Giotto,—‘‘ Michelangelo ” (that’s how you'll spell him, please) 5 

There were popes, and priests, and cardinals, all following in their train, 
In this scene, which was a triptych, by the facile Walter Crane, 


Tableau 3 depicted Germans who in Art’s bright sphere have shone : 
Albrecht Diirer, Visscher, Cranach, Adam Krafter, and anon 

In this scene (by J. D. Linton), which was really very fine, 

Were Sachs, the singing artist, and a party named Holbein, 


Tableau 4 (renaissance period) showed, in gorgeous armour dight, 
Benvenuto Cellini, who in metals proved his might ; 

There was Francis One, receiving priceless specimens of plate— 
And other famous people of the period in state. 








All laughed and joked, and polka’d, till the revelry was done, 
t 





Tableau 5 had Spanish artists, spick and Span-ishly attired— 
The exponents of Musillo and Velasquez were admired— 

Miss Day’s Queen Mariana was a portrait of much art, 

And Fred, Barnard, as the Cardinal de Borja, looked his part. 


In Zab/eau 6 the painters next went in for Flemish ré/es, 

There were Teniers and Ostade engaged upon a game of bowls ; 

There was Rembrandt with a glass in hand, hob-nob with Cuyp forsooth, 
As who should say, ‘‘ What, chappie Cuyp, your health, my noble youth !” 


Anon came Mynheer Vandyck, painting Charles the First his face, 
While Mrs, Charles and little ones were romping round the place. 
Then came dear, deaf old Joshua, and Will Hogarth and his *‘ line ;” 
While Miss Tadema, as poor Miss Angy Kauffman, was divine. 


A realistic Rubens was by Arthur Louis planned, 

While W. ‘‘ Savoy” Gilbert shone as big King Hildebrand. 

There was Alma (surnamed Tadema) in Roman garb, all there ; 

There was also *‘ Fouché” Bancroft, likewise Mr. ‘‘ Touchstone” Hare, 


And then H.R.H.s (both of Wales), together with Sir Fun, 


In short, the merry Painters had a high old time, ‘tis clear ; 
And Fun, their brother artist, hopes they'll do the same next year. 


— —— 
a ——— 


Evelyn Jerrold,—Died May 16, 1885. 


WueN Arthur Sketchley (George Rose) left us, Fun lost one of the 
oldest members of its staff, with Evelyn Jerrold, one of its youngest. 
Although a grandson of the famous wit, quite as notorious for his caustic 
ill-nature as his quaint humour, Evelyn Jerrold d few of the 
characteristics of the satirist, for he never said an ill word either to or of 
anyone. Asa verse writer he had a charming style, curiously suggestive 
now and again of those dainty stanzas of Victor Hugo, that Gounod has 
so often set to music. Asa descriptive writer he was especially charming. 
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CAREFUL MR. AND MRS. POGSON., 


THEY were an extremely careful pair, Mr. and Mrs, Pogson, and 
—- kept a West-end jeweller’s shop. had been in business one- 
and-twenty years, and they were not yet old by a long way when it be- 
came a fixed idea in their minds that they would retire on their means 
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to some nice little place of their own in the country, where she could 
realise one of the most ardent desires of her town-life, ‘* keep chickens ;” 
and where he could satisfy the longing of years spent behind an arid 
counter to constitute himself the Piscator of some locality beloved of 
anglers, Their views were not extravagant; they had fixed, to a 
hundred or so, the sum which would supply all their wants and 
reasonable indulgences; ond that sum was twenty thousand pounds, 
half of which they already held in hand in the form of working capital 
and savings: about getting the other half they felt no anxiety. Mrs. 
Pogson had, in fact, given herself up to the enjoyment by anticipation 
of the “ pleasures of country life ;” while in the same manner Mr. Pogson 
went a-fishing daily with phenomenal success in a willow-shaded stream 
forming one side of the boundary of a charming little property which he 
had “ picked up a bargain.” The only question left open was, ‘‘ When 
shall we realise ?”—Mrs. Pogson being for instant action, Mr. Pogson 
inclining to hold on until certain special portions of the stock had been 
d of over the counter, as being preferable to parting with them 
‘at a valuation,” 

Most special amongst the selectest articles regarded in this light b 
Mr. Pogson was a suite of brilliants, which had for a considerable lengt 
of time figured as the central point of attraction in his window-dis- 
play, the price of which was £2,500, The diamonds composing the 
various portions of the suite—necklace, pendant, ear-drops, and brooch 
—were described as being of the purest water; and whether they were 
so or not, they formed a lustrous picture, which haunted the memory of 
many a young person to the injury of her mind’s quiet, besides attracting 
the admiring attention of at least two persons, whom their brilliancy 
dazzled in an altogether different sense—Prince Peter Paulovski and 
his nephew, Count Ste Odonovitch, 

Everybody knows with what amazing facility the travelling natives of 
Russia pick up idiomatically the language of whatever country they may 
happen to visit. The purity of the English spoken by the Prince and 
his equally accomplished nephew was simply a something to excite 
wonder, and even envy, in the breast of some less accomplished English- 
man ; but it did not give rise either to wonderment or envy in the breast 
of Mr. Pogson, and only served to suggest to him the duty of being very 
much u his guard against deception, when the Prince (an old mili- 
tary-looking man, with ancient nobility marked in every one of the 
many wrinkles which gave character to his features), and his nephew 
(a young man of three or four and twenty, as distinguished in appear- 
ance as if he had been dressed from a model, and had his bearing 
con’erred upon him by imperial patent), entered the shop and requested 
to be allowed to examine this superb suite of jewels, with a view to 
determining whether they were worthy of being presented as a bridal 
offering to the Princess whom the Count was shortly going back to St. 
Petersburg to . Mr. Pogson felt his heart beat, much as it might 
have done if he suddenly discovered that he had hooked a ten-pound 
pike while simply fishing for gudgeon. Kecollections of cases reported 
in the newspapers of tradesmen victimised distinguished-looking 
foreigners the next minute crowded upon his mind; but he could not, 
on the ground of mere timidity, refuse to show to proposing customers 

oods he was at the same moment inviting them to purchase. And then 
* had only to keep one of his feet firmly pressed upon a brass knob 
upon the floor behind the counter, and the shop-door would remain 
securely shut and fastened, without the pretended purchasers, if the 
were so, having the least idea that their escape was cut off. Wit 
seemingly unquestioning confidence, therefore, Mr. Pogson withdrew 
the jewels from fhe window and placed them in an advantageous light 
before the Prince and his nephew, who expressed ungrudging admira- 
tion of their richness and beauty. 








‘What do you say to it, my dear Stepane? Do you think it good 
enough to present to your Princess?’’ asked the old gentleman. 

‘‘Nadia Slipoff has already sixty thousand pounds-worth of dia- 
monds,” r lied 1 his nephew ; * but these are really very pretty, and— 
and—yes, I should ¢4iné she would not disdainthem.” | 

‘‘Two thousand five hundred pounds is the lowest price} you will 
take, I suppose?” asked the elder gentleman of Mr. Pogson, 

‘* Absolutely the lowest price,” replied the jeweller. ; 

‘‘ Then,” said the Prince, drawing a perfectly-scented Russia-leather 
card-case from the breast-pocket of his overcoat, and laying down a card 
upon the counter, ‘‘have the goodness to follow us to our hotel in 
Albemarle Street, close by, where we will complete the purchase.” 

On the card, elegantly printed in gold, were the words :—‘‘ Prince 
Peter Paulovski, Dashinski’s Family Hotel, Albemarle Street, W.” 

Could even the most cautious of jewellers suspect anything wrong in 
such a case? So far from having any doubt, Mr, Pogson saw in this 
stroke of business the crowning of the edifice of his commercial life— 
almost felt as if the title-deeds were already signed and sealed which 

ut him in possession of the delightful little property to which he and 
Mrs. Pogson had set their hearts on retiring. _ 

Within ten minutes Mr, Pogson was ushered into the presence of the 
Prince in one of the best apartments in Dashinski’s well-known first-class 
hotel. The Prince and his nephew were smoking cigars of an aroma to 
satisfy the most exacting connoisseur of tobacco, Ona sideboard, on a 
magnificent silver tray, were half a dozen bottles_of champagne of all the 
most desiderated brands. : 

‘* Will you take some champagne ?.” asked the Prince. 

‘* No, thank you, Prince—I never drink during the hours of business,” 
replied cautious Mr, Pogson. 

‘*I dare say it is a very good rule,” observed the Prince, seating him- 
self at an escritoire which stood close to the wall on one side of the room. 
‘*Pray be seated,” he added, pointing toa chair at his elbow. Mr. 
Pogson seated himself. ‘You have brought a receipt?” inquired the 
Prince. Mr. Pogson bowed smilingly. ‘‘Stepane,” said the Prince, 
‘be kind enough to fetch me my cash-box from the iron safe in my bed- 
room,” The Prince’s nephew quitted the room, ‘* While my nephew 
is getting you your money, be good enough to receipt your bill,” said the 
Prince. Mr. Pogson laid down the case of jewels on the corner of the 
escritoire preparatory to affixing his signature to the invoice. As if to 
make more room for the sheet of paper, the Prince took up the case, and 
with an appearance of complete abstraction, placed it in one of the 
escritoire drawers facing him. 

Several minutes passed. Mr. Pogson carefully retained possession of 
his receipt ; the Prince smoked silently, but at length seemed to notice 
that his nephew was absent a cry typar 

‘* Are you coming, Stepane?” he called out, ‘or can’t you open the 
iron safe 3m As no answer was returned, the Prince rose, and said that 

he would go and see what his nephew was doing, left the room, and did 
not, any more than his nephew, return. 

At the end of ten minutes uneasy thoughts assailed the mind of cautious 
Mr. Pogson. By the time twelve minutes had passed the whole modus 
operandi of the *‘confidence trick,” as practised by its most skilled 
professors, recurred to his perturbed memory ; when fifteen minutes had 
added themselves to the sum of his existence, and still Prince Peter 
Paulovski did not return from his bed-room, he resolved to ‘‘ be on the 
right side,” and to secure this desirable position, take back the jewels 
from the drawer in which he had seen the Prince place them. 

Bewilderment !—horror ! !—the drawer was empty ! ! ! 

Confusion in Dashinski’s highly patronized hotel, from basement_to 
attics. The Prince and his nephew on est. Discovery: cleverly con- 
trived hole in the wall of Count Stepane’s bed-room, communicating 
with the perforated back of the escritoire in Prince Peter Paulovski’s 
sitting-room, Scotland Yard unavailingly active. Mrs. Pogson hyste- 
rical, and at brief intervals hard upon Pogson. 
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It anybody wants to know why careful Mr. and Mrs. Pogson have not 
yet carried out their freely announced intention of retiring from business, 
the information is now unreservedly placed at their services—with all the 
advantages they may be ingenious enough to draw from it 
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A Happy Holiday.—_Homeward Bound. | 
(Sze CaRToon.) 


THOUGH there’s no bespeakin ’ 
Sunny 1 te in on: . 

Persons pleasure-seeking 
Very often say 

Whitsuntide’s the time to spend 
A happy holiday. 


But unfortunately 

Sometimes you may learn 
It can add most greatly 

To your sad concern, 
When ’tis drawing to an end, 

And homewards you return. 





Rain, perhaps, came falling, 
Made you catch a chill ; 

Youngsters kept on squalling, 
Stuffed till they were ill ; 

Missus cross at everything, 
And baby got a spill. 





Then, if such an outing 
Happens in your way, 

You'll, instead of doubting, 
Positively say 

Whitsuntide’s the tide to bring 
A wretched holiday. 








The Next Day. 
By ’ARRIRT. 


My ‘Arry made hisself look spry, 
He cocked ’is ’at all on one side, | 
And wore ’is lovely yaller tie, 
And took me for a jolly ride. 
When I put on my purple dress 
And crimson feather,I looked gay 
As any of the nobs, I guess, 
As goes hout on Bank Hollerday. *4 


Aen 





Just wasn’t it real jam—oh, my! 
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On ’appy ’Ampstead’s blooming ’eath, 
Them jolly swings went up so ’igh, 
That everything looked small beneath ; 
Them lovely squirts, them penny shows, 
Was just the thing for me, I say ; 
But, oh, my ’ead next day! I s’pose 
’T was holl’ring on Bank Hollerday. 





Aunt,—** May you DIG A LITTLE HOLE THERE? 
Bossy. 
Bobby.—** Wuy, I AM GOING TO PLANT THE YounG Ones, AuNTY, 
TO MAKE ’EM GROW, SAME AS PA DID WITH THE SUNFLOWER-SEEDS !"” 





THE FORCE OF EXAMPLE. 


Yes, I DARESAY, 
BUT WHAT HAVE YOU BROUGHT YOUR WHITE MIcRk OUT ror?” 


a 











The Real Reason, 


(‘‘ It was never a merry world since the fairies left off dancing.” —O/d Writer.) 


I FREQUENTLY have wondered why the world is not more jolly, 
And methinks you’ll own it oftentimes seems suffering from the “‘ blues,’ 
I have just found out the reason of this tinge of melancholy, 
Which sometimes has aftected e’en your humble servant's Muse. 
I have come across the reason in a quaint and ancient writer, 
A party who unquestionably knew his way about. 
And perhaps, when I inform you, it will make your hearts feel lighter— 
‘© A needful alteration,” you will answer, I’ve no doubt. 
So pray observe his statement, over which I have been glancing— 
‘©The world has ne’er been merry since the fairies left off danoing !”’ 


’ 


Our ‘‘ dumps,” it seems, are owing to the absence of the fairies 
(I mean the real live fairies, not the mock ones on the stage), 
Now, when you come to think of it, the notion hard to bear is, 
That their neglect should make us dull arouses me to rage; __ 
To think most folks (excepting FUN) have moaned in fretful fashion 
Because no fays come tripping on the light fantastic toe, 
Is really quite enough to put your poet in a passion, 
Who in vain has strummed his lyre to make men’s hearts with glad 
ness glow. : 
This accounts for people snubbing all my lyrics so entrancing— 
“The world has ne’er been merry since the fairies left off dancing.” 


This accounts for those dull speeches that M.P.s so often mumble, 
This accounts for playwrights giving us so many heavy plays, 
‘Tis the cause of our dull weather that so often makes us grumble, 

This accounts for the depression, too, in business nowadays ; 


_ And to start their dancing revels, or some ground and lofty tumbling, 


_ © We see your drift, Mr. Poet, but we are not to be caught in that way.—[{Ep. Fun.) 


| fear the people. ] 


This, doubtless, is the reason why the masher’s so depressing, 
And cannot show the faintest siga of common sense or wit ; 
And why the Tory-struggles to be smart are so distressing, 
And why they are not lately e’en for Opposition fit. 
Yea, Conservatives seem dull with all their prating and their prancing, 
Perhaps they’d be more lively if the fairies started dancing ! 


Now, having learned the reason of our gloominess and grumbling, 
We should try to coax these fairy-folk again to haunt our earth, 


Then probably we Britons might yet bubble o’er with mirth, 
7 o . . ” . 

And yet methinks, on second thoughts, the world has ome Good Fairy, 

Light-hearted, ay, and /idera/ (this ought to mean a “‘ rise '’)* 
A person who delights the world in manner gay and airy, 

You'll observe him on the cover in a sort of jester's guise. 
Lo! Fun’s his name, and 'tis his game to keep the world advancing— 
Yes, ’tis he who makes it merry now no fairy-folk come dancing ! 





No Fear! 
(Sir Michael Hicks-Beach said in a recent speech that the Conservatives need not 
‘* Tue Tories need not fear the people ;”’ nay, 
But people fear lest Tories should, anon, 
Be chosen o'er the Government to sway, 
For then poor Common-sense’s chance were gone, 
And so, Sir M. H. Beach, they’re somewhat fearful 
That Britain’s outlook hardly would Be(a)ch-eerful ! 
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"[ DEALER, OSCUNING TO BUY A PICTORE 
| one 





PHUNG ON THE LINE & SKYED 
A most effective Tableau. 
( Origenal Sketch) 
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MICHAEL, ANGELO WA'tinG FORA Cat c a — THE DYEING GLADIATOR 
ARTISTIC TABLEAUX. 
NOT INCLUDED IN THOSE RECENTLY GIVEN WITH SUCH SUCCESS BY THE ROYAL INSTITUTE OF PAINTERS 
IN WATER-COLOURS AT THE PRINCE'S HALL. 




















TURF CUTTINGS. | “Don’t Name it!” 
To THe EpitTor or “ Fun,” [A new book, entitled ‘An Apology for the Life of Mr. Gladstone,” is about 


Sir,—Once more I have to ask the pertinent question, ‘‘who gave | to be issued } 
you so-and-so for the whatsername?” (In this case it is ‘‘who gave | An Apology for Gladstone’s life ! indeed, that’s very kind ; 


you Chislehurst for the Great Northern Handicap ?’’) and once more I do And doubtless the apologist is one of humble mind, 
not even pause for a reply but exclaim right out, and with triumph, But to that author we would say, ‘‘Oh ! man, exceeding wise ! 
‘*who but he who now attaches his brilliant Pray don’t apologise ! 


Tin _ ;, Meow 99 ; : 
Tip FOR THE MANCHESTER CUP. * We assure you, Mr. Gladstone is welcome to exist ; 


Tue Prophet approaches this tip in a state Though maybe his existence gives some Tories many a twist. 
Which isn’t so much as remotely meticulous, His life has not been a/tog«ther fruithless, we surmise— 
For giving the winner he Aas such a pate, So why apologise ? 
The ease that he does it with’s something ridiculous ; 
For Zema you may have a weakness perhaps ** Yea, through his three-score sixteen years, most people will admit 
(I’ve often seen horses with less possibilities), He has not been who//y idle—he has done a /iftle bit ; 
There's Postscript, Gonfalon, or some of those chaps, Some Reform tor this, our nation, he has managed to devise— 
Or Pizzaro may offer, for fortune, facilities. So, don’t apologise ! 
There’s Wire, and Crim Tartar, and Crom-a-boo too, 
But if you are ready to yield to persua-si-on, 
Why, here’s what the Prophet would have you to do, 
To put all you raise on the clever Eura-si-an. 
A lot of people gathered at Stamford Bridge to see the Princess Louise 
give away the prizes last week, and the old man was one of them, but 





** Though sometimes with his notions sometimes e’en his friends cannot 
His sincerity few people doubt. Moreover, W. G., 
Has just a fouch of eloquence, when he orating tries— 

So, why apologise ? 


the rain was almost too much for him, and the cold wind was quite; so | ** And in spite of rude Conservatives who lately roar and yell 
most of the time he was having ‘‘ warm with” under shelter in preference (Whenever he attempts to speak), in hope his aims to quell, 

to *‘cold without.” The best thing done was the 100 yards, where His dignified reproofs, methinks, have caused them some surpris?, 
Colman and Webster started together, kept together, and almost finished So, why apologise ? 


together, Colman just winning, thus proving the superiority of mustard i hs Ae 

over dictionaries. The final of the joo yards was stupidly managed, we So, pray sir, do not mention it—don’t name it, sir, we beg, : 

but the Princess did come and a away the prizes, after the Marquis We believe the world can tolerate our Scholar-Statesman, ‘ Weg., 
f 


had made a speech—so they told me when they called me in the morn- And we think for Tory mudlarks—who would pester him, like flies— 
ing, and asked me to put my boots outside. You had best apologise ! 
Yours, &c., TROPHONIUS, 

















VANDERBILT, the Yankee millionaire, who is coming to Europe, is a 
LitTLe lambs are sometimes both costly and troublesome creatures to | not-to-be-put-upon man. He has terrible rows with his washerwoman 
deal with. Ross Winans (the Crofter persecutor) has found this out in | when his collars are not got up snowy white, and docks her account. 
America as well as in Great Britain. e little Yankee lamb has been | It's just om the cards that the German and Italian princes won’t sell so 
the cause of more distress to Ross than the Scotch pet. many ‘‘old masters” and cwrios to Vanderbilt as they expect to. 
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THH ILL-USED PATRIOT: 
OR, A LITTLE STROKE OF IMAGINATION. 


[* House or Commons.— Mr. O’Brien said that it would be sheer hyp>crisy to 
tend that the Irish people entertained the same feelin tici pea d 
veihuslaam about the royal family as Englishmen.”’} =>, or participated in the came 


T was a very painful affair alto- 
gether. The base ingratitude of 
those one ‘‘ represents "—or is it 
**mis-represents””?—is always a 
shocking thing to contemplate. 

‘*Now I will go over to my 
native land and receive the enthu- 
siastic gratitude of the Irish People 
whose sentiments I have so well 
expressed,” said Mr. O’Brien 
comfortably to himself. He ar- 
rived in his native land. Some- 
how everything seemed chilly : 
no bed had been aired for him ; 
no comfortable fire had been 
lighted 3 there were no nice cosy 
slippers ready for him ; there was 
nothing to eat but a bit of cold 
shoulder, 

**Ah! the Irish People isn’t 
well, poor fellow!” murmured 
Mr. O’Brien, ‘‘ or he does not 
know of my arrival ; or——” 

He rang the bell: a hireling 
and paid waiter answered it. 

** Where is the Irish People 
whose sentiments I have ex- 
pressed?” asked Mr. O'Brien, 
**Have you informed him of my 
arrival?” 

** Yes, sorr,” said the waiter. 

** And how is it he did not instantly rush to embrace me? What 
did he say?” 

** Sed he was busy, sorr,’’ said the menial, ‘‘ and couldn’t be bothered 
by visitors.” 

** Vis—visit——-!” cried poor Mr. O’Brien. ‘‘ Z a vis—vis-it-t-itor? 
Oh! there must be some cruel mistake. I will see the Irish People 
whose sentiments I have set forth.” 

So poor Mr, O’Brien went out to call on the Irish People in its own 
residence. 

** Who’s there?” said the Irish People. 

‘*T—your representative—come to revel in your gratitude.” 

**Oh, you!” said the Irish People. ‘‘I have heard of you. You're 
one be those miserable obstructionists in the House of Commons, aren’t 
you 

Poor Mr. O’Brien was struck all of a heap. He rubbed his eyes, 
passed his hand across his poor dazed forehead, and sank into a chair, 
muttering, ‘‘Some mistake—some mistake.” 

** Well, what might you want with me?—I’m rather busy,” said the 
Irish People. 

Poor Mr. O'Brien fairly began a sob; but he checked it, and tried to 
say, calmly :—‘‘ Oh, I’m glad you are busy. Well employed no doubt, 
upon some patriotic work which will assist in freeing your torn and 
trampled country from the grip of the base alien?” 

**I beg pardon?” said the Irish People. 

Poor Mr. O’Brien repeated it all patiently. 

** Alien?” said the I. P. ‘‘ What al—oh, the Russians?” No, I’m 
not busy just at present preparing against the Russians. Fact is, I am 
working a banner to hoist in honour of the next royal visit—the one I 
displayed last time wasn’t big enou———” 

Poor Mr. O’B. staggered to his feet and reeled round three times ; 
then he sat down again with a wail. 

**Y—y—you working a banner in honour of royalty! You—you 
whose sentiments I have just set forth in Parl i 

** Eh?” said the I. P., suspiciously ; ‘‘ I’m extremely obliged for your 
unsolicited advocacy—extremely. Might I enquire what sort of senti- 
ments you were good enough to attribute to me?” 

**T said,” replied Mr. O'B., ar his subject, ‘‘ that it would 
be sheer hypocrisy to pretend that the Irish People entertained the 
rae feelings, or participated in the same enthusiasm about the royal 
amily——” 

‘* What?” said the Irish People, slowly rising ; ‘‘ you have dared to 
mix my name up with your small rabble of traitorous revolutionaries 
and——-?” And the Irish People went to the corner and fetched a 
great, heavy, merciless horsewhip. Poor Mr. O’Bri—but the scene is 
really oo painful ! 
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He who tells the truth shood get-out of stone’s throw.—O. E. PoTTs. 








THE ARTISTS’ BALL. 


A LETTER FROM TOWN, 


Dear Netty,—It isn’t my turn, I’m aware ; 
But my state of excitement is frightful ; 
I must write and tell you—my dear, 7 was there |— 
It was almost too sweetly delightful ! 
I’ve been to some costume affairs in my time 
In all sorts of places I’ve seen them, 
But com ** those” with “‘ this,” and the latter’s sublime 
With that ‘‘ step” that you know of between them. 


When Tom brought the tickets, my state you may guess, 
And I soon had them into my clutches,— 

For you know they'd invited the Prince and Princess, 
Not to mention the Duke and the Duchess. 

And then I'd my dress to discuss and select, 
Which cost me some groans and grimaces, 

For these artists are dreadful, my dear, and detect 
The dates on one’s buttons and laces. 


But we fixed it at last, and I think I looked nice 
(And I'm certain I conquered the cabby); 
I chose a Dutch dress that I'd seen once or twice, 
In the pictures of Boughton and Abbey. 
And Tom was a German, a knight, and all that, 
With dagger and sheath that it fits in ; 
A short but full cloak, and puffed *‘ trunks,” and a hat, 
Like a big tam-o’-shanter with slits in. 


Of all rooms I’ve seen (that are suited to balls), 
In experience somewhat extended, 
There’s none like the Prince’s, the white of its walls 
As a background for dresses is splendid. 
And, oh, my dear ! Aow can I paint you the scene ? 
With its Teutons, its Gauls and its Latins. 
(Tom gave me these words, / don’t know what they mean), 
Its brocades, and its silks, and its satins ! 


The Royalties came in the best of good time 
(With the Princess, as usual, charming), 

They looked very nice, but (it may be a crime) 
I don’t think them very alarming. 

But Tom, whose irreverence frightens your Madge, 
For it close on impiety borders, 

Would point out the Garter and Leopold badge 
And insist that they came in with orders | 


’Twas time for Forbes-Robertson now to appear 
As Vergil, to sing art’s 7¢ Deum ; 

(You remember his Claudio, don’t you, my dear, 
When he played at the darling Lyceum)? 

He’s a painter as well as an actor, you know, 
And in long robes of scarlet looked sweetly— 

With a wand in his hand, like a man at a show, 
And a wreath which disguised him completely. 


Well, the tableaux were lovely (I wanted to dance, 
So I thought them a trifle extensive) ; 
But the painters of old, it was plain ata glance, 
Must have found dressing rather expensive ! 
But when they formed up for a march through the hall, 
We forgot our small jocular strictures ; 
It wasn’t a bit like a fancy dress ball— 
They were people straight out of old pictures. 


Then dancing began, and the band and the lights, 
And the dresses and floor were delicious ; 

We knew lots of people, kings, painters and knights 
(My card shows the Fates were propitious.) 

There was somebody there, too, I've seen day by day 
(But at balls ye — 80 —_ —_ 1) 

Oh, Netty, ar ray what w you say 
If I dd ny a Du dengomsnster ? 


It must have been lovely to live in those days— 
The dresses alone were delightful — 


Then the feasts, and the fun, and the style, though, Tom says, 


If you weren’t a swell it was frightful. 

And, perhaps, after all, it’s not well to condemn 
The present, to favour, say, Penn’s day, 

So I’m your affectionate MADGF. 3 P.M; 
10 Stucco Street, Pimlico, Wens'day. 
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BANK HOLIDAY 


IN THE PARK. 











EE = 
'ARRY “DOING THE 'EAVY. 

‘Emery 'lecins.— “1 say, 'Ria, I Bet OUR TORN-OUT’S MAKIN’ 
A HIMPRESSION HON THE SWELLS WE'RE PARSING.” 
























THE IMPRESSION. 


Lady Clara.—** MAKE HASTE HOME, JOHN; THE SMELL OF 
THAT COMMON MAN’s CIGAR HAS MADE ME FEEL QUITE ILL.” 











” 





NEW LEAVES. 


Tue merits of the “nglish /llustrated Magazine are more and more 
manifest. Hugh Conway’s delightful story, ** A Family Affair,” will cause 
readers to regret the untimely death of the gifted author.—In Longman’s, 
William Black's ‘‘ White Heather” is simply delicious, Bret Harte’s 
**An Apostle of Tules,” and R. L. Stevenson's ** Prince Otto,” add to 
the interest of the number.—A/acmillan’s begins with the charming 
**Mrs. Dymond,” and ends with the ever-attractive ‘‘ Review of the 
Month.” —The great ag / and striking superiority of all productions 
in Zhe Century and St, Nicholas are beyond particularising.—No. 2 of 
The Manx Note Book is a model of artistic taste, completeness, skill, 

and variety, which ought to win extensive admiration.—In Parodie the 
Edgar Allan Poe collection is completed. —//ousehold Words teems with 
interest, entertainment, instructiveness, and amusement.—7%e Leisure 
Hour, The Sunday at Home, The Boy's Own Paper, The Girls Own 
Paper, and /riendly Greetings are as good as they always are, or better. 
—The Lads’ Gazette of Fashion, and Le Follet, display the usual 
amount of ‘‘inventiveness” in the never-failing crop of fashions for 
ladies’ dresses designed to ‘‘ expose’ on the one Bs and on the other 
to “conceal” (and distort) the ‘‘human form divine.”—7Z7h’e Family 
Doctor is likely to become a valued family einen on the slightest 





| and keeping.” 


pretence or none at all—everyone will be sending for the Family Doctor, 
—The Paper and Printing Trades Fournal, and The Stationery Trade 
Review can stand upon their well-known merits.—‘‘ Crystal Palace 
Programme of the Season” is a ‘‘ combination of attractions” which 
ought to ‘‘draw the multitudes.”—*‘ The Illustrated Catalogue of the 
Royal Society of Painters in Water-Colours” is a book worth ‘* having 
But for a collection of sketches from ‘‘the pictures of 
1885"? commend us, and let us commend others to the ‘* Pall Mall 
Extra ’’—where quantity and quality will be found combined. 


a ——— en - - oo -_— 


LOOK OUT FUR NEXT WEEK'S 


DERBY DOUBLE NUMBER 
‘TACK AND J LTT,” 


AN ILLUSTRATED WEEKLY MISCELLANY FOR EVERYBODY. 
SIXTEEN PACES ONE PENNY. 








OFFICES, 153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 





iP YOU WISH [UO BB WELL AND KEEP WELL, TAKS 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


THe PRINCESS’s,—Presented with all the care and finish of a new 
production, 7he Lights o’ London, as revived here, has every appearance 
of making for itself a very respectable second run. It deserves all it gets 
in this way, for it is one of the best dramas of its kind which has ever 
seen the light, making a good second to 7he Si/ver King, than which it 
is, particularly in its subordinate scenes and incidents, fuller of observa- 
tion and more true to nature, if not quite so original in main idea. Mr. 
Barrett plays his old part with all his old fire, point, and pathos ; and 
Miss Eastlake is able to show how much she has improved since she first 
surprised her friends and admirers with the unsuspected strength at her 
command in that wonderfully well-managed last act. Mr. Willard repeats 
his performance of the relentless Clifford (first of a long line of villains 
which have made him famous); and Mr. George Barrett is still the 
inimitable Jarvis. Altogether there seems to be an amount of life in the 
revival which should be sufficient to last until such time as the new drama, 
by Mr. H. A. Jones and that ‘‘ other person,” is ready—after which, by 
the way, we are promised more Shakespeare. 


_——— —- ——_-_- 


Tue Lyceum.—lI can only give a hurried note at this time to the 
production of O/ivia here on Wednesday, reserving my grand coup in 
the matter till next week, when I hope to be full of my nonsense about 
it. Its success was unequivocal, both from a popular and an artistic 
— of view, and, lovely play as it is, well mounted (though I may 

ave something to say on that point hereafter) and played by clever 
people, some of them at their very best (among whom of course must be 
numbered Miss Terry, whose infinitely delicate and natural performance 
of the heroine is not likely to fade readily from the memories of those 
who were so fortunate as to witness it), it deserves the best that can 
befall it. 

Her MaAjesty’s.—I fancy there must be a ballet called Zxce/sior 
going on here, but I am far from certain ; somebody told me it was to 
be produced 
on the 19th, 


iT then I heard 

) it was post- 

‘? poned to the 
4 


20th, then (the 
TN. first direct in- 
~s) timation I re- 
ceived myself) 
I had a tele- 


vi ‘ gram to say 
rN the date had 
| been altered 

to the 21st, 





Bue and that 
« “tickets 
4 sent” would 

| @ il be available— 
|" Shakespeare. which was a 
little mysteri- 

ous as there were no ‘‘ tickets sent ’’—then a notice on the doors of 
the theatre on the evening of the 21st announced a further postpone- 
ment to the 22nd, since when I’ve heard no more of it—perhaps 
they’ve gone on diurnally postponing it ever since, but that’s not very 
likely, 


Tue Princess's.—‘' More Licht 


THis Excelsior is the same elaborate five-act dance originally pro- 
duced at La Scala, Milan, with such success, and which started the 
Eden Theatre, Paris, on the road to glory two years ago. It would be 
interesting for these reasons alone, but I believe it was rather cleverly 
put together, excellently danced, and very pretty to look at as well, its 
one drawback—and a fatal one in this country I fancy—is its length, 
and with all its legs I should doubt it making any run to speak of. 


Nops AND WINKS,.—Owur Soys has been placed in the Opera Comique 
evening bill (vice The Guv'nor retired), and Bad Boys has retired from 
the Comedy bill (vice Boccaccio, promoted).—By the way, I’m pleased 
to see, and so are you, I hope, that Mr. Grundy’s 7%e Silver Shield 
(with some strengthening in its weakest part, let us hope) will be put 
before the public at this theatre about the middle of the month.—The 
Royal Victoria Hall and Coffee Tavern send me a copy of their Whit- 
suntide bill (too late for carlier mention) which seems to have been a 
liberal one, besides hints at other matters of entertainment in prospect 
—Poole’s Diorama, for instance, which will be exhibited there during 
part of June and July.—A rather novel performance of 7%e Zio Gen- 
tlemen of Verona will take place at the St. James’ to-morrow morning. 
It will be given by the ** Dramatic Students,” a new society, which 1s 


‘ ’ the . : . rap sha fan +b 
nder the ng London managers, he his 
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| 











leading London theatres."—7Zhe Great Pink Pearl has become the 
Prince's : this is appropriate. —We haven't had the last of the late Mr. 
Byron’s last plays yet ; there is still one in the background, which isn’t 
Mr, Wyndham’s Wicked Mavor, and which hasn’t even been christened 
yet. NESTOR, 


ed 





TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THe EDITOR OF ** FON, 


3 


\ IR, —Yourcor- 
/ respondent 
(meaning my 
vaticinating 
self) is no 
thing if not 
original— 
this opens a 
wide field of 
Sarcastic 
comment 
which I de- 
cline to enter 
—and at the 
approach of 
the — em 
phatically the 
—great hippic contest of the year—though, what there is hippic about 
horses, unless it is the ‘* hips” attached to the ‘‘hoorays”’ which greet 
the winner, or the possible damage done to a jockey should he be thrown, 
I do not know; a want of knowledge owing, perhaps, to my not being 
a scholar; far be it from me to suggest that the term arises in any way 
from the ‘‘ hips and horse” of our youth. 

But to return, at the approach, I say, of the great hippic contest of 
the year it behoves me to do something striking or original—I do both! 
Sir, doubtless you picture me, on this fair Wednesday morning in town, 
dressed to the nines, cigar, silver-knobbed stick, and ‘t Whiteboy ” hat 
complete, preparing to escort some fair and fascinating miss to the 
classic Downs. Well, the picture is all wrong—I shall not go atall. I 
intend to hold the proud position of the only professional tipster who 
stayed at home when the historic race for the Blue Ribbon (and you 
can spell it Riband, if you like) of the turf in 1885 was run. For this 
reason, sir, it is obvious that I am unable to give you one of those 
striking descriptions of the road, the rail, the course, the race, and the 
return which you will find in all the serious papers once a year. It is, 
however, quite possible to give you (and I do it to prove my words) my 
great and glorious 





Tip FOR THE DERBY, 


Ou, bright the sury and sweet the air, 
And fair the verdant downs, 
And dainty are the maidens there, 
And lovely are their gowns. 
And some there be not fair in looks, 
And mot ‘‘in verdure clad” 
(Though downy too), who’re making books, 
And driving losers mad. 


When future bards describe the scene 
In bold poetic way, 

They'll doubtless tell us it has beea 
A very Melton day. 

And should it rain like dogs and cats, 
And wet us to the socks, 

The bards will smile and tell us, ‘* that’s 


Your sort—a Paradox ! 


But he who is your honest pal 
And Prophet, Mr. Fun, 

Cannot forget Xaintrailles and (shall 
He say) ‘‘ what he has done,” 

The Chopette colt as well—the three, 
He thinks, are in these four, 

And Paradox the first should be— 
He can’t say any more. 


At least, he can’t say any more in verse, but he has a sort of a weak: 
ness in his inmost bosom for Child of the Mist, which far be it from hin 
to conceal, though far be it from him also to act upon it. And s9, 


wishing you all the best of luck and as much pleasure as you can expect, 

















: , : b ] 
taking your meals away from your comfortable homes while I shall be 
happy at *‘ my ain fireside,” out of the dust or mud (as the case m4! 
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SOME SPORTING PHRASES. | 


For the benefit of the uninitiated, Mr. Fun presents the following pictorial explanations :— 
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KNICKNACKS, A CONTEMPORARY mourns that six hundred drunkards commit suicide 
in Switzerland every year. A large mass of the sober Swiss regret that their 


‘‘IITAVE you not a word to say, Edwin?” cried Angelina on the re- : ; 
turn of her husband from the Derby. ‘Wise men say nothing in fellow countrymen who stagger about the stage of life seeing double, do not 

dangerous times,” warbled Edwin, | S¢¢ fit to double their number of players in the hasty departure perform- 
Then, after a long pause, he slowly | 2NC¢. By the way, touching this subject, TENNYSON’s immortal Bala- 
removed the blue veil from his hat, and clava poem, after a few trivial alterations, might be happily translated 
said in sententious tones, ‘It behoves | ito French and German for the edification of the Swiss natives, Here's 
us, my darling, in these hard times to be | # Sort of keynote :— 











—(/ic)—economical, This pretty ceru- Tue CHarce or THE Ticut Bricapg, 
lean cloudsh will make a nice dress for Steif 0 tusch | telce a ferch! 
our little Hilda, won’t it?”—(Aic), Another lurch onward ! 
Angelina rose abruptly, and gave him = a na V ater <¢ Seat 
a stiffer crack than he’d had on the hat seene we een | 

Theirs but a clogged reply ; 


Theirs not to reason why; 
_- Theirs but to drink and die ; 
Tue other night we heard an artist Into the Valley of Death 
Rolled the six hundred. 


say that the fiend in human shape who 
disfigures and scratches the Academy 
a ae gp Benny i THE Queen is even more wildly frolicsome in the pastime of sending 
bad enough for the vindictive creature whose jealousy impels i¢ to deface —— _ — ee dees buntoak otiad oda ee tans 
Ww . : H , ur oovercig : = ’ . 

oeks Of ast, /¢ should be let live to simmer and secthe in #s own and fourpence, during her stay at Aix, in wiring to her relatives and 


during the day. 

















nian 7” friends at Darmstadt. Some of her communications were read from the 
WE believe there is a somewhat obsolete Act of Parliament (which beginning to the end, too, 
might be revived with advantage), enacting that any person or persons 
A poy of ten years flung himself in front of an express train some days 


wilfully defacing works of art in places of public resort may, on convic- 
tion, be sentenced to a flogging of—well, we don’t know how many | ago. Luckily he was rescued in time. The reason he gave for having 
| lashes or stripes. The Academy fiend is not the only prowler who | attempted his life, was ‘‘ too much whacking.” Youth will have its fling, 
| Vents spleen on objects of art and beauty, and whose back might be | and its whack, too. This youngster evidently had the whack first and 
scratched and scored with advantage to the community, | tried the fling afterwards, 
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ANY CHANGE FOR THE BETTER. 
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The Thames Watermen’s Thames Defence Torpedo Brigade was an accomplished fact. The enemy's war-ships were at the Nore. Let's go down and see that the 
torpedoes are all right,” said the Brigade. ‘‘ Hullo !—why, if here ain't a old gentleman up to some mischief—cuttin’ the torpedoes’ electric wires. 
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They hauled the old vagabood | efure a magistrate. ‘“ What's my name?” he growled. ‘Why, Father Thames is my name. /d 


; ; on’t want to bedefended! Perhap 
if I fell into the hands of Russia they'd keep me a bit cleaner; so I thought I'd P 
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Filled with tardy re orse, we took the hist Hullo!” said a lighterma at the Pool, a year } e; “blest if there aint a bright thrippeny bit at the bottom 
there, If it wasn't fifty feet deep——" Al murmured Father Tham that s better—//a‘‘s the state I like to be in! 
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DERBY ENGLISH. 


{“ Bluebottle, having received rough handling among the elect over the mild event 
through acting as whipper-in, now had a fractional call of Gingerbread, who had 
earned brackets and made an entry into public life on the heath, stalling off Bings 
and sailing home in close attendance. Those in it anticipate his steaming over, rare 
and green, and possibly drawing out inside the distance, though Cucumber, who has 
lately delivered his credentials with a considerable balance at his banker's, may pos- 
sib!y read the filly a memorable lecture in the neighbourhood of the Corner. On the 
whole, I shall take the colt on my side, as having a fair chance of a bowing acqmain- 
tance with the veteran who, it is whispered, may yet iie in the offing and make sincerc 
apelogies to the youngster.” ~—J/ntelligible Extract rom Turf Article.) 


O AGE, with feeble knees 
that shake— 
O youth, unseared and 
pleasure-chasing, 
I do entreat you not to 





take, 
To writing articles on 
racing ! 
I do not, prejudice-en- 
slaved, 
Regard the calling as de- 
praved ; 
Let mere morality be 
waived— 
I'm fond of things a bit 
debasing. 





/ don’t object on honest 
chaste, 
Or avy high and pure pretences— 
/ only warn you not to taste 
The thing’s confounded consequences. 
I’}l just relate about a man 
Within whose heart the fancy ran, 
Ambition-born, to try the plan; 
And all his drear experiences, 


An editor he went and sought 
Who ruled a daily—or a weekly— 
**Good day. I’ve very often thought,” 
He said (with confidence, but meekly), 
** That I should like to write for you 
A sporting article or two 
Per day. Ten pourds a week will do.’ 
The other gazed upon him bleakly. 


He said, ‘‘ It’s good of you to come, 
And yet you lack that great possession— 
The esoteric idium— 
The basis of the whole profession, 
A spade for instance, I’m afraid, 
You'd go and write of as ‘a spade’— 
An error foreign to the trade 
And apt to make a bad impression.” 


‘¢ What odds? I’ll coach,” the youth replied 

And softened by his self-assertion, 

The other handed him a ‘‘ guide,” 

The offspring of his own exertion, 
Entitled ‘* How to use with grace 
Expressions wholly out of place ; 

With hints and Pathos, Filling Space ; 

Sham-Metaphor, and Dull Inversion.” 


The tyro made an eager start, 

And, with that book and application, 
Progressed immensely in the art 

Of misdirected designation, 
Till—such were his progressive ways— 
You couldn’t understand a phrase, 
Though listening for days and days 

To his enlightened conversation. 


He made the graceful art his own, 
With purpose so sustained and stable, 

That in a twelvemonth he had grown 
Divinely, totally, unable 

To ask for clothing, meat, or drink, 

Or mild cigars, or pen and ink, 

And died on fortune’s very brink, 
Beside his unreplenished table ! 








SOME one has said that the English take their pleasures sadly, but on 
Epsom Downs most people will be jockey-lar. 








THH BLUNDERBERRYS AT BREAKFAST, 


** Now, then, look alive,” said Mr. Blunderberry, bustling into the 
room where his better half stood gazing pensively from the window, 
while the cat devoured the haddock. 

* Why, how smart you are, dear!” cried his better half, admiringly 

** Not half so smart as you’ll have to be if you don’t want to send an 
empty Blunderberry to his daily toil. Come—hurry up!” 

** And you've got your white waistcoat on,” continued the good lady 

“Where do you want me to have it, eh? Think a white waistcoat's 
a thing to hang over your arm? Gota notion that a white waistcoat 
ought to be flaunted in the air like a banner? What other ideas have 
you raked out of your inner consciousness about masculineattire? Yes, 
Mrs. B., I’ve got ’em on, and I’m going off—like a dynamite cartridge,” 

**My, Solomon! What splendid spirits you're in this morning !” 

“You're an authority on spirits, ain’t you? If somebody would only 
bottle you up and cork you dewn, you’d only need an extra shilling a 
gallon duty to be a dangerous intoxicant. Are you going to give me any 
breakfast, or are you not?” 

** And you've got on a new blue tie,” said Mrs. Blunderberry, stil! 
harping on the exceptional splendour of her husband’s appearance. 
** You look just like a wedding,” 

‘* Aha! bring forth the fragrant orange blossom and twine it around 
my virgin brow. Drag out the veil of gauzy lace and wrap this blushing 
bride within its diaphanous folds. Wedding! Stuff and nonsense !” 

‘* But where ave you going, Solomon?” 

‘* Anywhere where I can get something to eat. Hang it, ma'am, 
don’t you know I'm starving? Can't you see me falling away before 
your very eyes? Think a man with a white waistcoat don't want to put 
anything inside it? Fancy a blue tie round a throat does away with all 
necessity for swallowing? Produce that food without a moment’s delay, 
or I shall be late for my appointment.” 

‘*T knew it, I knew it,” choked Mrs. Blunderberry; ‘‘I was sure of 
it directly you came down. You're—you’re—you're going to meet- 
some woman! ” and the good lady sobbed over the milk jug. 

‘* That’s the only meat I’m likely to have, unless I help myself,” said 
Mr. Blunderberry savagely, as he put his hands on a covered dish keep 
ing hot in the fender, and dropped it the next moment with a yowl of 
agony. : 
ee Oh! Solomon, why didn’t you let me do it?” cried his better half, 
forgetting her distress at the sight of her husband dancing about the 
floor wringing his hands. 

‘* Yah! you can do it now, if you’vea mind to, Think your husband is 
a Salamander? Got an idea you are united in the bonds of holy matri- 
mony to a Fire King ?” and the great and good man sat down and sliced 
at the loaf with savage fury. 

‘*But you haven't told me, after all, where you are going with your 
best things on,”’ said his wife, pertinaciously. 

‘‘Think I’m going down a coal mine, don’t you?” sneered her lord. 
‘“Where should I be going? Ain't I bound to my desk every day in 
the week? You're a first-rate hand at discovering mares’ nests, ain't 
you? And if I choose to go anywhere, why shouldn't I? Ain't I old 
enough to be allowed out without a nurse? I’m going to the City, 
Mrs. B, The City—you hear me ?—and I shan't be home to dinner.’’ 

And Mr. Blunderberry, after snatching a few hurried mouthfuls, 
donned a light dust coat and a white hat, and left the house, slamming 
the door behind him. Mrs. Blunderberry watched him from the window, 
and saw him pick a rose and place it in his button-hole, then she turned 
away with a sigh, and took up the hitherto unopened newspaper. 

‘*My!” she exclaimed, ‘‘it’s the Derby Day, and poor Solomon 
never knew it!” I wish he'd take a little pleasure sometimes, instead 
of toiling, toiling day after day at his ofiice. I’m afraid I was a little 
too hard on him, and I daresay he only put on his white waistcoat 
because he has to meet the Lord Mayor, or the Governor of the Bank of 
England, about those horrid 50 per cents., or something. I wonder if 
it’s worth while to telegraph him that it’s the Derby Day, in case he 


might get away in time to go?” 


— 





= 





Mrs. Weipon's mode of proceeding in legal matters has spread 
abroad. Twelve ladies of the ballet led a French court a pretty dance 
recently, by conducting their own cases in actions for wrongful dismissal. 
The girls gavotted round points of law, tripped up advocates, trod on 
the judge's toes, and twirled about till everybody got giddy, and mixed, 
At last the strain caused the judge’s mind to give way entirely ; he sent 
the chief usher out for five shillings worth of red fire, and, while it shed 
a rosy light over the hall of justice, this venerable gentleman sang an 
impromptu composition of his own, on ‘‘ neatly turned ankles and white 
satin shoes.” After the applause which followed his song had ceased, 
he beamingly gave judgment in favour of the fair dancers. 





A Worse THIEF THAN WesH ‘** TAFFY "or THE Lecenn.—A 
Welsher. 
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2 TO 1. 
A DERBY DAY STORY. 

We were betrothed ! 
She had a pedigree, I had a balance at my banker's, The blue blood 

of a race of Welsh princes coursed 
1 through herveins. By an uncle’s 
legacy I was the proprietor of a 
patent hair-dye. 

I had but one secret from her, 
It was the hair-dye ! 

She importuned me many a 
time and oft to reveal to her the 
profession which supplied her in 
lavish excess with bracelets, bou- 
quets, and bonbons. 

I answered evasively. 
her I was ‘something in the City. 

She winced even at that. The 
blood of the Welsh princes curdled 
at the mention of trade. What 
would it have done had I re- 
vealed the truth? 

My beloved Alicia had never 
been to the Derby, and never did 

he express a desire, but at once I 
hastened to gratify it. I would 
have had a special Derby on pur- 
pose for her had it been necessary, 

Ifowever, to my disappoint- 
ment, I was not to be privileged 
to escort her. 

She had made other arrange- 
ments. In point of fact, a hor 
tible cousin, with a big brown 
moustache, from a place in the 
Welsh mountains, with an unpro- 
nounceable name, was to drive a party of ladies and gentlemen to Epsom 
io his drag, and had invited her. 

She accepted, though there was no seat for me, Ilowever, they 
asked me to join them on the course, and share the luncheon provided 
in honour of the occasion, 

I flatter myself there was not a neater dressed man at the railway 
station that day than the writer of this melancholy narrative. 

A word about my personal appearance. I am of medium height; I 
am a blonde; my hair is straw coloured, and I part it in the middle; 
my eyes are a shade darker than my hair, and I am near sighted, On 
this account I wear f/ace mez, Iam not asa rule accounted muscular, 

In a grey suit, with a light overcoat, a red tie with a diamond pin, a 
white hat and a narrow black band—even without the rose in my 
buttonhole—I flatter myself there was never a Welsh prince of them all 
who could have found fault with my personal appearance. 

I reached the downs an hour or more before the time when I was to 
meet the drag, and in order to enter thoroughly into the sporting spirit 
of the day I backed a horse for one of the minor events. 

I had no knowledge of horseflesh, nor did I understand the manner in 
which money was customarily risked upon a race, but an obliging gentle- 
man with a husky voice and a placard in his hat to the effect that he was 
{lank of Sheftield undertook to instruct me, 

My horse won! To this day I have never been able to understand 
how or why—I most devoutly wish it had done nothing of the kind, It 
was the cause of all my subsequent woe, 

I asked Mr, Blank of Sheftield if he would please pay me the money 
which was my due, and Mr. Blank’s reply was rude. I urged that I 
should really like to have it, whereupon he put the stool on which he had 
been standing beneath his arm, and walked rapidly away. I followed, 
and again asked him to give me the money, 

He replied that if I followed him he would give me all I wanted, 
and perhaps something more. I was unprepared for such generosity, 
but, of course, I followed him, fancying he was taking me to his home— 
or his banker’s. 

When we had left the grand stand far behind, and had reached a distant 
and unfrequented part of the Downs, without any provocation on my 
part, he gave me a sudden blow behind the ear, which knocked me 
senseless, 

How long I lay in that little hollow, shaded by a few gorse bushes, I 
have no idea, but, when I recovered, I found that all my new garments, 
my hat, my buttonhole, my diamond pin, my purse, my watch—every- 
thing—had vanished! The suit, only home from the tailor's the pre- 
vious night, had disappeared, but with a kind consideration for my 
a the thief, whoever he might have been, had left behind some 
remarkable-looking clothes, the like of which I had never seen before. 
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was to get home to my London lodgings with all possible speed ; but 
when, on closer inspection, I discovered the garments left in exchange 
for those which had been my morning pride consisted of one of those 
spangled suits—and an old one at that—in which acrobats are accus- 
tomed to go through their gymnastic exercises, you may perhaps 
imagine what my feelings were, 

I put it on, It did not even fit well! Fancy the misery and shame 
I felt at the knowledge that I had to walk to London thus attired ! 
Luckily the robber had left me my ///e-72:, or I should not have been 
able to see a yard ahead, but even as I crooked them on my nose I could 
not help fancying they were rather out of character. 

I thought of spending the day in concealment among the gorse bushes, 
and walking home clothed more becomingly in the sable garments of 
the night; but the reflection that I should have to go for an entire day 
without food or drink, prevented me from doing this. I trusted to 
escape particular observation in the motly crowd which swarms upon the 
Downs on the Derby Day, and so, with the glasses on my nose, and a 
burning blush of shame upon my cheeks, I timidly started on, my 
journey. 

I did not escape ribald remarks as I crossed amongst the carriages on 
the hill, nor were the requests made me to stand on my head and sing 
a song altogether of a complimentary nature, but regardless of every- 
thing but escaping from the Downs before the drag with my adored one 
hould arrive, I pushed on recklessly, blunderingly, wildly, and was 

verjoyed to find that the general impression was that my appearance 

| behaviour were solely attributable to beer, 
What a position for the affianced of the descendant of a line of 
princes ! 

All went well with me till I had reached that part of the Downs 
known, I believe, as Tattenham Corner, and then—— 

Then there came running towards me a girl of nine or ten years, 
dressed in a short and dirty muslin skirt, a faded crimson velvet bodice, 
and pink cotton stockings. 

She had been weeping bitterly, and the tears had worn channels in 
the rouge upon her face. 

Father,” she cried, ‘father! I didnt go to run away —don’t beat 
me, father.” 

As she spoke I started back in amazement, and raising my eyes saw 
my betrothed looking down upon me from the box seat of a well- 
appointed drag, with an expression in which anger, scorn, contempt, 
and indignation were about equally blended. 

** Alicia!’’ I cried, stretching forth my hands in wild, imploring 
entreaty; *‘ Alicia, hear me !—save me!” 

** He's drunk,” said the driver of the drag—a confoundedly good- 
looking fellow, with a great brown moustache, (I never could grow a 
moustache, ) 

Alicia took a shilling from her purse, and threw it to me with wither- 
ing disdain, and then the drag drove on. I have that shilling still ! 

‘* Don’t beat me, father,” whimpered the gitl again, hiding her face in 
her hands and sobbing piteously, 

‘Hullo, hullo! what’s all this about?” asked a burly policeman, 
appearing on the scene. ‘Is this man your father, my dear?” 

Then the girlraised her head and looked at me steadfastly. 
no, no!” she cried with horror-struck accents. 

**You'll have to come along of me,” said the policeman, taking me 
roughly by the arm, ‘* Where is your father, my dear?” to the girl. 

“I dunno; I lost him in the crowd, I did, a hour agone ; but this 
man has got his clothes on, and I ’specks he’s been and murdered him,” 

By this time we had quite a large crowd around us, and it was a 
positive relief when I was presently hustled into a police van behind the 
grand stand, and driven down to the station-house, 

I passed that night in the lock-up, and the misery I endured no words 
can possibly express. In the morning I was brought before the magis- 
trates, and to them I told my piteous tale, | 


‘No, 





If you will believe me, they were so wanting in feeling, so—I may 
almost say brutal—as to laugh! Ilowever, in the end I was able to 
prove my identity, and to get some clothes down from London. 

The next day I had a short note from Alicia, 

She wrote, ‘‘ No wonder you were ashamed to tell me your pr 
a * 


Yours never, A 
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IT’S ALL IN THE DEFINITE ARTICLE; 
OR, THE MISTAKEN UNIT. 
{See recent letter from a juryman, describing treatment at Old Bailey, in newspapers.) 
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Ir was the newspapers which had just imbued him with the flattering 
idea, 

He had been reading a number of articles, written at the conclusion of 
Great Cases; they had unanimously agreed in saying, ‘‘ The Jury System 
being the Palladium of British Liberty, it behoves the Jurymen to re- 
member at all times the position of Trust, of Dignity, of Honour, of 
Responsibility in which he is placed by his High, Noble, Glorious 
Mission, The Monarch may be the fountain of honour; the Prime 
Minister may hold the reins of power ; but the British Juryman, holding | 
in his hand the liberties of the greatest people on earth, stands up as the | 
estate of the realm, inviolable, august, incorruptible, and worthy of all 
honour,” 

As he read these glowing words, he longed—oh, how he longed for 
the moment to come when /¢ should fill that high position, and be called 
on a jury. Every day he went down to the church-door to look at hisname 
m the list. At length the summons arrived: he was to attend at the 
Old Bailey at 2.15 a.m. the next day. 

Then he carefully robed himself in the beautiful suit of silk and satin 
he had had made for the occasion, curled his hair with the tongs, and 
put on a crimson plush cap with a sweeping ostrich feather in it. So he 
strode out from his abode with a boy in front of him shouting, ‘‘ The 
sritish Juryman approaches !” 

** Poor fellow—called on a jury!” muttered the people he met. This 
was his first surprise ; but he murmured to himself, ‘‘ With what cringing 
deference the judge and counsel will receive me at the Old Bailey!” 

** Juror?” said the official; ‘‘all right—get in there,” and the official 
shoved him with a long pole headlong down a steep flight of steps into 
an underground dungeon filled with rats, serpents, and darkness, and 
gave him some cat’s meat. In about three weeks’ time the official 
clawed him out with a pitchfork, and threw him into the road under an 
omnibus, remarking, ‘‘ Won’t be wanted till Toosday ; but you'd better 
turn up then or you'll get it ’ot!” 

He really was surprised—nay, indignant ; but he returned on Tuesday, 
and the official threw him into a lumber room among a heap of rags, and 
gave him some pig’s wash. In about a month he hauled him out with 
a grappling iron, and wedged him, with a hundred other jurors, in a 
small cupboard, There seventy-six of the other jurors died of suffoca- 
tion and exhaustion. 

At length he was shovelled into the jury box; his beautiful clothes 
were in nbbons and coated with pitch and cart grease, and his feather 
was crushed, 

** You're late, you fool!” said the judge: ‘fined five pounds,” 

** Do you know who I am?” asked our hero. ‘* Are you aware that 
Iam THE JURYMAN with large caps?” 

‘* Pooh !” replied the judge; ‘don't talk nonsense. You're only a 
juror, in the smallest type they make.” 

‘* O—o—o—o—oh !” said the person we are speaking of, 





To the Young Couple. 
‘* Bess you, my children,” saith Old Father Fun, 
Unto young Battenberg and our Princess ; 
And on the day these young folks are made one, 
FuN will appear in his best Sunday dress. 
May Beatrice find joy on every side, 
We would not have her Be-a-trice-tful bride ! 





In order that Prince Henry of Battenberg may more rapidly wax 
popular with the British Nation, her most gracious majesty the Queen 
recently issued a command that an artistic model of the young German 
gentleman should be designed with a looking-forward-to-the-honeymoon 





xpression on his face, and be placed in Madame Tussaud’s. 





JOSSER JAMES. 


I TOLD you of Loblolly Luke, my boys, 
A number or two ago, 


And showed how the slang which the tar employs 


Wi h that of the land don’t flow. 

And now I will tell of his brother, too,— 
By similar kinds of games 

He often amused his companions, who 
All knew him as Josser James, 


This James was picked up by a chance, like Luke, 


At equally tender age, 

By the kind of a man they call a duke, 
Who put him upon the stage. 

And though he was never an acting swell, 
He managed to make it pay, 

And he pottered along extremely well— 
Till he came to Derby Day. 


Now the party upon the stage who acts, 
And the party who backs and bets 

(It’s one of the most notorious facts), 
Belong to different sets ; 

And the slang of one to t’other will be, 
You'll readily understand, 

As puzzling quite as the slang of the sea 
To the party who slangs on land. 


But James had determined that year to see 
The Derby run, for a freak 

(Though he had supposed the Derby to be 
The county that holds the Peak !) 

And hearing them talk of ‘‘ entries,”’ thought 
They referred to those in plays— 


Though the turfites showed less mous than they ought 


In similar thoughtless ways. 


The way they mistook his entire intent, 
When he mentioned ‘‘a run” appals ; 

And #e couldn't think what the fellows meant 
By horses in ** boxes and stalls 1” 


When they said that a mare would ‘take the lead,” 


Was dreadfully mystified ; 
And thought they meant some so¢/o voce screed 
When they spoke of *‘so much a-side,”’ 


He thought the ‘‘ grand stand ” was a feed for the press 


Of chicken and ‘‘ cham ” and broth ; 


And ‘‘ backing,’ he thought, could mean no less 


Than a ‘‘ garden” or “‘ landscape cloth; ” 


While ‘‘ sub” meant a draw in advance of screw, 


And *‘ booking” his ear attracts ; 
And “‘ weight for age” must be, he knew, 
Those ‘‘ waits” in between the acts. 


They were whispering ‘‘mug,” and he thought the word 


For some low comedy meant ; 

And “juvenile stakes” of course inferred 
A feed for a Walking Gent. 

But it puzzled him so, he was well-nigh cracked 
When the ev’ning was closing in ; 


And it finished him quite when he found he’d backed 


The whole of the field to win! 





— > 





THE PROPER SORT Or ** CorRECT CARD,” —A true gentleman. 














ae ee ae 


7 ANDY kept tty 


ORIEN 


ong gE ANS 








AREER IN 














JUNE 3, 1885. 

















WEL eae Te 


r 


* ASN ats Gros 


ARNON hy 








A Roundabout Derby.—The Race of the 


Season. | | 

(SEE CARTOON.) | Maw > N 
Ou! Life it isa Roundabout— | \ A) 
The Life of Politics ; | | LS 
Steeds seem to caper in and out, | B27 


And practice circus-tricks ; 

Whilst riders grave, and riders gay, 
Surge thither, never still, 

All madly eager to display | 
Their own especial skill, 


Each mounts his hobby, and of course 
His hobby carries him, 

Till heads beholding man and horse, 
Like theirs, begin to swim ; 

And some proceed to think it would 
Be well to slack the pace, 

And some to wonder where’s the good 
Of riding such a race, 


So for awhile the whirligig 
Goes round, and round, and round, 
Then stops, that they who’ve run their rig 
May reach again the ground : 
But what appears the strangest part, 
And makes the critics’scoff, 
Is this—that just where they did start 
They frequently leave off. 








(H)aunt-ed ! 
On Derby Day no end of folks 
Will join in ‘‘rows” and ‘‘ rallies,” 
While some will try relations’ jokes, | 
Especially Aunt(s’) Sallies. | 





“When Greek Meets—” 
[Mr. W. D. Howells, the American novelist, says that “‘no woman | 
marries who studies Greek.”’] 
HOWRLLS says no woman who has studied Greek 
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E’er settles down in matrimony’s path ; 
Tis wise, perhaps—for husbands, e’en if meek, 

Might, if their wives talked Greek to them, show wrath. 
Why, if our wife used Greek with tongue or pen, 
We'd not a-Gree(k) quite comfortably then. 


You’RE A Brick. 


THe LITTLE 4ALD/CAL AT EPSOM. 
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Son of Radical Peer (to Spriggs, their Tailor).—‘** How Dk DO, SPRIGGS? 
COME AND HAVE LUNCH WITH US, OLD Boy,” 














and be congratulated « 


CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES. 





GOVERNMENT BY ANTICIPATION, 


[When Mr. Childers made up his mind to increase the duty on spirits, the revenue 
officers immediately proceeded to levy the additional tax without waiting till it had 
been formally voted by Parliament. Mr. Childers, perhaps, will not, after all, raise 
the spirit duty. But in the meanwhile manufacturers and distillers have had to raise 
their prices to compensate for the extra tax which they have already paid. Perhaps 
they will get the amount levied returned to them, but in any case there has been some 
loss to the public.—Mewsfaper.} 

SPIRIT DRINKER. Eh? What? Pay fourpence extra duty on this 
bottle of whisky when no act has been passed about it? Well, never 
mind ; I will sit down and havea glass of it to comfort me for the 
fraud—eh, Mr. Policeman? ‘‘Must remove me in custody?” What 
for? ‘* Drinking intoxicants?” Why, there’s no law to that ef—— 

POLICEMAN, I don’t know anything about that, sir. I'm very sorry, 
I'm sure; but I’ve got my orders to take up and charge anybody caught 
in the act of drinking intoxicants, * . ‘ 

SpPrRIT DRINKER, But, if you please, your Worship, there isn’t any 
law against drinking intoxicants, is there ? 

His WorsHiPp. Eh? Well—perhaps not any /aw exactly—but it 
amounts—that is it wi// amount to the same thing. What did he sa 
he thought the offender ought to have, Mr. Jinks? ‘*Six weeks wit 
hard”? I’m very sorry for you, prisoner; but I must send you for six 
weeks with hard, 

* - x 

SprRIT DRINKER. Oh dear, Mr. Policeman ! 
weeks of it yet ! 

POLICEMAN. All right, sir; cheer up. You're to come along o’ me, 

His WorsuHIP. Prisoner, you are discharged without a stain on your 
character ; and what’s more What amount did he think ought to 
be—eh, Mr. Jinks? ‘A thousand pounds,” eh? We haven't anything 


like that amount in the poor box! Let the prisoner have all there is ; 
n his part in supporting the exchequer. 


* * * 
Five more dreadful 





Sprkir DRINKER, Dear me! 
wretch being led to my old cell? 


llowever—— Who's 


that 


poo! 


POLICEMAN. Well, sir, that’s the total abstainer got six months with 


hard, 


e ° * « e 


SPIRIT DRINKER. Home once more; and with fifteen nice 
Very strange—but I'l) 
Hullo, Mr. Policeman ! 


and sevenpence halfpenny out of the poor box ! 
have a drop of that whisky Come in. 





> 


ounds 


POLICEMAN. Very sorry, sir; but I’ve caught you drinking intoxicants 


and shall have to charge you again. . . 

MAGISTRATE. Hum !—well I suppose it 
you are committed for trial. 
him a laurel crown. . . 


* 


THE JopGe. Hum !—I suppose he is really of that opinion. 


vill be passed. 
Jailer, release the total abstainer, and give 


* 
Prisoner, 


* 


Well, 


then, prisoner, I have no alternative but to pass upon you the extreme 


sentence ot the law. 


. * * * * 


Spirit Drinker. And I am really to be hanged to-morrow morning, 


? 





jailer? May I ask, before I die, by what law 


JatLer. Well, sir, it ain’t exactly law; leastways not yet. 
One branch of the executive's levying the new duties before they'd 


way. 
become law, ‘as put the other branches on their mettle. 


It’s this 


** We mustn't 


be behind the times,” says the courts ; ‘‘d’rectly amy member of Parlia- 


ment even expresses an opinion, we'll consider it as law, 


Then Sir 


Wilfrid ses in the Lobby, ‘ Drinkers of intoxicants ought to have six 


weeks’ with ‘ard,’ and then you got it, 


A week after, Mr, Childers, 


he says to ‘is aunt, ‘I say as drinkers of intoxicants ought to ‘ave a 
thousand pounds give ’em, and be complemented on their assistance to 


the revenue, and it’s the abstainer ought to git six months.’ 


Then 


they let you out and locked Aim up. Then Sir Wilfrid he up and ses, 
‘ The drinker of intoxicants ought to be committed for trial and ‘anged, 


and the abstainer ought to ‘ave a laurel crown.’ 
stands now, and there's no 'elp for it.” 


And that’s how it 
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By your Leaves! 


THE trees around Epsom lately 
Are praised by many folks ; 

But the trees that will please them greatly 
On Friday, will be the ‘* Oaks!” 


A Derby Dish. 

SOME can afford any steak they may wish : 
And some have to do with a cheap steak , 
But many just now choose the chummy’ pe! 

di-h, 
Which diet, of course, is a sweep’(s)-stake. 


lady Diana,—“‘GRAND FINISH, WASN’T 11? How’s your Book?” 
Captain Plunger. —“ I'M HARD HIT; LosT SIX Dozen DenTs AND— 
lady D.—** Hepcep?” The Captain.—‘* Ves, WELL, 
Lady J), —‘* THe FAVOURITE WINS!” [7h4e Captain wins the ba 
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HEARD ON THE HILL. 


of her success, determines before next Epsom Summer to enter the Ring. 


a ee ene 
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Weighty Words. 
THe Derby is a ‘“‘weight-for-age” race 
called, 
But Fun, who's always a reflective sage, 
Observing many people grey and bald, 
Desires to mention on this glowing page, 
That, howe’er ‘‘ weight-for-age” may be the 
case 
With Derby races—still the Human Race 
Do not have very long to wait-for-age ! 


A BLack LOoOoK-OUT FOR THE DERBY 
Day.—The niggers. 
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MY Heart!” 
Ir I'vE WON YOUR HAND’ —(A)edcong closer—‘* Tei Me,” 
cer who has backed the winner, and Lady Diana, on the strensth 
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Which-ery. 


That their House will be voted a nuisaace—a block, | 
And (as though ‘twere bewitched) ’twill receive a great shock. 

FuN has often predicted its fate weuld be ‘‘sich,”’ 

And one day you'll say ‘‘ He's as good as a witch.”’ 


R.A.-R.A.-ngements, 


Joun Perrir’s “ Chailenged” has much praise received— 
A strong dramatic scene he has achieved ; 

And those who challenged his success, we say, 

Would all be acting in a Pettie way. 





TH generous manner in which Members on both sides of the House 

[A candidate for Parliamentary honours observed, at the Press Fund Dinner the of Commons ** stumped up " when a subscription was started for the 
ther night, that “one of the Houses of Parliament whose health he had to propose, | purpose of having the late Speaker’s portrait painted, amply testified that 
was in a dying condition.” The audience promptly inquired ** Which ?"] he was one of the right Brand, The picture now hangs in the Royal 
“Wuicn?” indeed! What a question to ask—when we know Academy, and is a striking likeness of the impartial man who never 
Which one of the Houses (if any) must go. allowed political bias to over-ride duty. In this case the artist has caught 

It is plain that if Peers wf// continue to spoil the ex-Speaker’s eye at a happy moment. The admirable likeness will 
The Reform bills o’er which our M.P.’s often tof, be presented at the close of the Academy show to the apple of the ex- 


AN ILLUSTRATED WEEKLY MISCELLANY FOR EVERYBODY. 


eaker's eye, viz., his wife, Lady Hampden. 
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EVERY WEDNESDAY. 


“TACE sawp JIL,” 


TWELVE LARGE PAGES FULL OF PICTURES. 
OMe Paw Wz. 





OFFICES, 153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 








5 Richest Custard! Withoat 
Fgys!! Half the Cost 
and Trouble!!! Chote! 
Delicious! A Great Luxury !! 
See that 
you get 
BIRD'S 








Pints. 
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Sis Prire Me 





vcerane PURE! SOLUBLE!!! REFRESHING!!! 
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FUN’S THEATRICAL “PAGES.” 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


fy HE LYCEUM,—Mr. Wills is pro- 
bably wise in his generation in 
providing a “‘ happy ending ” (or, 
more correctly, the estion of 
a happy ending) to Ofvia, but 
the os a“! ends with the 
act. The fourth is some- 
what out of harmony with the 
Rory |) ibilities in tenour, and made 
mnie //// Go eo nitens shesh sccuptable te 
eae// being played in three scenes in- 
aa ig ae stead of one, as originally con- 
Nay Ya structed. This latter arrangement 
——Z gives us a wonderfully beautiful 
winter scene, with some of those 
effects of light for which the 
Lyceum is so famous, but it is a 
concession to carpentry very un- 
characteristic of the house. 





a 
- 
_ 





Tue Rovatty.—Tue Doctor cives 
THE LINES RATHER ASHLEY. 


HOWEVER, worse faults than 
these might be pardoned for the sake of Miss Terry’s most beautiful 
performance in a beautiful play. ‘‘ Perfect’’ is a dangerous word to 
use (it leaves one nothing further to say on future occasions), but it may 
be used without much hesitation in this case. At every point and turn 
of the character, Miss Terry is ready with the subtly appreciative art 
which is Nature, the delicacy and assured truth of which can arise from 
nothing but genius. If I were to single out any particular scene as 
specially admirable, it would be the one in which she gives away her 
little keepsakes to the family before her flight; the strong scene with 
Thornhill in the third act, admirable as it is, is not nearly so difficult to 
act, 


Mr. Irvine's Dr. Primrose is a fine and dignified picture, touching 
in its sorrow and full of an old-world flavour that is very taking; and 
Mr. Terriss’s ** Wicked Squire” is much more full of thought and finish 
than is usual with his work, Perhaps this is an ungracious way of 
putting it, for the performance is very excellent in every way. It is no 
fault of his that he hunts the fox “from morn till dewy eve” in late 
autumn, For the rest Mr. Wenman is hard and stagey, Miss L. 
Payne sufficiently dignified, and Miss Emery sufficiently captivating. 
The scenery is artistic and *‘ prosperous” looking. 


THe ROYALTy.—A very bad first piece, very badly acted, was what 
I sat out here (under the mistaken impression that it was new) on the 
first night of Dr. D. So perhaps my temper was soured thereby, and 
I was not able to do full justice to the latter work. And yet I was 
made much of too. A pretty and pale haired young lady received me, 
and I saw that Mr. Levey must treat his dependants kindly, for this 
fair maid was clearly happy; sbe hummed the tune the band were 
playing, and waltzed lightly before me as she conducted me to my seat 
—literally dancing attendance on me, in fact; and I found myself in 
possession of quite a library of books and picces of music, ‘‘ with Mr. 


of that mother-of-pearl pillar which abuts vpon the O.P. box, 


AND yet, though soothed, I was not satisfied. The plot of the play 
is a trifle childish, and the imitation of its model a little too close—the 
three students who pair off with the three young ladies—the unison 
character chorus (in this case they are bath-chairmen—whose chairs, by 
the way, are not da/h chairs at all!) and the ‘‘ Judge’s song ”-like solo, 
are particularly striking. Then the music, tuneful and pleasant enough, 
and *‘ orchestrated” with unusual skill, covers a wide field of remini- 
scence—mostly Sir Arthur Sullivanesque. The dialogue is above the 
average, however (al h some turns of it were better absent), and 
the lyrics are smartly written, and with considerable command of rhyme, 
which, with the pretty music and closer playing, maysatisfy 
the public for awhile ; but I don’t anticipate a brilliant campaign for it. 


Tue principal weight of the acting falls upon Mr. Henry Ashley, 
than whom I cs no funnier comedian when he knows his part. As 


he did not quite fulfil that condition on this occasion, it would be unfair 
to criticise his performance, Miss Emily Cross played a husband- 
seeking spinster with due appreciation of its points, but her voice did 
not *‘carry,” even in the circumscribed limits of the Royalty. Miss 
Amy Florence seemed nervous, but I do not think her voice has much 
timbre at the best, except in some of the middle notes, although she 





seems a practised and educated singer, too, Miss Ethel Pierson’s vocal 
case was an agreeable contrast, and the sweetness of her notes very 
pleasant to listen to; and Mr. Leumane filled his office of first lover 
painstakingly and with success. 


Levey’s eompliments,” as I sank into my seat, with its magnificent view | 





Tue Comepy.—Soccaccio has been revived here, with Miss Cameron 
in her original part and Arthur Roberts as the Prince—the latter a big 
gain to the cast, for he is not only funny in himself, but the cause of fun 
in others. Miss Kate Monroe, who resumes her old part, with whom 
most of his *‘ business” is, coming out quite strongly. Their duets, 
especially ‘‘ Onery, twoery,” &c, are capital, though Arthur made his 
companion laugh so in one of the verses that she couldn’t sing a word. 
Miss Cameron was in good voice and form, and altogether proved con- 
clusively that her place is in opera bouffe, and not in inferior comedy. 
Mr. Kelleher resumes his part of the cooper, but there have been 
extensive changes otherwise. Miss Camille D’Arville now appears— 
and appears to advantage, physically as well as vocally—as Leonetto in 
place of Mr. Rising. Miss Marie Tempest has good voice and style, 
and sings Fiametta’s music very prettily; Mr, Victor Stevens, who 
somehow seems less funny than is his wont, is yet comical enough, too, 
as Lambertuccio; and clever Miss Carrie Daniels, a good singer, who 
first ‘‘came along” with the Fun on the Bristol troupe, gave a good 
enough account of Peronella. I mustn’t forget Miss Clara Grahame ; 
she is all there, and she is very funny. The way her eyebrows go up 
with surprise when she finds it her turn to say anything, the smiling, 
matter-of-fact way in which she says it, and the mixture of surprise, 
triumph, and sense of the ridiculous which beams from her expressive 
countenance when she finds that she Aas said it, are all in the highest 
art, and delightful to study; but I don’t see the point of the joke of her 
assuming Leonetto’s coat in the last act. 


36, Fitzroy Square.—The 20th Middlesex (Artists’) Corps, cf 
which this is the head-quarters, gave the inaugural performance of their 
new dramatic club on the Ist 
inst, The pieces chosen were 
Good for Nothing and The Serious 
Family ; and, making due allow- 
ance for the want of finish and 
resource which only professional 
training or long practice can give, 
they were very creditably per- 
formed, Selection of any particular 
member for praise is perhaps in- 
vidious, but Corporal H, W. 
Dickson appears to be the lion of 
the troupe, as he rejoiced in the 
possession of two parts, and fairly 
sustained the position; and Miss 
Alice Fripp had quite caught the 
spirit of Mrs. Ormsby Delmaine, 
and played it with considerable 
vivacity. Colonel Edis, the pre- 
sent, and Sir Frederic Leighton, 
the late, commanding officer of 
the regiment, graced the scene, Ample refreshment was forthcoming, 
and the band “‘ discoursed sweet music” most sweetly until they had to 
be sent out of the room to an adjacent staircase, whence softened sounds 
were subsequently wafted us-ward, The Club may be congratulated on 
its start. 
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36 Firzrov Sovuare.—ONE OF THE 
ARTISTS—THE WIpDow. 


Nops AND WINKs.—Next Monday Miss Agnes Consuelo, who, 
they tell me, has been touring with some success, appears at the Standard 
in a piece called Zana, for one week. I wonder if that is Zanathing 
to you.—7he Duke of Swindleton, a new farcical comedy by Mr. W 
Burnside, will be produced at the Opera Comique to-morrow morning. 

NESTOR, 








The Hotel Metropole. 


AMONG thousands of other singular experiences, we’ve been up in 
balloons, down in sewers, and also have seen several gentlemen and 
ladies ed. We merely mention these trivial facts to show that we 
are not likely to be easily amazed, or, to put it vulgarly, ‘‘ knocked 
over.” On visiting the Hotel Métropole the other day, however, we 
must confess to having received a novel shock of astonishment, Its size 
and resources struck us with a respectful awe. Its 6,000,000 bricks, 
90,000, cubic feet of stone, 11,000 tons of ironwork, and 70 miles of 
electric wire almost proved too much for our feeli Still, we were 
not entirely overcome. We en en stand on doorstep of the 
principal entrance in Northumber Avenue, and, in a bland voice. 
invite the public to “‘ walk up” and inspect this magnificent structure, 
grand in construction, artistic in fitting. 

H. H. Armstead, Esq., R.A., invests the main inlet to the hotel with 
artistic merit by his magnificent stone carving which allegorically repre- 
sents “London,” while the well-designed stained glass by Messrs. 
Clayton and Bell both enlivens the interior, and sheds a soothingly soft 
and pleasantly dreamy effect throughout the building, thereby displaying 
a rare combination of opposite forces. 
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Between the Acts. 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


It’s commonly found, in theatrical things, 
That spectators possessing the means 
Will at times take a peep of the world at the | 

** wings,” 
And behind the mysterious scenes, 


’Tis amusing to learn how the actors appear 

’Twixt the acts, and to spot, don’t you know, | 

Some — knight very cheerfully quaffing his | 
er 

With a whilom implacable foe. 


It is pleasant to think that their terrible rage, 
As their costume, was simply ‘‘ put on,” 
Though just now they were fighting like fiends 
on the stage, 
And again may be at it anon. 


It is pretty to see how they chummily chat, 
As if one ne’er dealt t’other a stroke ; 
And the way they have brought down the house 
and all that, 
Is the subject of chuckle and joke, 


But, alas, there’s no telling how far such a peace 
Be the genuine stuff or a fraud, 
Still one hopes that their friendship may hence- | 
forth increase | 
While the public more loudly applaud. 





HENRY WARD BEECHER says, **If ever a 
man needed an umbrella to shield him from a 


Henry! The G. O. M. has five ** gamps” in 

his possession, which he has borrowed from | 
that kindly old soul, H. R. H. the Duke of | 
Cambridge ! 


DOESN'T.” 











WRETCHES! 
storm, it is Mr. Gladstone.” Don’t worry, | First Bon Vivant,—“'’PON MY|WORD, OLD MAN, I pON’rs KNOW WHICH IS THE 


GREATEST JOY—WINE OR WOMAN. BOTH SPARKLE, BUT INTOXICATE," 
Second Do.—‘* BUT WINE HAS THIS ADVANTAGE, IT IMPROVES WITH AG, WOMAN 


First Do.—** Wet, I Don’T KNOW—SHE OFTEN G&Ts JUST AS Crusty.” 








OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL AS A POLITICAL “ COACH.” 


To save explanations, I subjoin the following advertisement :— 

** THE COMING GENERAL ELECTION.—A gentleman of the Lon- 
don Press, peculiarly fitted for the important task, is ready to assist 
intending candidates for seats in the next Parliament in the compo- 
sttton and delivery of speeches, and in general political and Par/ia- 
mentary deportment. Politics of candidates immaterial, and secrecy 
guaranteed,—For full details apply to E.-S.,49 Chilkumpton Terrace, 
Larrikin Road, Ball's Pond, N.E.” 

This announcement, Sir, which I am surprised to find has not met your 


the most satisfactory results, as you shall hear, 
Well, then, at this moment I have no less than thirteen would-be 


are Tories, four Radicals, one an Anti- Vaccination candidate, and one an 
Independent. As there are so many Tories, and my time, as you know, 


but none of them would hear of it. In truth, the whole of my pupils 
are so curiously averse to publicity, that they adopt all kinds of eccentric 
expedients to get into my house unnoticed. 

One of my Tory students, who kopes to represent a Midland borough, 


up as an old woman, As a matter of fact, his disguise only makes him 
look what he really is, but of course I don’t tell him so. 
Another—this is a Radical who pays me the heaviest fee of all, in 
consideration of my elaborating topical facefie for him to work into his 
fortnightly speeches to the Liberal Four Hundred which chose him—is 
still more nervous of discovery ; and he actually is delivered at my 
house every Saturday from a tilt-cart, in a big clothes-basket, as thoug 
he were our ‘* wash.” 

Another pupil lounges down our area steps casually in the uniform of 
a policeman; and a foastiaahe Anti-Vaccinationist—by arrangement 
with the tenant at No. 4, the corner-house in our terrace, calls there 
weekly with a scythe and a green baize apron, as though he were a 
jobbing gardener, and then w on to my premises by a series of strategic 
movements at the rear, over five garden-walls and a rockery! — 
Once having got them—my old boys—inside, my work begins. At 


I find my embryo Burkes and incipient Grattans terribly slow, As 





eye, has been in the London papers for more than six weeks past with | 


comes to my house every Tuesday and Friday at seven p.m., dressed | 


i 





first they used to amuse me, but the novelty has worn off now; and | 
| two, 


You have doubtless wondered, Sir, what has become of me of late. | 


the seven Tories are all up for constituencies widely apart from each 


other, I make the same high old constitutional speech do for the lot. 
Fancy my feelings, then, as I sit for twelve hours a week listening to 


| seven nervous middle-aged gentlemen, all more or less puffy and podgy, 


| 


stammering out the same eloquent sentences, 
The Radicals are more fluent, and come to me rather to learn rheto- 
rical effects and fitting attitudes than the mere words of their speeches. 


_ One of the four is an especially apt pupil, and for his personal use I 


' 
| 


have elaborated a peroration which concludes with his simultaneous 


_ verbal destruction of the Oligarchical Chamber and actual smashing of 
a water-bottle, one of which I have considered it safe to assume will be 


| 


legislators under my fostering care ; and it will prove to you how tho- | 
roughly unprejudiced / am in the matter when I add that seven of them | 


always found on the chairman’s table at the political meetings he attends, 

But I think the Anti-Vaccinationist is the best fun of all. He is per- 
sonally anxious to introduce a surprise into his speeches in the shape of 
the wax model of a baby (on a colossal scale) which died of impure 
lymph, and as I vainly endeavoured to dissuade him from the notion, I 
have since been writing a speech for him leading dramatically up to the 


| waxen infant, which, at my suggestion, will shoot up a vampire-trap in 


; 


is precious, I tried to induce them to study rhetoric with me in a class; _ 


| the floor of the platform of the N—— Town Hall at a given signal. 


In strict confidence, Sir, there is one of my Tory pupils who grows 


| more and more nervous as the ordeal of the General Election approaches, 


and it seems to me that when the hour really arrives I shall have to go 
down to W—— and get elected for him, Meanwhile, I have an excel- 
lent stock of Tory and Radical speeches on hand, and am ready to supply 
them, with full rhetorical instructions, at a very moderate rate. 
N.B.—Local topical facetic interpolated at ninepence per quip ! 








R.A.-R.A.-ngementa. 


G. McCuLtocn sends a picture that he doubtless views with pride, 
Its title is ‘* A Cloud ;” yet, strange to say, it isn’t “* skied.” 

Some people who don’t like a thing say ** Blow it!” you're aware, 

But that expression cannot well be used to this affair ; 

In fact, it isa thing of which McCulloch should be proud, 

That e’en inveterate smokers do not want to “ blow” this cloud.” 





A new mitre has been subsccibed for by several friends of the new 


| Bishop of Lincoln. The subscription wee bound to be a success, for 


all who were attached to the new prelate would be sure to give a mite-or 
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THE ARTIST AS HE SHOULD BE. 
(FOR CORROBORATION, APPLY TO THE ‘* BRITISH MATRON.”’) 
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ENIOKNAOKS. 


Five hundred and sixty Good Templars of South-West Lancashire 
are reported to have been suspended, and forty expelled the order. 
‘ Previous to suspension the five hundred and 
sixty Good 77es had allowed themselves just 
a little too much rope. The forty expelled 
had made things hum so giddily in South 
Lancasbire, that their go-as-you-please 
habits and slippery-latch-key conduct could 
no longer be winked at by any moderately 
staid Good Templar. 





Mrs. WELDON justly considers she is 
cruelly libelled when called fat. The lady 
was only pleasantly chubby when we last 
saw and heard her. But the person who 
described her last year as a ‘‘tall slight 
woman,” ambled a long way round the truth. 


As a rule French ‘‘ duels” terminate with 
less personal damage to the principals en- 
gaged than usually occurs to boys who in- 
dulge in a pea-shooting fight. But when the 
best swordsman in a French regiment, while 
settling an affair of honour, rushed upon his 
idversaiy » weapen, and in the most deliberate manner pegged himself 
wut, it is not surprising to hear that a judicial inquiry was held. The 
general verdict seems to have been that it is a trifle mean to play 
suicidal pranks in such a manner, 


THe improvers of the Bible in many cases have Dutch metalled 
refined gold with a vengeance. 


THE latest crank amongst the haters of advanced education is that 
our Board School children are likely to breed a nation of squinters, be- 
cause, while being taught sewing, they are obliged to thread needles, 
It appears most of the youngsters hold up their needles to the light in 
order to thread them, and in doing so squint through the eyes of the 
said needles. The crank-mongers assert, with robust gravity, that the 
habit induces oblique vision, or *‘ boss-eye.’”’ To most people located 
outside lunatic asylums this view of the present pupils, and future people’s 
cross-eyed danger will look like ‘‘all my eye.” 


THe Duchess of Connaught strongly advocates the use of the cat in 
the navy. She insisted on sending a very fine specimen on board 
H.M.S. Serafis, when the vessel last left Bombay for England. The 
cat had only one tail on starting, but somehow or other developed several 
others during the homeward voyage. 


THE Queen will not visit Ireland inthe autumn, Her most Gracious 
Majesty fears, and does not intend to risk a damp reception—by the 
climate. 


Two recent bits of news which appeared simultaneously—No, | : 
** The Irish police brought over to discover the dynamiters are to be 
sent back again. No. 2: **The police authorities have received in- 
formation that two members of the dynamite faction have arrived in 
England, and are only waiting a favourable opportunity to carry out 
their plans.” If the newcomers are caught waging war on Her 
Majesty, it might be just as well to hang them promptly. The majority 
of such villains surely fear death much more than penal servitude for 
their ws#natural lives ; otherwise, they would commit suicide in gaol. 


Tue Irish rebels are having a jittle free-fight, just for variety’s sake, 
among themselves. Mr, Parnell, their despotic republican monarch, 
has been publicly denounced as ** A converted Cataline, who has aban- 
doned ‘No Kent’ proclamations since he has been again placed in 
possession of a landed estate and property in the Funds.”’ There's a 
deal of human nature discovered in that ancient anecdote of the red 
republican peasant, who on finding his most intimate friend unexpectedly 
turn Tory, inquired the reason, and received the terse answer : ‘‘ Aw’ve 
gotten a cow noo.” Charles Stewart is just the class of man who would 
throw all his political principf/es to anywhere you like, if he saw apy 
personal advantage to be gained by doing so. 


BoTH Protestants and Catholics have flummoxed the Pope's vigorous 
attempts to stop mixed marriages. Oh, most potent Pope! 
** Dids't thou but know the inly touch of love, 

Thou would'st as soon go kindle fire with snow. 

As seek to quench the fre of love with words 

The more thou damd'st it up, the more it burns.” 





It is whispered that a new club for Socialists is in the course of for- 
mation, which is to be called the ‘‘ International Bludgeon Club.”’ 





CONVERSATIONS FOR THH TIMES. 


**DON’T GIVE HIM A CHANCE!” 


CHOLERA. Ha, here’s the Summer coming again. It’s time I woke 
up from my temporary lethargy and went my rounds. By Jingo, here’s 
a fine world for me to career about in! Everything prepared for me, 
just as if I had ordered it myself! Such a store of dirt and bad smells. 
The only difficulty is to know what place to fix on first. 

Tue Various GOVERNMENTS, What, Mr. Cholera? ‘‘ Fix on first ?” 
Oho ! we'll take good care you shan’t visit any of the countries we're 
in charge of—look here! ‘We carefully place utterly useless and irritat- 
ing conditions on all persoms entering our frontier—thus, (7/ey do so ; 
and go to sleep.) 

THe Various MunicipAL AUTHORITIES. And we will take care 
you don’t enter any of the districts we have charge of. We'll—we’ll— 
a—blest if we don’t——( 7hey don't ; and go to sleep.) 

Tue Various Cirizens, And we will take care you don’t enter any 
of the houses we have authority over. We'll take every precaution. 
(They give a few vague and half-hearted directions to the cook ; and go to 
sleep.) 

* * * * + * 

ONE GOVERNMENT (waking up for an instant). Hullo, we had an 
uneasy sense of something going wrong! Why, here is an able and 
devoted doctor doing his best to—and apparently really succeeding in 
preventing the spread of cholera. Here, you, doctor; you must stop 
this until we have enquired into it (which we could easily have done months 
ago, in time to do, or allow, real good). Ob, yes—that’s it; just put 
the description of your process into that pigeon-hole marked ‘‘ some 
future time” and we will see into it some day—say when the cholera 
has had time to——(sinks fo sleep again), 

« a * * x - 

THe BririsH Dust Contractor. Good! I have made a capital 
bargain with the Vestry, and now it will be my business to find out how 
little I can do for the money, compatibly with my own interests. Eh? 
—contents of dustholes not been collected for six weeks; well, let ’em 
heap up the refuse all round ’em ; it’ll pay me better to fetch a lot at the 
end of six months. 

* ” * aa * ” 

DustMAN. Eh? I’ve forgotten your dusthole for two months? 
Dessay—you see, you never tips me a quart, so I don’t care about 
comin’ ’ere. 


* * # 





Tue Cook. Oh, blow master’s fidgetityness about the cholera, /7e 
wouldn't like to ‘ave to burn the cabbage stalks in the kitchen fire. 
He'd better do it ’isself in the dinnin’-room if he wants it done, that’s 
all. ’Eere M’riar, shove these ’ere cabbages, and bad meat, and bones, 
and that soup that’s gone sour in the dusthole. Dusthole full; then 
shy ‘em down in the corner of the area, 

* * + . * * 

Tue CHOLERA. There now, I feel nicely established and quite at 
home. People don’t rea//y hate me and want me to keep away. They 
are very hospitable, and glad to see me really: it’s only their manner— 
don’t want to make themselves too cheap. 














An Appeal. 


FuN's millions of readers will, he hopes, ere long be off holiday- 
making ; but, in looking forward to their own pleasure, let them not 
forget that the committee of the Hatfield Street Ragged School and 
Mission, Golden Lane, E.C., are in need of help to enable them to give 
a day in the country, or a few hours of sea-air, to their poor scholars, 
who are penned up all the year round in close courts and alleys. And, 
when subscribing to give these pale, poverty-stricken mites 2 holiday 
amid sylvan shades, let not your donations be only silvern, but make 
them golden if possible, 
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A Medical Marvel. 


Dr. William Murrell, of the W i ; 
wad a special prize by the Sushine Aeehaat, of og ow dang ag his 
discovery of nitro-glycerine as a remedy for angina fectoris.) 
Pray don’t be startled by this lay, 
Though nitro-glycerine’s its theme ; 
And do not tremble with dismay, 
Nor vent a fearsome, frightened scream. 
And let not any utter gibes 
Against this subject of our Queen, 
Who for a dire disease prescribes 
A dose of nitro-glycerine ! 


All hail to Dr. Murrell, then ! 

He makes this dread explosive bring 
Relief unto his fellow men 

Who suffer from disease’s sting. 
The dynamiting crew, maybe, 

Who draw large sums from dupes so green, 
Will think the work of this M.D, 

Mere waste of nitro-glycerine, 


Oh, would that Murrell could concoct 
Some cure for all this fiendish crew ! 
We think few people should be shocked 
If he, in trying, killed a few, 
Not even if he blew away 
Their chiefs, where they’d no more be seen; 
By outward application, say, 
Of lots of nitro-glycerine ! 


F'y(ffe)fie | 


Mr. C. A. FyFFE is the candidate for Oxford Univer- 
sity. This clever writer is sure to meet with support from 
the musically-minded, for naturally they will like to C, A. 
fife in the St. Stephen’s band. 





A Different Explanation. 


THEY call me Renegade, forsooth, 
Those journalistic chatterers ! 

But what know they about the truth, 
Those public-men bespatterers ? 








—————— 








Why, Inconsistency I scorn— 
Through all my life have spurned it ! 

The coat I wear, I’ve always worn, 
Though lately I have turn’d it. 


Yes, yes !—consistency’s sublime, 
I’ve always said with fervour ; 
Likewise, that the best serves his time 
Who is the best time-server, 


Middle-aged Benedick (to his better and younger half, who is in the ** sulks"’ ). 


—‘*Do you KNOW, 
| - THOUGHT WE WERE ANYWHERE NBAR ROTTEN Row,” 
| B. and Y. H. (hauchtily ). —"* Way NOT, PRAY?” 

He.—“* Because I HAVR BREN WATCHING EVER SO LONG, AND IN 

VAIN, FOR A Lapy’s (S)MILE 1” 


IT’S (S)MILE-D, INDEED! 


MARIAN, MY Dear, I SHOULD HARDLY HAVE 


[And he expected her to forgive him after that! 








QUALIFICATIONS FOR THE POST. 


(‘‘Mr. Condie Stephen, who was formerly Secretary to the British Embassy at St. 
Petersburg, is one of the few members of the English diplomatic service who speaks 
the Russian language fluently ; a circumstance which alove sufficed to render him 
obnoxious to the Russian authorities. Only a couple of years ago they refused the 
English Government's nominee for the British Consulate at Tiflis because he hap- 
pened to speak Russian. Mr. Stephen has been sent home.’’— Newspaper. | 

A, Dear me! here’s an intelligent-looking man. What a bright, quick 
eye he has—seems to take ineverything ataglance. Who might he be? 
B. Oh, he’s the new British Representative to the Russian frontier 
town of Avoidatiflis, Just the man for the post. His natural acuteness 
of observation, combined with a thorough knowledge of the Russian 
language, customs, and character, and great nal firmness and devo- 
tion to the interests of his country, render him peculiarly fitted for the 
position. Couldn't have made a better choice ; you see, he will be able 
to keep an eye on the tricks of the Russians, * . . 
A. Dear me, here’s the peculiarly fitted British Representative on his 
way back to England. Surely he hasn’t been recalled! Such a suit- 
able man for the post wouldn’t be—— 

B. Oh, no. The fact is, the Russian authorities have made urgent 
representations to Downing Street touching the undesirableness of having 
a British Representative who speaks Russian at Avoidatiflis, and the 
British Government, perceiving the advisability of doing everything to 
maintain cordial relations by consideration for Russian susceptibilities, 
have requested the peculiarly fitted Representative to come home and 
have his knowledge of the Russian language amputated, 

A. Poor fellow! I thought he looked dreadfully pale, I suppose it’s 


a painful operation 


~ 
4 








| 
| 





| Service.” 


B, Well, rather. The surgeons will have to trepan him, and remove 
a small piece of brain. While they are about it they will also remove 
his memory of former Russian sharp practices, . Neate Ae 

A. Why, here is the peculiarly fitted one returning home again / Are 
they going to perform any more opera es thce 

B. No; it’s hopeless. The Russian authorities have made urgent 
representations to the effect that he is such an obnoxiously intelligent 
person that no remedy short of replacing him will do, So the British 
Government, perceiving the advisability of, &c,, have decided to, &c. 


A. Who might this idiotic-looking party be? 

B. Oh, he’s the new British Representative at Avoidatiflis who re- 
places the other one. He has been specially chosen from the Asylum at 
Earlswood for the post. 

A. But he's going back 


for the Russians ? 

B. Nota bit of it. The Russian authorities have made urgent repre- 
sentations to Downing Street to the effect that the new Representative 
has too many half-lucid intervals, and the British Government, perceiv- 
ing the advisability of, &c., have recalled him—I mean, requested his 
attendance in London. . > . * 

MASTER OF ASYLUM FOR Deav Mutes, Hum! Just receiveda 
request from the Government to pick out one of our inmates for the post 
of British Representative at Avoidatiflis. They insist on his being a deaf 
and blind mute, more or less paralysed, and naturally stupid. Here, 
Jones, just find one—if you can—that will suit, — him up and 
send him by Parcel Post to the Foreign Office, ‘On Her Majesty's 


j 





. > a2 s 
home again! I suppose he’s too idiotic even 
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MARS AND BACCHUS RETURNING FROM THE FANCY BALL. 


| “He Cometh Not,” she 
said. 

[According to the Echo, young girls are 

often seen sitting out dance after dance for 


want of partners. A fair correspondent 
thus laments her sad ‘‘/é#e.”) 


Now, dear Mr. Editor, 

Just say could you credit or 

| Picture a state such as this : 

That at the festivities 

Which mothers now give, it is 
Misery for every miss? 








/ 


; ‘ 
E ny? ef 










| I’m ** out” in society 
ve. In endless variety, 
= alas Parties and balls I frequent ; 
Though dancing’s adorable, 
Yet, ah! how deplorable 
When partners are always adsent, 









. As men are necessities,] 

Why, you must confess it is 
Hard for Terpsichore when, 
Since men don’t advance at all, 

We, if we’d dance at all, 
Have to dance after the men ! 





| Hurrah ! 






| When shelfishly and shab’ly dining. 


EN : New Leaves. 
ee Litte’s “ Angler’s Annual and 
Fishing Directory for 1885 (edited 
_ by H. B. Broomhead, and published 
| at 15 Fetter Lane),” should be, and 
| doubtless wa// be, eagerly sought after 
| by all good and true Waltonians ; 
| for it not only contains a complete 
| guide to ‘the waters” inthe U. K., 
| where fish most do congregate, but 
| hasalsoa large coloured and compre- 
| hensive map of Old Father Thames 
| from his source to Putney Bridge. 











THE LATEST OUTRAGE. 
IN consequence of a rumour that a most extraordinary and unprece- 
dented event had occurred in Paris, we despatched our Special Sensation 
Monger to the scene to write us some thrilling accounts of anything he 
~— happen to witness or invent. He reports as follows :— 

n my arrival at the Paris terminus I at once perceived that popular 
feeling of unusual intensity had been aroused by something or other. 
Every citizen was blue with suppressed anger, Men muttered together 
in knots at the street corners, gesticulating minatively. The air was 
full of indignation and menace ; all business, except that in newspapers, 
was at a standstill, 

** It is clear,” I observed to a citizen, ‘‘ that a ministerial crisis is at 
hand.” 


far more serious and terrible than that.” 
**Oh!”" I said; “I see. A revolution is about to break out?”’ 


is no such light thing as that either! Listen that I say to you. ‘The 
french people is outraged—his feelings are trampled upon. But it is 
the day of vengeance! To insult the french people is to impale oneself 
—to crush the head to oneself—to recail the 1oth of July, the 7th of 
May, the 19th of September, the 26th of February, the 32nd of April! 
See, he arises, the sublime people outraged !'”’ 

Even as he spoke I heard the swelling and gurgling murmur for ven- 
geance rise into a yell; I heard the tramp of myriad insulted feet; I 
saw the glitter of the avenging steel. The wild indignant crowd surged by 
me on its wayto the home of the Insulter—the Degrader—the Outrager 





_ vengeance upon the traitor book-writer who has outraged their taste.” 


| double-meanings, our grossness, our obscenity, our flippancy, our every- 
** No, monsieur,” the citizen replied, choking down his wrath; ‘‘it is | 


** But no, devil!” he replied, stamping a hole in the pavement; ‘‘it | 


“‘For what irreparable wrong does the sublime people seek ven- 
geance?” I asked, The citizen’s heart was too full for mere words ; 
but he raved incoherently for a quarter of an hour. While he was thus 
engaged I glanced over an English newspaper I happened to have with 
me, and read these words :— 

** A French novelist has written a book in which grown-up men and 
women of a high order of mind will take delight, and which they can 
often re-read with satisfaction. It is not at all like those horrible pro- 
ductions that /¢ gros pullic buys by 70,000 copies per week.” 

‘““Ah! I at length perceive,” I said. ‘*The sublime people seek 


** My faith, it is true!” screamed the citizen, ‘‘ He refuses us our 


thing that constitutes chAéc/ To the guillotine! We are betrayed !” 
I entered into the outraged feelings of the sublime people. The cry 
for vengeance was indeed explained ! 


Fine Art in the Fender. 


Mussks, RAPHAEL, TUCK, AND SoNS—of Christmas card celebrity— 
have recently introduced a varied selection of fine art fire-screens, which 
are likely to become very popular, as ferns may be seen in the place 
of fire-irons, lilies in the place of black diamonds, running waters in 
the fire places, and the views of bonnie banks and braes in the place of 
artful achievements in blacklead, the bounding stag, the jovial hunts- 
man, or the Horse Guards’ band can be set in front in place of the art- 
less inventions that have hitherto gone to the back of the grate and 
might have been stuffed up the chimney. 
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PARIS, 
Rep FLAG Events.—LATEstT SporTING INTELLIGENCE, 


Tuesday.—The betting in connection with the Red F lag affair con- 
tinues amid unabated excitement and interest. The necessarily compli- 
cated nature of the betting, consequent upon the number of possible 
eens lends the greatest freshness and charm to the whole 
thing. 

Nine to five was asked and accepted this morning about the Police 
being in favour of the Red Flag at to-day’s demonstration; while Dis- 
missal and Punishment of the Chief of Police remained firm at former 
prices. The Probability of the Extreme Left's repudiating the Com- 
munists was supported for good money; while the Likelihood of the 


II to 6. 
The Possibility of Anybody’s Retaining His Views of Yesterday failed 
to find any backers even when 1,000,000 to 900 was offered, 
* . . . * + 
Weanesday.—Speculators were entirely nonplussed by the events of 
to-day : 10 to 3 had been confidently laid, and supported by considerable 
amounts, on the Chance of the Police Winking at the Red Flag at Pére 
Lachaise in this morning’s demonstration ; but events took a turn hardly 
included in the compact when the Police were seen entering the ceme- 
tery, holding aloft the Red Flag, which was then furiously attacked by 
the Communists, and burned, 
* * ca * e * 
Thursday.—The Extreme Left caused much excitement this morning 
among both bookmakers and backers by violently denouncing the Com- 
mune, and demanding the instant execution of its leaders. The Govern- 
ment replied, warmly defending the Red Flag, and declaring any 
interference with it to be a violation of the sacred rights of citizens, 
e * » a * * 
Friday.—Speculators have again suffered a rebuff. At this morning’s 
sitting the Extreme Left withdrew all the opinions expressed by them 
yesterday about the Red Flag, and demanded the instant dismissal and 
execution of all who had said a word against it. The Chief of Police 
violently attacked the action of the Police in the affair of yesterday, and 
demanded the instant dismissal and execution of every member of the 
force. On its being pointed out to him that this measure would involve 
his own dismissal and execution, his views became less pronounced, and 
he ended by a warm and eloquent panegyric on the conduct of the police. 
The latter were also hotly defended by the Communist deputies. 





Yesterday, 


Sa/urday.— Another shock has fallen upon the market. 
at Pére Lachaise, the Government were caught by the police in the act 
of waving the Red Flag. A fierce encounter at once ensued, many 


being mortally wounded on both sides. In the afternoon much excite- 
ment prevailed in the Chamber, the Government warmly taking up the 
cause of the Police, and demanding their own instant dismissal and 
execution. A scene of the greatest confusion instantly ensued, the Pre- 
sident utterly destroying three new bells, On comparative order being 
restored, it was understood that everybody was engaged in demanding 
his own instant dismissal and execution. On these various motions 
being unanimously carried, everybody violently protested. 
* + * . - * 

In consequence of the uncertainty of results in the Red Flag affair 
being too intense for the minds of speculators, it has been decided to 
discontinue transactions on the subject, and place all stakes on the 
weather instead. This is considered to contain a quite sufficient amount 
of uncertainty, especially when coupled with the forecasts of the Green- 
wich Meteorological Authorities, 








Tue letter which the great White Czar wrote to our Queen, “ panning 
out’ his prayerful yearnings for a pacific settlement of the Afghan difh- 





culty, is not going to be deposited in the British Museum for a year or 
two, 








Government Changing its Mind Again commanded 7 to 4, succeeded by | 





Overheard at the Academy. 

On! what has come over the pictures, papa, 

Which late were a joy to the eye? 
And what is it makes me ejaculate ‘‘ la!” 

And blush, and say ‘‘ shocking!” and “‘ fie?” 
A mioute ago they were all that is sweet, 

And ft for an innocent miss— 
Now, what has come over them, pa, I repeat, 
To scandaliz 











In vain do you urge me, papa, to proceed, 
I fly these indelicate walls ; 
There are two naked trees and a sword !—though, indeed, 
I know not why such-like appals, 
But who is this coming and filling the air 
With her ** shocking !” and *‘ ie!” and “oh, la?” 
One moment—of course—¢Ats explains the affair, 
It’s that low ** British Matron,” papa ! 





Too Much For Him. 
(A TRAGICAL TALE OF A TIPSTER.) 
It was a Sporting Prophet, and he held a lofty place 
Among the scribes who weekly give the winners for each race ; 


His tips were read by thousands who in racing take delight ; 
And the manner of this prophet was at once serene and bright. 


His countenance was cheerful, and he wore a sunny smile, 
Likewise a well-cut costume ; and his ways were free from guile, 
He was a boon companion, too, his friends were wont to say, 
And full of jaunty jollity and mirth, until—but stay ! 

* > * . . > 
'Twas Derby Day! on Epsom Downs (as yearly is the case) 
There stood a mighty multitude to see the famous race ; 
The brake, the drag, the waggonette, the dog-cart, and the truck, 
All held excited visitors, prepared to try their luck, 


_ They buzzed, and talked, and laughed, and yelled, and ate and drank 


with glee, 
Until the fateful hour arrived—the fateful hour of three ; 
And then that mighty multitude intently watched the course, 
And every separate backer cheered his own especial horse, 


| They flew along, those high-bred steeds, like arrows from a bow, 


Surmounted by the jockeys, with their colours all aglow ; 
Like lightning did they dash along towards the judge's box, 
Giving some the deepest gladness, giving ofAers nasty shocks. 


And suddenly the cry went up that ‘‘So-and-so”’ had won, 

And some were gay and some were glum when that sharp race was done ; 
And one wild shriek of deep despair rose upward to the sky, 

And from that crowded racecourse then a man was seen to fly, 


It was that Sporting Prophet ; and he ne'er drew breath until 
He caught the train which hurried him away to Ludgate Hill; 
Then he rushed along up Fleet Street, never stopping to reply 
To those who ‘ passed the time of day” as swiftly be flew by. 


At last he reached the office of the sheet for which he ** — 
And then his new light overcoat from off his back he rippe 

He tore his veil to smithereens, he smashed his hat in ire, 

And all his little wooden dolls he threw behind the fire. 


He tore his tresses from his head, and cast them all around, 
And from his eyes salt tear-drops welled ; and then his tongue he found : 
‘Oh, horror!” he exclaimed, in grief, ‘‘ my little race is run ; 
For a horse / prophesied to win—has been and gone and won/ 
“*O, woe! that /, a tipster, should thus suffer this disgrace, 
When not a horse I've tipped before has even gained a place!” 
And he cried in tones of anguish, as he sank down on the floor, 
* Alas! I am not fit to be a Tipster any more!” * 
* What a warning to our Mr. Trornonivs !—{Ep. Fi | 





SH To Comzmsrowvanrse.—T7hs Aditer does aet bund kimsel/ te menor 


éagé, vtturn, or pay (er Centribution, 
act mapacded by « tinmafed amd divectsd supciets 


la ws caee welll thay 6: vétuentd walsh 











en —preee 
























aa 


eaieimenbod an 


tee, 


a ae tenianeaaantor santa 
me SONNY eg Rte 2 he 














FUN. 


June 10, 1885, 


























SS 


. 
. SX 




















AGAINST HER CONSCIENCE. 
Scene—HIGHLANDS, SUNDAY, 


Tourist. —"*CAN YOU SELL US THRREEPENNY WORTH OF MILK, Missus?” 

Mrs. McJob.—‘** WHIT DID YR SAY? LosH ME!—SELL MULK ON THE SAURBATH 
Day? NA, NA! I COULDNA’ DAE THAT; BUT AS YE SEEM DACR&NT Boys, I'LL JIst 
Gig YE THRIPENCE WORTH FOR NARTHIN’, AN’ YR’LL JIST MAK MBE A PRAESENT O’ A 


‘ww 


SHULLIN. 





TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THe EpitTor or “ Fon,” 


S1r,—The proud consciousness of a duty 
fitly done, a task triumphantly accomplished, 
and the soothing satisfaction of possessing 
countless hordes of dross, the reward of honest 
enterprise, fills the old man’s heart until he 
hardly knows what to do with himself for stuck- 
uppishness. He has already twice cut the 


| Prince of Wales dead, and wouldn’t shake 
_ hands with the Lord Mayor if he was asked. 
_ Look at the reason, sir! The only prophet 


(that I know of) who gave the winner! The 
Derby winner, mind you ! 
‘* When future bards describe the scene 
They’ll doubtless tell us it has been 
A very Melton day!” 


There, sir! Winner and weather all in one ; 
for it was indeed a swelterer. After that, you 
cannot conceive with what ease I knock off such 


a secondary matter as my 


TIP FOR THE CHESTERFIELD HANDICAP, 


THERE are few that are neata 
Than beautiful Tita, 
And Lawminster isn’t a mug, 
And chances are balder 
Than that of Ben Alder, 
Though forward Amalfi may tug. 


From Poole to Portso’ken 
You'll follow your Brocken, 
Of Barrister cease not to think ; 
But he who not rash is 
Finds out where my cash is, 
And planks down his all for Stone Clink. 


And, wishing you luck, I am, yours, &c., 
TROPHONIUS, 





‘*THE Revised Version of the Old Testa- 
ment.” After, we scarcely know how many, 
years of anxious labour the revisers of the 
Bible have completed their arduous task, and 
the issue is before the public. Mr. Samuel A. 
Walker, of Regent Street Photographic Gal- 
lery, has, after a labour of seven years, com- 
pleted his colllection of excellent portraits, 


thirty in number, of the ‘‘revisers.” It will 


not only be of peculiar interest at the present 
time but of interest as lasting as the ** Revised 


Version.” 
Go(at) To! 


[There are nicknames more or less appropriate,” says 
the Dispatch, *‘ for most of the prominent politicians. 





Sir Stafford Northcote is called ‘the Goat.’”’] 


On, wicked men! to all politeness shut ! 
In this nicknaming much bad taste they 
show, too; 


| Why with this ‘‘ goat” make poor Sir S. their 


butt?” 
Whereever do they all expect to go to? 








Octavius Bbenezer Potts. 
HIS FILOSOPHY,.—THOUGHTS BRYOND, 


parisun with ourselves, 
We will awl get our deserts sum day if we have the kurredge to wait 


for them. 


ONE PENNY. EVERY WEDNESDAY. 


“TACK anyp JIL, 


We judge matter by komparisun with uther matters—man by kum- AN ILLUSTRATED WEEKLY MISCELLANY FOR EVERYBODY. 
TWELVE LARGE PAGES FULL OF PICTURES. 


OFFICES, 153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 

















“THE CLEAN BLACK LEAD,” —Vide Press. 
ASK 


ror JAMES’ 


Hornoured by many 
First-class Medals and 
Diplomas. Used in 
the ROYAL HOUSEHOLD. 


BLACK LEAD 


Keckitts 
Biue 


“Largest Sale 
in the Werld’ 
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PUFFS. 

-HE SURREY, — If you 
want to know my opinion 
of The Stockbroker, with 
which play the Messrs. 
Holt have opened a 
summer season here, 
what you have to do is 
to get a number of this 
periodical, dated Sep- 
tember the 24th, 15884, 
and see what I thought 
of A Ruined Life, pro- 
duced at the Grand about 
that time—my opinion 
of the former exactly co- 
incides with my opinion 
of the latter, in fact in 
every detail and particu- 
lar I consider the one 
equally as good (and bad) 
as the other. This state 
of affairs is rendered intelligible by the explanation that they are but one 
play with two titles, They are by Messrs. Arthur Goodrich and Russell 
Crauford, and are a pretty good play of its kind, and one to which 
Messes. Holt’s Company seems capable of doing justice 


SLASHES AND 
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‘bHe $ when Y rNE Fe 


OragKkaA COMIOUE (Morning).—A curi mcoction, purporting t 
be a farcical comedy, and called 7he Duke of Swindleton, was presented 
t this theatre on Thursday afternoon. The plot (if it will llow one to 
call it so) consisted of an escaped convict, calling himself the Duke 
(while others, by way of variety, styled him the I) , and ** mashing ”’ 
young ladies with money. Some mild complicaticns with the lovers 
and continue until the arrival of the inevitable detective. 


WM 


rise Thi 
tory was told in dialogue of undeviating flatness, once relieved by the 
lover’ xiety to know at ‘‘what Ame” his *‘ladye’’ would “‘fly to the 


4 


world’s end with him” as promised, This unconscious quip was received 
with hilarious joy, and from that time forth everything was laughed at, 
I hate to see creatures in pain, even actors and actresses, and so, pitying 


their unhappy position, lcame away. 7/e Duke of Swindleton, indeed ! 
Nops AND WINKs.—A 7rue Slory has been going round the country 


and creating some sensation I believe, at any rate we shall all know the 
ins and outs of it very soon, for it is a play by Mr. Elliot Galer, of 
Leicester, and is tobe produced at Drury Lane before these lines are in 
print. That will be a Galer day |! 


THR St. James's Theatre being found impracticable, Zhe 7-10 Gentle- 
men of \erona, by ‘the Dramatic Students,” will be produced at the 
Vaudeville instead, and on Friday next, the 19th, at 2. 30. 





On the 22nd Mrs, Dawes will give a masime at the Opera Comique, 
under the management of Mr. Harrington Baily. A domestic drama 
called Whiter than Snow, by Mr. Icenneth Lee, will first see the light 








on that occasion, Dawes open at two, I believe, Nestor. 
An(ne)-Archwological Attempt. 
[The statue of Queen Anne, which now stands ia St. Pa Churchyard, is to be 
epaired and placed in some suitable spot within three mil f its present site 
WHAT! Move Queen Anne (who, you may know, is dead), 


Far from the spot which she so long has grace: ! 
Ah, no! although disfigured and defaced 
We look with reverence on that noseless head. 
To show such Anne-imus to that poor queen 
Will savour of Anne-tipathy, will’t not? 
Besides, to leave quite queenless this famed spot 
Would probably cause Anne-archy, we ween ! 


Like to cause Indig-nation. 


OuR nation was always, as you'll allow, 
Regarded with admiration ; 

But the nation that int’rests most people just now, 
Is the Government's resig-nation. 








‘Mites " does not believe in our Volunteers’ firing, He remarks, 
‘It is certain with an enemy in front, they might practically, as well 
aim at the moon as many of them aim now." But during the course of 
the year's practice many volunteers manage to ‘shoot the moon” suc- 


eee , ’ . ‘% 
ly Perhaps y idn't kn that, ‘* Miles,” though re 
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AN BXAMPLE. 


Novel,” just published. 2 vols., 600 pages, price 6s. The Aca- 
‘* More morbid stuff it is hardly possible to conceive ; many 
of Rousseau ; the delirious and frequently disgusting 
and unhappy lad drawn with fidelity to truth. Even 


(‘* New Realisti 
demy, May 16th, says :— 
of the passages in it remind u 


ravings of a mentally diseased 


M. Zola or Mr. George Moore would find it hard to beat the description of Rosy’s 
death. ‘The grimly minute narrative is, too, of such a character as to make one regret 
that the author had not put to better use his undoubted, though undisciplined, 
powers.” —IWVidely lated current Advertisement | 


Tue marvellous and blessed change that the above example of a 
generously-truthful and touchingly straightforward method of adver- 
tising wrought in our town! 

How little did we suspect the existence of the shocking evils whose 
unsolicited revelation came about through the instrumentality of that 
noble advertisement. For years we bad fondly and proudly believed 
that there was not a thing in our town capable of being bought with 
money, but was of the most perfect and unexceptional of its class. 

When our dentist had broken our jaw in pulling out the wrong tooth, 
when our milkman’s milk had looked very like water, and our butcher’s 
meat seemed inferior and very dear, and our doctor appeared to kill hi 
patients, and our vestryman to gorge at the expense of the ratepayers, 
we had believed that it was not really as it seemed, for the parties inte- 
rested had told us so, Thenoneday we got a great shock, To be sure 
we noticed one morning that all those in the town who earned money in 
any way were standing at their doors with their papers in their hands 
and tearfully beating their breasts; but we had taken no note of it. 

But when, next day, our local paper came out, there was 2 something 
unusual in the advertisements which made us positivelygasp. They ran 
after this fashion : 


‘‘B, Bungall, dentist—not swzgeon-dentist—knows nothing about 
surgery, The wrong teeth extracted with slowness and clumsiness, 


All operations unnecessarily painful and protracted,” 

**1o0 not buy your milk at Chawkey and Company’s milk ‘ factory.’ 
They purchase milk from the farmer, skim it, and re-sell it to the con- 
sumer as new milk, Thus they contrive to make 600 lbs, of butter 
weekly from stolen cream,” 


‘‘ Shaw Twaite, purveyor of cow-beef under the guise of prime Scotch. 
Mr, Twaite has always a small stock of bad horseflesh ready to be sup- 
plied to customers who ask for American beef. This is to disgust them 
with American beef. Much of Mr, Twaite’s prime home-grown is really 
American, Ounces sneaked.” 








‘*I beg to inform the public that I, ‘Doctor’ Dipp-Lomer, am a 
quack, with no real degree at all.” 

‘SELECTION OF VESTRYMEN.—Don’t vote for Grubber, I only get 
on the vestry to sell my speculative houses and feed at the public 
expense.” 

Filled with wild curiosity, we went round and asked them the reason. 
‘* Well, I've been reading that open-hearted advertisement of the new 
novel; then it came on me all of a sudden how / might be like the 
author of that. Then I slapped my breast and strove to be so; and 
that’s the meaning of the advertisement.” 

‘‘ What zery eccentric and original people!” exclaimed the Public ; 
** 2 really must deal with them !”—which of course took the advertisers 
quite by surprise. 








A Tea-sing Tax. 


WHEN Bung’s friend Beach slanged Gladstone with much glee— 
’Twas whispered that the Tories would tax tea; 

But many, in a ‘‘ Hy-son ”-orous tone, 

Exclaimed ‘* They’d better leave the tea alone !’ 

It this A(s)sam-ple of B’s tactics be, 

We'll not support him though a great Beau-he. 

In short we summary vengeance soon shall wreak, oh, 

And show our pique, if Tories tax our I’e-koe ! 
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(‘General Booth, in referring to the progress of the Salvation Army the 
an invasion of China, conduc'cd by a 


Se ee EE re 


Lo! the Salvation Army and Navy 
(That labour on land and on sea, 

To make us all utter Azccav2), 
Bombarding the heathen Chinee ! 


THH BLUNDERBERRYS AT BREAKFAST. 

‘* THEY VE beaten the Ministry by a majority of twelve,’’ cried Mr. 
Blunderberry, waving his fork in the air, and letting the newspaper fall 
into the bacon dish, 

‘* Well, I don’t call that just—it isn’t English,” answered the wife of 
his bosom, ‘‘ if they had twelve more on their side it wasn't a fair fight. 
They ought to have started even.” 

‘*Ugh! I knew you'd have some clever remark to make. You know 
all about odd and even, don’t you? That and oughts and crosses are 
the two games you do understand.” 

** Well, Solomon, what I do say is that the Home Conservatives, or 
the Tory rulers, or whatever you call them, ought not to have taken an 
unfair advantage of poor Mr. Gladstone. But, of course, it’s all owing 
to the crack in the Cabinet—isn’t it?” 

‘*Crack in the Cabinet? If there was ever anything more cracked 
than your head I'd like tu see it. Think the Cabinet 1s a pieoe of furni- 
ture, don’t you? Got an idea that the Queen orders a cabinet in Tot- 
tenham Court Road, haven’t you ?”’ 

‘** Well, Solomon, if it wasn’t a crack it was a split—I read about it in 
the newspaper—and what dilizrence is there between a crack and a 
split?” 

re You've got hold of it this time, Mrs. B. There are tew political 
complications which escape your penetrating vision, and none for which 
your ready invention does not supply an instant remedy. Think a split 
in the Cabinet can be set right with a tenpenny nail and a ha’porth of 
glue, don’t you? Anybody ever tell you all Gladstone wants to set him- 
self right with his colleagues is a carpenter? Yah! if he only knew you, 
Mrs, B , he’d have called you in the other night! \ carpenter? Why, 
you’re jagged enough to be a saw: you’re picrcing cnough to be a 
gimblet, and you’re plain enough to be a plane, while as for material, 
your head is all that is necessary for a well-stocked timber-yard.” 

** Ves, dear, I know,”’ replied Mrs, Blunderberry, sweetly, ‘‘ and it’s 
very kind of you to have so good an opinion of me, but what I want to 
kaow, and you haven’t told me yet, and I can’t quite make out rightly, 
is what it is they split—that is, I mean, went cracked—no, I mean, 
split about ?” 

‘*The additional taxes on becr and whisky,” growled Mr. Blunder- 
berry, as he subsided again into his newspaper. 

** Well, dear, of course I don’t know, Lut it seems to me that it is the 
proper thing to tax things that are not necessities.” - 

‘* Bah ! what on earth are you talking about? Wecessities. What do 
you know about necessity ?”’ . 

‘‘Well, dear, necessity was the mother of invention, and I suppose 
that was hi ne came to tax things that were not necessities.” 
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THE SALVATION ARMY’S LATEST ES-SAY! 


Other day, said that a Salvation Navy was in course of on 
real Chinaman with a real pig-tail."”—J)2//y Pacer. 





The Celestials, beholding them coming, 
Are not too polite in their tone, 

lor the Boothites tootootling and drumming, 
Seems even more rude than their own 


ation, and that they contemplatedf> 


And the /!as Cry the urchin is screeching, 
Sets their pigtails on end with atiright, 
And the chubby Chinee who 1s preaching, 

Does not seem to give much delight. 


** Wodyermean ?”’ 

** Why, dear, he’s so ready with his inventions that there's no cccasion 
to have a mother for them.” 

** That's it—that’s it, Mrs. Blunderberry—you've got the whole secret 
of political economy in a nutshell. You ought to stand for Parliament 
at the next general election.”’ 

**And if [ stood long enough, Solomon, would anybody give me a 
seat?” 

** Don't ask me any ot your confounded riddles, ma'am. Think I’m 
the sort of man to waste my time on solving conundrums? Think 
you're the sort of woman to be selected by the free and independent 
voters to represent one of the new districts in Parliament?” 

** Well, dear, I could vote if I couldn't talk.” 

“Talk! Great Gladstone! There are only two of you who have 
words enough for a dictionary, and folly enough to ruin a country! | 
tell you what it is, Mrs. B., I'll let you out by the day, weck, month, 
or on the three years’ hire system, and back you to talk more nonsense 
within a specified time than any member of Parliament—Irish repre- 
sentatives excepted—or any newspaper editor, in the united kingdom.” 

**T know I'm not so clever as you, Solomon, but, still, under the 
Married Woman's Property Act, I have a right to my opinions.” 

‘© Yes, ma’am, you have—indubitably you have—keep them, Mrs. B. ; 
keep them, in accordance with the Married Woman's Property Act, 
strictly to yourself. Let no brutal husband seek to defraud you of your 
rights. All those marvellous distortions of an imaginative brain which 
you are pleased to denominate ‘opinions’ are yours, Mrs. B.—yours 
for ever!" 

And Mr. Blunderberry left the room, slamming the door after him, 
and walked down the garden path, whistling. 

‘What a yenerous man he is!” sighed Mrs, Llunderberry, as she 
watched him from the window. ‘‘I wish I could always understand 


him,” 








To Sportsmen. 


{‘' Melton's your only wear.”—SnHak esreann, slightly aciered and improvid for 
128s.) 

Ir is said that a well-known professional cricketer has just come into 
possession of a fortune, This will, no doubt, put a long stop to his 
playing cricket professionally, but it is to be hoped that his interest in 
the noble game will prevent his saying bye-bye to the field yet awhile. 
Should he decide to forsake the willow for, say the baize, we daresay 
we may go bail that he'll yet do so with a good grace, unless he is clean 
daft. Of course he will be expected to entertain bis brother batsmen 
with a banquet and a ball or two before the season is over. 
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THE ARTIST AS HE SHOULD BE. 





A chaste modesty was that artist's chief characteristic. He never introduced inte his landscapes the tiniest figure without gloves on. He recoiled from the undraped 
‘ _ . . ; ° ° ° . ’ ° 
ay-figure. Ani ncomprehensible something made him turn from the sea-scape he was painting—a vague shockingness in the air. Could it be the 
undraped ankles of the cormorant he had put in the foreground 7? 
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1no further. With a wild impulse of innate modesty, he flung the picture rom him into the deep. 
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HON.’ I SEED YER A-'’AVIN’ SUPPER WITH SARCENET'S COOK 








THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK-TOWER. 


FripAYy, June 5.—Gumboil takes seat in Lords as Earl Cairns, 
Thinks Selborne isn’t in it with Grossmith, and tells his peers they 
haven't half so good a time as the Savoy Johnnies, who mash I[olanthe’s 
nymphs with their coronets. Stanhope and Salisbury disappointed that 
draft of Suez Canal Treaty not ready. Draughts of any kind acceptable 
to-night. 

Commons —Rumours of split in the Cabinet strengthened by absence 
f Joe and Citizen 1). Childers having lowered John Bull's spirits by 
raising them, announces modification of tax on whisky ; same to be ts. 
per gallon instead of 2s, Premier informs House that ‘illustrious’ 
person selected to arbitrate between England and Russia—that is, with 
he trifling exception that the ‘illustrious’ has not yet been consulted. 
Monday.—-Lords,--Committee on Seats’ Bill. Nothing of Dan’l 
l’egotty about Kimberly—who sits on Little Em'ly for asking that Royal 
University of Ireland should have a member, 

Commons.—A whole page of English history — Childers steering 
Budget through second reading, runs foul of Hicks-Beach, Sir Michael 
fires first gun in the Whisky War, and leads Opposition to the charge | 
in the Battle of Beer. Dilke (who, with Joseph, is once again in the | 
front rank) plunges manfully into the fray, and nails Ministerial colours 
to the mast of the Budget. Kesents Hicks-Beach’s sneer at Radical 
teetotalers—prefers them to pot-house politicians. Then the ladylike 
Lord George rises and scores off Charles by insinuating that Radical 
clubs, the barracks of the Dilkites, are pot-houses. Conservative Bungs 
then open fire with both barrels, Allsop and Coope. Debate begins to 
drag ; even whisky and beer dry subjects when themes of party nght 

but life restored by the O'Soolivan who, in a rich brogue one could 











weak coals witb, remarks that ‘‘hapes of wine are imported fi 


unthries whert 


ROBERT PLACED IN AN AWKWARD POSITION. 
Errand Boy (to a Relative in the Force).—*‘ ALL RIGHT, UNcCLe JAMeEs! 
Il AIN’T NO GOOD YOU A-LOOKIN’ ’AUGHTY AT ME, AND A-SAYIN’ ‘ MOVE * * 


NIGHT ; SO DON’T BE TOO OFFISHUS, OR I'LL SPLIT ON YER TO AUNT.” 


A Divided Duty. 
(A TALE or A Tory TEETOTALER.) 


On London Bridge, which, strong and wide, 
Spanneth the Thames’s silvery tide, 

I chanced to see at evensong 

A fellow-man who seemed gone wrong. 


He stood and gazed upon the stream 
As in an agonised dream ; 

He heaved full many a heavy sigh, 
And deep despair was in his eye. 
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I heard him, as I chanced to pass, 
Groan loudly and exclaim ‘‘ Alas! 
True ’tis that man was made to mourn— 
Oh, would I never had been born! 


** Or, being born, oh, would that I’d 
Ne’er clung unto the Tory side ; 

Or, being Torywise inclined, 

Oh, would I ne’er the pledge had signed ! 


> 
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‘* The depth of my teetotal views 
No one e’er ventured to accuse ; 
And on my Tory truth also, 

None ever dared a slur to throw, 


** But, now the Liberals have resigned, 
I’m quite bewildered in my mind ; 
Two separate instincts rend my heart, 
And tear-drops from my eyelids start! 


‘* For since the beer and spirit cause 
Has made the Government to pause, 
I, as a strict teetotaler, feel 

I cannot be a Tory leal. 


** And as I feel that Tories are 

The wisest men on earth by far, 

I feel that I, as ’twere to ‘ hedge,’ 

At once should go and break the pledge. 


** Thus like a pendulum I go— 
My instincts waver to and fro ; 
At first I love Sir Wilfrid, ¢;» 
I’m drawn towards Sir Stafford 4. 


‘**Oh, for a sign that might denote 
The side onjwhich I ought to vote ! 

> 7 
Ah! here’s a ‘ sign’—a tavern door— 
I'll have a drink and think it o’er!” 


LAS! 
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dinner, and then in to enjoy forty refreshing winks during heavy Orr- 
Ewing's heavy discourse. Matters begin to look serious; members 
throng in on both sides, and Conservative side-galleries fill, Then 
Childers comes to the table and in a voice half-drowned by adjura- 
tions to ‘speak up,” makes bad worse by implying that tax on 
alcohol in some respects is a penalty for crime caused by drunkenness, 
and that the moderate drinker who keeps out of jail is to pay for 
the immoderate ditto who gets into ditto; after which Sir Stafford 
bangs poor Childers’ budget unmercifully about his head. At last, amid 
beers and counter-cheers, the Grand Old Man, perhaps for the last 
time in such a fight, rises and proceeds with one of the finest bursts of 
eloquence, of satire, and of warning FUN has heard him deliver—now 
scathing with his satire the regular, loyal, national, patriotic, constitutional 
Opposition ; now pausing to break the lance of O'Sullivan with his own, 
now breaking into an honest kindly smile at Randy’s frank admission 
that he would tax sugar (‘‘ They won't call me juvenile after that,” 
whispers the Woodcock to his Drummy), and then bravely, fearlessly 
flinging down the gauntlet to his foemen to meet him in the Division 
Lists and fight the battletothe death. Out they troop, and in again they 
file. Enter the tellers; Rowland Winn’s white paper proclaiming him 
a Winner. Then from the benches on the Speaker’s left comes the 
shout, the roar of victory, men yelling, shouting, waving hats, jumping 
and screeching. On the other side a sullen silence; one old man in 
front calmly writing a letter on a book between his knees. He rises 
from the Parnell! phalanx, bad losers, worse winners ; the yell of ** Buck 
shot"’ is renewed ; but he makes no more sign than the Spartan lad 
when bitten by the wolf /¢ had nourished. Calm as ever, he moves the 
adjournment of the House, and the Members troop out 

Tuesday, —Lords and Commons.—The Liberal Government, with 
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THE REASONABLE BRITON. 


[See Indignant Letters to the newspapers about the opening oi 
Customs officials 


luggage by the 


_ 
seiid. 


(We entirely agree with ‘‘ An Indignant Briton” that the matter of | 


which he complains constitutes an ALARMING EVIL.) 
GS the French authorities should be 
OS exposed in your influential co- 
~*~ ~lumns. Finding lately that the 
cholera had broken out in the 
Spanish town, and in the very 
house in which I was staying, I 
made haste to quit the infected 
district for French soil. You may 
conceive my disgust on finding a 
crowd of persons at the railway 
station preparing to quit the town 
—deliberately preparing to carry 
the seeds of infection to distant 
places ! 

Well, Sir, on arriving at the 
French frontier I noticed a Spanish 
native whom I knew to have come 
from the infected town. 

Would you believe it, Sir, the 
Officials actually allowed him to 
pass without much as fumi- 
gating him, not to speak of burn- 
ing his luggage and clothes? It 
is such criminal recklessness which 
is the cause of the spread of epi- 
demics, 





SO 


I am, Sir, yours, 
AN INDIGNANT BRITON, 

(We heartily endorse Our corre- 
spondent’s condemnation of the 
idgetty ways of officials, as shown in the following :—) 

SIR,—The preposterous and vexatious interference with the liberty 
of travellers by the French authorities ought to be exposed. I 
about to proceed by train from the French frontier when an official in- 
quired whether I had been disinfected. On my replying ‘** Of course 
not,” he actually put me into a room full of some disgusting fumes. In 
addition to this, Sir, they fumigated my luggage, making all my clothes 
smell for a week after. I protested in the name of Lord Granville. I 
found that the Spanish native I spoke of /ad been fumigated after all ; 
and the fellow positively grumbled at it ! 

I am, Sir, 
THE INDIGNANT BRITON. 

(Anything more vexatious than the treatment described in the fol- 
lowing we agree with our correspondent cannot be conceived :—) 

S1rR,—I consider the conduct of the English Custom-house officials 
irritating and outrageous to a degree! I had occasion to send on my 
luggage from Paris in advance of me, taking the precaution, however, 
to write to the head Customs official at Victoria, requesting that »y 
luggage might not be opened, as my name was BROWN, 

What, Sir, was my disgust when, on arriving at Victoria, I discovered 
that my luggage had been opened, and that, Sir, with skeleton keys of 
the kind used by burglars, I need hardly say that I knocked down 
every official there. What, Sir, can they have imagined to lurk in my 
luggage, I should like to know? Yours, 

THE INDIGNANT BRITON, 

(Our correspondent is certainly right in thinking that the carelessness 
described in the following is inexcusable :—) 

S1R,—For my part I am at no loss to explain this second dynamite 
explosion at Victoria station. I attribute it solely to the laxness with 
which the examination of luggage is performed. A man with whom I 
lately spoke—and a most suspicious-looking party too—told me that his 
luggage had come right through from Paris by way of Victoria station 
without any examination whatever. While our Customs’ officials are 
guilty of allowing all sorts of trunks to pass them unopened, what, Sir, 
can we expect? The worst of all, Sir, is that a trunk of my own hap- 
pened to be in the cloak-room at the time, and was blown to fragments. 
I am, Sir, 

THE INDIGNANT BRITON, 


was 








TuHIs is surely an age of inventions! We have an apparatus with 
which the incubation of eggs is managed, thereby saving the maternal 
fowl a deal of trouble and anxiety ; but as the official eye wandered over 
the pages of a North country contemporary, it was arrested by the fol- 
lowing startling announcement :—“‘ It was reported that the eges which 
were /c/t in the famds of the Chairman were a// hatched.” This is 
**hatching by hand” with a vengeance ! 





IR,—The criminal carelessness of 
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GLADSTONE THE GAY, 


*htliness 


of attwe for any sombreness in look 
and 


(‘Mr Gladstone makes up in spr 
He wears the very lightest trousers 


Lily of the Valley."— Weekly Paper. | 


‘ports in his button-hole a large 


OH, now unto the G. O. M. a 
lyric let us carol. 
And sing of all the wonders ot 
his light and gay apparel. 
Behold his draughtboard 
trousers, fit for any comic 
ballet— 

And see, too, in his button- 
hole, the Lily of the Valley ! 





His coat’s a thing of beauty, 
quite a credit to its planner, 

And the collars of the Grand 
Old Man adopt a Grand 
Old Manner— 

True, his trousers, such as 
swells wear in some pan- 
tomimic ‘‘rally”— 

Are ‘‘loud”—but they’re 
atoned for by that Lily of 
the Valley. 


Ah, many will regret, with an 
unfeignéd lamentation, 

That the Tax on Beer and 
Spirits has achieved his re- 
signation— 

For we hoped he long, as Premier, would have silenced every allys, 

Ly those too-too tempting trousers and the Lily of the Valley. 





And doubtless many a Tory, who o’er this Beer-Victory flashes, 
Thinks the CG. O. MZ. will order in some sack-cloth and some ashe: 
And that he will henceforward grope in Sorrow’s darkest alley, 
Abandoning his ‘‘ draughtboards”’ and his Lily of the Valley, 


But even though he may resign, and Tories sway our nation, 
We ever shall regard him with sincerest admiration ; 

And we trust that he'll continue, ay, in spite of many a sally, 
As gay as those gay trousers and that Lily of the Valley ! 








A CROPPER. 


(SRE CARTOON.) 


He that truly is wise 
Stands prepared for surprise, 
Ever deeming it proper 
To look out for ill-fate 
That may, early or late, 
Cut him down like a chopper, 


And although such a chance 
May more swiftly advance 

On the clumsy flip-flopper, 
Yet disaster is known 
As not leaving alone 

E’en the perfect tip-topper. 


It will sometimes seem queer 
What extremely ‘‘ small beer” 
Proves a regular stopper, 
And how trifling a thiog 
Of a sudden can bring 
An upset—and a whopper ! 


There is many a slip 
‘Twixt the cup and the lip, 
And full many co-oper- 
Ate to help those on hig 
To descend rapid/y 
Just by coming a cropper. 





A YOUNG lady (recently presented) says :—“‘ It was very obliging of 
that kind, good old man, Emperor William of Prussia, not to ‘ peg out. 
His death would have stashed up a lot of jolly little gambols. But he 
always has been considerate, don’t you know.” 
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TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THe EpitTor or “ Fon,” 


(~-» UR, —There are times when 
“~~ the Prophet feels that 
mad, This is one of 
them. People have been 
writing to him and saying 
he gave no tip for the 
Oaks this year, while he 
knows he did. The Old 
Man is mad with them 
for not seeing his mean- 
ing clearer, and mad 
with himself for not being 
more explicit. Didn't 
they notice that he stayed 
at home on Derby Day, 
while everybody else 
went? TZhat was his tip 
for the Oaks! Lonely, 
don’t you see? Only 
nobody took any advan- 
vantage of it but himself. 





UT MEeartina, 


Tue Ass 


Well, well—I suppose he must bear it ! 

The Ascot Meeting is to the fore this week, and the following tip will 
be published just about half an hour before the race is run; so there's 
your chance, 

My Tip ror THE ASCOT STAKES, 


OH, gaily I tune me a stanza—a stanza, 

And gaily I plunge for Loch Ranza—Loch Ranza, 
And lightly Marmora I am backing—am backing, 
Not setting Eurasian packing—’an packing. 

And Wire, which is owned by a spinster—a spinster, 
I've coupled against with Lawminster—Lawminster ; 
Taste in others may rage epedimic—’pedemic, 

But, supposing it isn't Polemic—Polemic, 

The winner, | think, with a smile is—a smile is 

The ripper, that christened Glengyle is—Glengyle is ! 


More available as to time than the above, I here present you with my 
agreeable 
Tir FOR tHe KovAL Hont Cup, 


ILeyv hurricanes wail, and tornadoes 
Roll eastward and westward to sea ; 
Let thunderclouds belch their bravadoes— 
It doesn’t much matter to me; 
Let sunshine and zephyrs bathe gently 
The whole of the populate earth— 
It don’t interest me intently, 
For, pray, let me ask what it’s worth, 


jut the tip of the hoary old Prophet 

Is value for cash, I believe, 

And, if you're a firm backer of it, 
There's plenty of cash to receive, 

Lucerne and Borneo—now is ’um 
The horses to play one a trick, 

And even a “‘seller’’ like Prism 
May prove, very likely, a brick ! 


And hopes‘that from Florence resulting 
Shall bathe all the future in bliss, 
Shall never suggest our insulting 
(Jueen Adelaide, e’en with a hiss ; 
But Fortune, erratical prancer, 
Will make us—s/e doesn't much care— 
Have faith in a mere Necromancer, 
Or yield up our all to Despair. 


Wishing you luck, that is all at present from 


Yours, &c., TROPHONIUS, 





= 


SuHapes of Sir Walter Raleigh! The nasty trade in cigar-stumps 
picked up anywhere and everywhere—out of gilded ash-pans and gutter 
garbage—is vastly increasing. Already it is reported that more than 
one Parisian merchant has acquired a substantial fortune by dealing in 





the castaway, munched and sucked fragments of ‘‘ weeds.” The cigar 
remnants have to be nicely chop up in mincing machines, and 
doctored, before they can be brought in a tempting form in before 


the public. ‘Arry, who enjoys his penny smoke, is often either soothed 
or made abominably ill by the re-manufactured materials which, perhaps, 
only a week before were thrown carelessly away from the lips of a 
poetic-pensive peer or an over-fed omnipotent alderman 








KNICKNACKS. 


A PALL-LIKE gloom spread over a number of incurable teetotalers as 
they read Lord Bramwell’s sober words :—'‘ Preach temperance, depre- 
cate intemperance. Punish the mis- 
chievous drunkard. Punish those who 
supply drink to the man drunk already. 
PUNISH THE ADULTERATOR. But re- 
spect the rights and opinions of those 
who do not agree with you ; be charit- 
able to those who think otherwise than 
you do,” The doctrine of moderation 
is a very difficult draught for total ab- 
stainers to swallow ; it invariably makes 
them melancholy to hear it preached, 


M. FséRAvuD, a French political agent, 
has undertaken the delicate task of 
broadening out the views of the Sultan 
of Morocco on the frontier question, 
‘Vata larks!” The Sultan, nodoubt, 
will seem pliable as French kid, buat 
will ultimately prove tough as Morocco leather, 





Prince ALBERT VicTOR of /VAa/es has accepted the freedom of the 
Worshipful and peculiarly ancient Company of Fishmongers, The gold 
casket, which is to contain the vellum document entitling him to eat 
without fear devilled crab at two a.m., and to warm the cockles of his 
heart with Roederer whenever he goes into the City, is tastefully designed 
by Mr. J. W. Benson of Ludgate Hill. 


AFTER the assassination of President Lincoln, a subscription was 
started to erect a Lincoln monument to the memory of the slaughtered 
statesman. Filthy lucre rolled in to the extent of 44,000. It has 
actually taken twenty years for some smart Yankees to melt down the 
above sum to £300, Finally, these gentlemen have decided that not 
much monument can be built up for £300, and it is reported that they 
have decided that ‘*the surf/us money shall be spent in Washington 
punch, to be drunk to the /eal/t/: of the departed victim of an unscrupu- 
lous bloodsucker.”’ 


Every member of the Royal Institute of Painters in Water-Colours 
contributes to the album of drawings which this go-ahead society in- 
tends presenting to the Princess Beatrice as a wedding gift. As all 
artists concerned in the matter are certain to do their level best, the 
Institute’s white morocco-bound book is likely to score highly among 
the most valuable presents received by Her Majesty’s youngest daughter. 
Lucky girl ! 


Mr. MACBETH, A.R.A., is etching a picture by the late Frederick 
Walker, entitled *‘ The Mushroom Gatherers.” It is likely to turn out 
a juicy one. By the way, here is a rather good recipe for cooking 
mushrooms :—‘‘ Cut off the ends of the stalks, and pare neatly some 
large mushrooms. Put them ina basin of lime-juice and water, then 
take them from the fluid carefully to avoid sediment, and arrange them 
on toast laid in a dish before a clear fire. Smother them with Devon- 
shire cream, and place over the whole a thick common forcing-glass, 
which should be previously heated carefully with warm water.” The 
mushrooms will not take long either in cooking or eating. 


Dr. MILLER, of the Salvation Army, seems rather proud that he, in 
conjunction with Mrs, Booth and Mrs. Onslow, recently worried and 
annoyed an obviously nervous lady in a railway carriage. According to 
his own confession, the trio thrust its questions upon this timid lady in 
an abrupt way, and by su uent conduct caused her evident pain. 
Dr. Miller rejoices thereat. nfortunately, no gentleman was present 
in the carriage, or the disgraceful scene might not have taken place. 
Had it, in spite of the presence of a man, the doctor’s delight would 
rapidly have been turned into sorrow. The annoyances that inoffensive 
women have to suffer when travelling without male companions are 
galling enough. Members of the Salvation Army need hardly seek to 
increase them under the guise of Christianity, 


Tue Faith Healists are having rather a joyous time, taking it all in 
all. Some of the believing sufferers have jumped into health with light- 
ning rapidity lately. Cancers, consumption, chronic liver complaint, 
and hereditary gout have been wafted away at a moment’s notice by 


faith. The relieved people are not ordinary professional show-folk ; 


therefore their veracity is not open to doubt a little bit. 


Mr. H. H. BripGMAN, of 42, Poultry, has received a Westgarth 
prize of £100, for an essay on ‘‘ Street re-alignment and reconstruction 
of Central London.” This strong-voiced inhabitant of the Poultry proves 
that he could do away with a great many foul obstructions like a bird. 
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“THE SITUATION;” OR, THE TRIUMPH OF BEER. 






























































Determined attempt at suicide by a distinguished Some curious objects discovered in a drop of Beer The Artful Dodger and the Innocent Old 
Statesman. (magnified). Gentleman. 




















FROM OUR OWN CORRESPONDENT. 


Among the cows, and beans, and ducks, 
At Littl Mud-cum:-Fishford, Bucks, 


EAR EDITOR,—For 
weeks and weeks 
I've been the prey of na- 
ture’s freaks, 
And try whatever I could 








do, 
> I could not get to write 
“Sto you. 
—. With pen in hand and ink 
in pot, 
I'd try, but find it much 
d too hot. 
1% y, Another time the things 
‘bE > I'd get, 
Jz But then it would be much 
, too wet. 
A third occasion, if you 
please, 





9 


Was fixed upon by ‘‘it 
to freeze ; 


While on another, you must know, 
It thundered and began to blow. 


But still I have contrived to trace 
The finish of the Adams’ case, 

And satisfaction can’t be hid 

To find it ending as it did. 

The Ministerial defeat 

Has also startled my retreat, 

(I’m getting healthy, fresh, and brown, 
In this enchanting inland town. ) 
That weather was in splendid tune 
For Eton on the *‘ Fourth of June,” 
And also that the Prince’s son 

To ‘‘eat” his dinners has begun. 


I further hear—though this, I s’pose, 
From mere bucolic rumour rose, 

So I repeat in doubtful tones— 

They've made an A. of E, Burne-Jones, 
Last week the Horse Show played its part, 
The Albert Palace made a start ; 

Sir Peter Lumsden has returned, 


| 
| 





And some one’s playhouse has been burned, 
These things have all occurred, and so 
I thought I'd write and let you know 
before the interest is dead. 

Yours very truly, MerDie Heap, 








NEW LBAVES. 


“Tue Electriad: a Tale of the Trojan War,” by A. G. O. M, (The 
Pall Mall Eleciric Association, Limited), This instalment of ‘*‘ Homer 
Down to Date” is, when read, electrical and improving in its effects, — 
** (Go West,” by Percy Taylor (Wyman and Sons). All who desire or 
intend to ‘‘Go West” should get this book before they go, take it with 
them, study iton the way, and they will find it extensively useful when 
they get there. —‘‘ The March of the Strikers,” by John A, Bevan, M.D, 
(W. Swan, Sonnenschein, and Co.), This is a striking story of Ame- 
rican life, wherein the people are by oppression ground to death.— 
‘* Forewarned,” by E. M. Abdy-Williams (W, Swan, Sonnenschein, 
and Co.). A readable book, wherein the heroine is not forearmed by 
being forewarned.—‘** Waterside Sketches,”’ by Redspinner (Sampson, 
Low, Marston, Searle, and Rivington). This is the first volume of the 
** Waterside Series” of books referring to angling. It is a very enter- 
taining work, showing that Redspinner is a *‘senior” in the ‘‘ gentle 
craft,” and no junior at line upon line spinning.—‘‘ What the Boy 
Thought,” by Little Jim (W, Swan, Sonnenschein, and Co.), What 
the boy thought may be profitably thought over by older people : it may 
make them ‘‘a wee thought wiser.”—‘‘ A Fortnight in a Waggonette,” 
by One of the Party (Field and Tuer), This is a bright, cheery, breezy 
sort of book, inspiring fond wishes to take example by that “ party,’ 
and follow in its steps. —‘‘ 1585 : The Story of a Black Bag, a Big Bribe, 
and a Crushing Crime,” by a Civil Servant (Field and Tuer), This is a 
warning of danger which we echo, ‘* What might be may be;"’ but is 


| this not like “ pointing the way?”—‘' A Modern Daedalus,” by Tom 
Greer (Griffith, Farran, Okedon, and Welsh), This cleverly-written 
| book is founded upon a fancied realisation of human flight, and is a rare 


et NE 


eee 


flight of fancy. —*‘ Slipshod English (Field and Tuer), Full of hints 
whereby slipshod English may be ‘‘ neatly mended.”—*' Burmah and 
the Burmans,” ibald Ross Colquhoun (Field and Tuer). In the 
words of the preface, *‘ this country deserves to be better known,” and 
such excellent works as this will go far to make it so.—* On the Stage 
and Off,” by Jerome K. Jerome (Field and Tuer), Some of the expe- 
riences so pleasantly related are curious and comic, and some are sad 
and serious ; but all are well worth the attention of ‘* would-be actors,” 





An Oxzvious Impossizitiry.—Russia acting on the sguare in Cen- 
tral Asia. 
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ALWAYS AT HIS CLUB WHEN I CALL,” 
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A COINCIDENCE. 
Mater Pulchra.—“ ALL ALONE, MY Dagar CHILD. I’M AFRAID THAT HUSBAND OF YOURS NEGLECTS YOU TERRIBLY. Hke’s 


Filia Pulchrior,—“ Yas, MAMMA; BUT HR’s AT HOME AT ALL OTHER TIMES, 


‘ Mis 





[MZ. P. sniffs. 
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Not a “Sell”-uloid. 


Company.) 
Iv you would not be annoyed, 
Go and seek out celluloid ; 
For cufis and collars, ne’er destroyed, 
Your only wear is celluloid. 
Expense and worry you'll avoid, 
By having studs of celluloid, 
In fact the world is mye Ne 
At all things made of celluloid, 











per dozen if necessary, to secure the ‘* sparkling.” 


(With Fun’s apologies to a Brother Fester and to the Celluloid Novelty 


Some ot the late Lord Wilton’s cham was sold recently at 
£21 108, a dozen. This is the class of fluid that ought to be taxed 
heavily, Why! the buyer wouldn't have minded giving an extra £5 
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SAINTLY Germans turned up the yellows of their eyes on finding that 
Holy William of Prussia was the owner of the Doncaster Spriog 
Handicap winner; yet they shed amber tears of joy after discovering 
that the immaculate old gentleman had backed Botschafter I, heavily. 
Dross goes over to the Fatherland. 
preyed on a lot of *‘ mugs.” 


~—_—- Nee a ———— 


—_———— = 


Pious Sport. 


William, in his old age, has 








ONE PENNY. EVERY WEDNESDAY. 


“TACK anypD JILL, 


AN ILLUSTRATED WEEKLY MISCELLANY FOR EVERYBODY. 
TWELVE LARGE PAGES FULL OF PICTURES. 


OFFICES, 





153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 
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On the Road to the House, 
(Sez CARTOON.) 


See the Conquering Heroes come ! 
Sound the trumpet, beat the drum, 
Rouse the banjo’s dulcet tones, 
Clatter on the festive bones, 


Arm in arm they tramp along, 
Carolling a triumph song. 

Spank the tom-tom near and far, 
Twangle on the gay guitar. 


On to office straight they march, 
Proud as peacocks, stiff as starch, 
Puff upon the flute apace, 

Grind the jocund double-bass, 


Victory their course attends, 
Though they be not perfect friends, 
Scrape the fiddlestrings to bits, 
Give the penny-whistle fits, 


To defeat they soon may bow, 
But that matters nothing now. 
Wind the hurdy-gurdy’s side, 
Tootle on the ophicleide, 


There they were, and here they are ; 
Don’t be too particular, 

Tune up, bang, clang, thrum, and strum, 
Whilst the Conquering Heroes come ! 














Two Urgent Appeals. 


Ir is evident that FUN’s readers are (as he always thought 
they were) benevolent beings, otherwise so many charities 
and missions would not ask him to plead on their behalf, 
FUN is always willing to lend a hand in such work, and this | 
week he desires to remind his readers that the East London | 
Mission (Hon. Sec. Mr. G. Hopkins, 263 Cable Street, E.) | [fy 
urgently appeal for funds to enable them to take six hun- 
dred of the poorest children of the most overcrowded districts 
fora day in the country. And while FUN is about it, he may 
as well again call attention to the fact that the National 
Refuge Harbours Society of the United Kingdom, 17 Parlia- 
ment Street, are still sadly in need of funds to aid them in 
their life-saving work. 











tion Army prevents the Queen from appearing in public. 
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LADY CLERKS. 
Manageress,——‘* MIsS FRIVOLLE, YOU HAVEN’T PUT MgssrkS, TO THAT 


LETTER,” 
Miss F. (who has Brothers).—“ OH, HAVENT I? Wei, IT DON’T 
IT is rumoured that the fear of being attacked by the Salva- MATTER, I SUPPOSE; SOME GENTLEMEN DON’T LIKE BRING CALLED 


MESSERS, I CAN TELL YOU,” 








TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THE Ep!Tor oF *£ Fon,” 


IR,—Underascorching sun, 
which seems to have 
missed its way from its 
arid home amidst the 
wastes of the far Soudan, 
and in a heated atmos- 
phere far more suitable 
for the wearing of alpaca 
coats, straw hats, yellow 
boots, and whi'e um- 
brellas, the taking of 
holidays at the seaside, 
and the imbibing of cool- 
ing but not too teetotal 
drinks—in weather more 
suitable for this kind of 
thing, I say, than for the 
selection of winners, the 
old man is sitting in his 
shirt sleeves (and the rest 
of his garment, of course, to say nothing of the waistcoat and the cover- 
ings of his inferior limbs—‘‘ inferior” not being here used in a di g- 
ing sense, but as an anatomical expression), and—it’s just one of those 
days when you find yourself constantly getting into parentheses like the 
Maze of Hampton Court, without knowing your way out again—and 
(see other side of last parenthesis but one) working away at his— 








TIP FOR THE SURREY AND MIDDLESEX STAKES, 


THE Prophet's still sitting, though splitting 
His head with the terrible strain ; 








| 


| warm reception from a Currie. 


The pen he’s still wielding unyielding 
To torture of temple and brain, 

And not till through skylight the twilight 
Shall herald the death of the day 

(Unless he should hit it) he’ll quit it, 
No matter whatever you say. 


Then can it be Goggles that boggles? 
Or can it be Pegasus wins? 
Should Fulham begin it to win it, 
It may be his fate, for our sins. 
Lord Molyneaux's chances advances ; 
But, spite of all these, I'll go bail, 
My rage would be blinding on finding 
Mr, Jacobs’s Eloquence fail. 


All there again, you see, over Ascot. My absolute selection for the 
Stakes didn’t win, but he would have done if they hadn't scratched him. 
Poor Glengyle, what he lost! And I told you not to send Eurasion 
packing, besides plainly indicating Polemic for No. 2. Bravo! who 
sent you second and third, bar none? Then with regard to the Hunt 
Cup, when they scratched Necromancer what could you expect? 
Necromancer ought to have won, and would have won, so what do I 
care? Yours, &c., TROPHONIUS, 








Not to Currie Favour, 

DIRECTLY it was known that Mr. Gladstone was about to vacate 
Downing Street, several town houses was placed at his disposal by 
admirers. The right hon. gentleman has chosen that belonging to Mr. 
Bertram Currie, It was a wise choice; for he is sure to meet with a 
Of course, the G.O.M. will drive 


thither in a Currie-cle! 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


OR one wild week the no- 
ticer has taken it easy; 
for one exhilarating, de- 
lirious se’night the Slasher 
and Puffer has revelled in 
sea-plunges, country 
walks, and subsequent 
dinners, easy-chairs and 
slippers ; and for precisely 
that period of time he has 

ix : ~ seen nothing theatrical 

=a pn ‘vans @ SSeS but the ‘‘goings-on” of 

1 a the nursemaids on the 
beach trying to attract his 
attention, and the current 
number of the “ra news- 
paper—an interesting 
periodical, though run- 
ning a little to adver- 
lisements. 


“7 
© A ° 
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THEATRICAL enterprise has not exactly stopped dead during the 
noticer’s absence, but it has received a severe shock therefrom. Drury 
Lane survives, and has produced one of the most interesting and com. 
plete shows that have been seen for a long time, they tell me. Miss 
Agnes Consuelo has been ‘*knocking ’em” at the Standard in Zana 
and Camille; and Mr. Alfred Cellier has assumed the dd/om at the 
Royalty, where the prescription of Dr, D. seems to be better swallowed 
than I ventured to expect. But very shortly the Haymarket will close 
upon the Bancrofts’ jma/ ** farewell performance ”’ (talk about Crummles! 
they've been ‘* farewelling ” all the season!) Zhe Last Chance will be 
gone from the Adelphi, the Vaudeville will keep Ofen House no longer, 
The Lady of the Locket will leave the Empire in the lurch, and the 
Prince's will know Mrs, Langtry no more, I really mustn’t go out of 
town again. SOD TS 

Nops AND W1NkKs.—On the 4th of next month Mr, LD'Albertson 
takes his annual benefit at the Comedy. Signorina Bessone is engaged 
to appear in the Alhambra ballet of Zhe Swans shortly. She comes 
with fame from La Scala and San Carlo, and she has been well received 
at the Empire; she quite deserves to be so (w) om-ered. Mr. ** Royal” 
Purkiss has purkissed the Holborn Amphitheatre ; if he means making 
it a music-hall, ‘‘ good business ” is an appropriate criticism, I think. 

NESTOR, 


THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


FRIDAY, June 12th. —Grenville’s Ministry, under George III., had 
the reputation of embracing ‘‘ all the talents.” Granville means to cap 
this by claiming for the Gladstone Cabinet ‘‘all the virtues,” and an- 
nounces that the latest they have decided to monopolise is ‘‘ resigna- 
tion.” Asthe mountain can’t just yet come to Mahomet, Salisbury off 
to Balmoral. The Throne may be the guiding star of the British con- 
stitution in respect of shining from afar, only not quite visible enough. 

Commons,—A/oriturt te salutant! says Gladstone to Mr. Speaker, 
Tories mentally measure Treasury Bench, and wonder how many of 
their portly forms can be squeezed into it. 

Monday.—Lords read Burial Boards Bill second time—afrofos to 
occasion. Lord Wemyss wants Rosebery to show him model of new 
War Othce, Primrose objects—‘‘ Let the other side wait till they come 
in, plenty of models then.” 

Commons.—Who shall be Leader? House and country rather in 
doubt whether Salisbury or Randy is the ‘fnew guv’nor.” Ministers and 
leaders of Opposition propose to consider Lords amendments to the 
Seats Bill; Fourth Party object. The question is, is the tail to wag 
the dog, or wee versa? Vice versa, (). E. D., and Randy gently 
reminded that it is the Conservative, not the Fourth Party, that is to 
take the ribbons when Gladdy gets off the box. 














Ramp-ant Remarks. 
{A Conservative organ refers to the recent defeat ot the Government as a 
“regular ramp.”) 
A PAPER of the Tory stamp 
(Which ¢/ough it’s Tory, is courageous) 
Calls G.’s defeat a ‘‘ regular ramp,” 
And gloateth in a style ‘‘ ramp ”-ageous. 
Of their ‘* ramp ”-ant ways you have had a sample, 
So guantur suf/—these lines are (r) amp-le. 





A Weapon that deals Protectionists Heavy Blows. —The Cobden 


‘ey 








CONVERSATIONS FOR THH TIMES, 


NEARER HOME! 


(THAT is, if we are to believe the indignant accounts on the subject 
that appear from time to time in the Telegraph ; and, from our know- 
ledge of men and manners, we are inclined to.) 

UNINFORMED ONE. How very nice and virtuous John Bull does look 
this morning! Is he engaged in any particularly creditable work 
which——? 

HuMANITY. Eh? Bless me! Don’t you know by this time that 
J. B. is my particular apprentice and pet—nay, my lieutenant, first-mate, 
aide-de-camp, right hand? 

UninF. One. Is he, indeed? How proud and enviable a position ! 
And this is the Red Sea, eh? And there is a swift-sailing vessel, built 
on the most beautiful lines, scudding away to the Arabian coast, pursued 
by a small steam-pinnace. Why is that? 

Hom. That zs J. B.’s humane work going on. That vessel belongs 
to the Sultan of Zanzibar and Zobehr Pacha, It is choke full of poor 
niggers who are to be sold as slaves. The pinnace is manned by John 
Bull’s sailors, who are trying to stop the abominable traffic. 

* . * + * 

SULTAN OF ZANZIBAR, What, haven’t you read about it in the 7e/z- 
graph, Zobey, dear boy? Here it is. 

ZOBEHR PACHA, Dear me, in the very heart of Londontoo! Well, 
that prim-faced John Bull zs a nice hypocrite, to be sure; interfering 
with our trade ‘in the interests of humanity,” forsooth! I say, Sulty, 
old man, why shouldn’t we rig out a few fast-driving dog-carts—say 


twenty knots an hour—and put a check upon this abominable——? 
SuL. OF ZAN. Right you are, Zobey, old buck! ‘‘In the interests 
of humanity,” eh? * . . * 


UNINF. ONE. And this is London, eh? And what is this beautiful 
two-horse vehicle running on the most beautiful lines from the city to 
the suburbs ? 

Hum. Oh, don’t ask me! I could cry with disappointment. After 
all my belief in him—but there! Why, that isa London tramcar. On 
board are two miserable fellow-creatures of yours, already slaves—a 
driver and a conductor. They are most miserably paid; they are sub- 
ject to all sorts of unfair reductions of even their miserable pay, under 
the excuse of fines and penalties, They work about sixteen hoursa day, 
Sundays included, all the year round. When they get a Sunday off they 
receive no pay for the day. Sometimes they are allowed time for a 
meal—sometimes not ; and the conductor is ina position of trust. And, 
after all, I thought of that wicked, deceitful J. B. 





UNINF, ONE, And what is this fast-driving little dogcart, with tw: 
dark gentlemen in it, which suddenly starts out of its place of conceal 
ment in a stable-yard, and dashes at full speed in pursuit of the tramcar: 

Hum. Thetwo dark gentlemen are the Sultan of Zanzibar and Zobehr 
Pacha. They are engaged in the noble work of putting a check on thi: 
abominable traffic on the London tramways. See—they overtake anc 
board the wicked tramcar; they rescue the poor driver and conductor, 
and take them on board the dogcart ; they scuttle the tramcar and leave 
it to its fate; and a policeman tows it into the greenyard as a derelict. 

UninF. Ong. And all this wickedness by that very John Bull of 
whom you were so prou ! 

Hom. Don't/—Itellyou. I shall tormally publish in the newspapers 
that I have ceased to have any connection with J. B., and that any one 
finding him trafficking in my name is at liberty to punch his head. 1 
shall appoint the two dark gentlemen in his place, They are no 
humbugs anyhow ! 











‘THE PRIMROSE RecoRD,.”—This fresh and newly-blown primrose 
is not to be blown upon. As its name implies, it is ‘‘a Conservativ 
journal,” and though its politics may be different to our own, we can 
freely recognise the merits of the publication; and wish success to a 
venture designed to be preservative of all that is purest and best in Con 
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TO THE OLD MASHER’S ’AIR AND MUSTARSH. 
THE SUN’S ACTRD WICE-WRRSEY.” 








MIND INOCULATION. 











Ir was a most strange and a most distressing state of things. 

Epidemic followed epidemic—nay, the epidemics overlapped, It is 
‘rue no deaths occurred ; but there was hardly a person in London who 
was not suffering from some malady or other more or less pronounced. 
The medical profession were quite at a loss how to stem the current of 
he evil; but at the same time it was a remarkable fact that the actual 
leath-rate was greatly lower than the averages, There was a curious 
coincidence attached to these epidemics too; it always happened that 
| an epidemic was preceded by a letter to the newspapers stating that that 
| particular disease was certain to be brought about by such and such an 
| act—such, for instance, as licking postage stamps, or wearing black hats. 

It was while we were musing on the strangeness of the whole aftair 

hat a benevolent-looking gentleman in large spectacles called upon us, 

‘“ Good day,” he said, taking a seat; ‘‘ allow me to introduce myself. 
[ hor of the present series of epidemic diseases.” 


[ am the auth: 
‘* More shame for you then, base foe of humanity!" wereplied, ‘* What 











A CRITIC OF 


EVIDENTIALLY BIN OUT IN THE TOPICAL REGIONS, WHERE THE SUN’S ‘OT, 
THRY COULD HA’ DONE WITH A BIT OF BROWNIN’, THEY COULD; INSTEAD OF WHICH 














COLOUR. 
"Arry (doing Eight Hours at Brighton, meditatively looking after the Major ).—‘* By Jove! HR's GoT A DaRK SKIN, HE HAS, 


Hes 
WHAT A PITY THE SUN DIDN'T TURN ITS ATTENTION, 


demoniac malice can prompt you thus to—— Tell us how the deuce 
you do it.” 

** No deuce in it,” he replied, ‘‘ Nothing easier, You must be per 
fectly aware of the existence of a vast number of persons who only have 
to be told they have such and such a disease for them to imagine them. 
selves into actually having it. Those ‘ mind-curers’ only have hold of 
the other end of the stick. Well, when I design to spread such and 
such a disease, I just write a letter to the newspaper stating that some 
act which everybody does—such as brushing the hair—is certain to bring 
it on; and in two days the epidemic has spread. It was I who wrote 
that letter the other day about stamp-licking causing wooden legs. You 
are aware that wooden legs are raging at present about the south o! 
London—all my work.” 

‘‘ Then it was you,” we shrieked, ‘‘ who wrote to say that the habit 
of hailing cabs was productive of colour-blindness—that parting the bair 
produced dropsy—that leather boot-laces were certain to bring about 
angina pictoris in the wearer—that paring the nails was a sure fore 
runner of measles, dislocation of the heart, and baldness? You must be 
simply a fiend.” 

‘*I'm not, I assure you. On thecontrary, I love my fellow-creatures ; 
and simply give them these diseases in a mild form as a means of pre- 
venting their subsequently — them with, perhaps, fatal resulis 
If a man imagines himself into a fracture of the tkull from one of my 
letters, he is sure to recover from it; end after that nothing can ever 
fracture his skull again. My system is simply Mind Inoculation. Dear 
me, Mr. Fun! Pray do not place your feet on the mantelpiece ; I have 
found that it invariably produces caries in the bones !”’ 

In two minutes we were suffering from a mild form of the disease; i 
four minutes more we were well, and out of danger of that complaint 
for ever, 

‘IT consider that Iam quite as great a friend to humanity as either 
Pasteur or Ferran,” said our visitor, 

We are at present going through a course of mental inoculation for 


every known ailment. It is trying while it lasts ; but then, the result! 
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THE GREATEST FAILURE OF THEM ALL. 


Hit 
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He never had a chance from the first. 
idiotcy. His method was to sit and stare at the patient with withering contempt. 
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After which he wou! 













After long reflection on ‘‘ Mind-Cures” and ‘‘ Faith-Healing,” he set up to try and cure the dupes of such nonsense as natural 





|, in the presence of two medical men, endeavour to convince the patient of his suitability for confinement in an idi 
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ON THE ROAD TO THE HOUSE. 


BETWEEN PADDY AND PUBLICAN.—<SEE, THE CONQUERING HEROES COME! 
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A CHATTY NOTE. 
Uy ge i) EAR NETTY,—I’m aw- 
RII // ' fully naughty, I know, 
My behaviour is far from 
respectful : 
I ought to have answered 
your last long ago, 
And I hope you won't 
think me neglectful ; 
3ut we live in a constant 
commotion and whirl 
(Where I’m rapidly 
losing my beauties), 
And there never was such 
an unfortunate girl 
As I in performing my 
duties, 
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There’s always a race, or 
regatta, or ball, 
Or a trip to the Cam or the Isis, 
And the principal topic of talk at them all 
Is, of course, the political crisis. 
Papa is, you'll guess, in his element quite— 
In the state of affairs he quite glories, 
And it’s really amusing to see his delight 
At the ramshackle state of the Tories. 


I don't understand it exactly myself, 
Or for what the Conservatives quarrel ; 
But Gladstone, I see, won't go up on the shelf, 
And the Queen has come back from Balmoral, 
And p’r’aps her returning, my dear, may eftect 
The attractions and *‘go” of the season : 
Well, if that is so, I must say I’ll respect 
Politicians much more for that reason, 


jut I haven’t said what we've been doing of late, 

So, to give you a narrative graphic, 

We went to the buckingham Palace in state 
To the ball, which was simply seraphic. 

We've seen the big drama they've got at the Lane, 
As arranged by the great Mr. Harris ; 

And we popped o’er the channel and popped back again 
Just to witness the Grand Prix de Paris. 


And one afternoon in the Law Courts we spent, 
Where we heard of a person unwilling 
To pay back a sov’reign another had lent 
Because he'd asked only a shilling. 
Now, ‘‘ was he a thief?” was the ** point” they'd to try, 
And I think, were I put on my mettle, 
I could tell in the space of a wink of the eye 
What it took fourteen judges to settle. 


The ‘** Particular Service’’ display we have seen 
(‘I hough the title a little bit misty’s), 

And then, I need scarcely remark, we have been 
To the Denison Art Sale at Christie's, 

The show of Great Danes out at Barnes you'd admire— 
We honoured the same with attentions; 

And we saw the Prince fling hand-grenades at the fire 
Which nearly attacked the Inventions. 


We've seen the French plays—although taken all round 
‘The theatres aren't attractive— 

Though afternoon concerts we've latterly found 
Becoming uncommonly active. 

Tom's just joined a 'Cycle Club, wearing a badge 
(Excessively easy amused, he }). 

And I am, with love, 

Your aftectionate 


10 Stucco Street, Pimlico.— Tuesday. MADGE, 








New Leaves. 


Ir would be idle attempting to enumerate the chief points or the most 
attractive in 7/e Century and St, Nicholas, where all are chief points 
and everything is “‘ most attractive,” and ‘‘the beautiful” is spread all over 
the shop. Zhe Letsure Hour, Zhe Sunday at Home, The BKoys' Oun 
Paper, and Zhe Girls’ Own Paper, evidently having constantly increas- 


ing care bestowed upon them, with commensurate results. //ousehold 


HWVords has so much that is good, that it is almost as much as one can do 
to get through it. Zhe Phonographic Punch, a new monthly illustrated 
ic shorthand magazine, is an amusing novelty in a direction where 

: . 7 ror ; vay 7 4 —_ , 








KNIOKNAOKS, 


ONLY the other day three merry, sportive little fellows were fined the 
huge sum of five shillings apiece for smashing insulators off telegraph 
posts. If Draconic justice of this sort 
progresses, some day or other we may 
hear of boys being thoroughly well birched 
for exercising their skill in catapult shoot- 
ing and stone throwing. Boers will be 
astonished to learn that considerably over 
two thousand insulators have been de- 
stroyed this year in Birmingham alone by 
youthful British marksmen, 


AccorDING to the Trinity House Cor- 
poration, ‘‘lights are not to be treated 
with levity, and buoys are grave subjects.” 
Bless us! Any kitten knows the truth 
of the first statement ; and any schoolgirl 
is aware of the latter certainty, Give us 
something fresh, T, H. C. 








Dr. CARTER MOFFAT’S ammoniaphone, a machine for improving the 
voice, is an excellent invention. We tried its effects on our own one- 
year-old daughter last night. But though the ammoniaphone sweetened 
the infant’s screech, we fervently wished the doctor’s invention had been } 
an infant-killing machine, Unfortunately, we gave vent to this desire 
in words, 


SWALLOWS have always been famed for their extreme flippancy of 
conduct. Last autumn a Fatherlander tied a patent waterproof label 
under the left wing of a swallow which had occupied a nest near his 
bedroom window. The query in German, ‘‘ Where will you pass your 
winter?” was written on the label in indelible ink. The bird has re- 
turned to its original nest, bearing an exchange label similarly fastened, 
saying in German also, ‘‘ In Hades—nice warm place too. I hope I 
shall meet you there next winter.” 


WHAT a mazy waltz law is. Fourteen judges met lately to decide 
whether a man who borrowed a shilling from a friend, and received in 
mistake a sovereign, which he subsequently appropriated, was or was 
not guilty of larceny. The point puzzled the fourteen judges muchly. 
Steeped as we are from head to toe in wisdom, the question still be- 
wilders us. But to one decision we have come—viz., that the more law 
courts are avoided by both honest men and thieves, the betier for every- 
body—except lawyers. 


Tue most abject assertion put about lately concerning the change cf 
government runs, ‘‘ Bismarck is now inclined to look graciously upon 
us.” Liberals, Radicals, and Conservatives ought alike to protest 
against the pampered old barrel of Prussian sawer-Araut being elevated 
to the position of a god by servile fanatics, 


THE question of women sitting in Parliament is a mice point for M.P. 
mashers to joke on, 


LARGE as the claims on our benevolence are, we would subscribe 





countless shekels towards an international testimonial to the French 
jury that recently brought in a verdict of guilty, w7thout extenuatin 
ircumstances, against the atrocious murderer Pel, a monster who has 
spent a large portion of his life in poisoning his fellow-creatures in order 


to spend their savings. The red beams of the guillotine might well | 


blush deeply at the advent of such a debased ruffian on the scaffold. 


Ir is remarkable that France, more brutal than almost any other 
nation in her ancient capital punishments, should have in more modern 
days become the most merciful. The mode of execution in /a Ze//. 
France is singularly quick and certain, Whirr !—rattle !—and off goes 
the criminal’s head. Yet in our benignant, kindly country we persist 
in sticking to the barbarous, clumsy way of hanging culprits out of the 
world. The notion that our “ strung up ” murderers die instantaneously 
is mere nonsense. Their necks are not broken asarule. The fatienés 
are strangled generally, and not always very quickly either, Perhaps 
in most cases the torture serves them right. 





THe Hackney guardians of the poor have hit upon a happy corrective 
for checking their excesses when partaking of excellent champagne 


dinners at the expense of the ratepayers, They clothe a pauper in a| 


dress suit, and compel him to wait upon them, There is a grandeu: 
about the conduct of these Hackney guardians which is worthy of the 
ancient Egyptian revellers who were in the habit of having mummie 
about their banquet-halls in order to remind them of the extreme un 


ertainty of earth]: ‘| res lastir no time 
~ @ a4 y if . : : :& . ‘ on 4 LIme, 
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[In the course of a compensation case heard the other day some reve- 
lations were made as to the profits a West-End public-house will yield 
It was stated that it was a well-known fact that after midnight porter 
suddenly became stout, and fourpenny ale was transformed into six- 
penny ale—yielding about fifty per cent. extra profit !] 


OF strange transformations we often have heard, 


But the ’bove-mentioned change (which has often occurred) 
Beats all transformations we've heard of before. 

The statement, though startling, admits of no doubt ; 
But well might we marvel to read in that tale 


And fourpenny turns into sixpenny ale ! 


The feat of transforming old people to young, 
The trick of transmuting all metals to gold, 
Are nought to the wonders of good Fairy ‘* Bung,” 


Oh, how must his clients with gleetulness shout, 
Whenever they rush to his bar to regale, 

And find his cheap porter becomes the best stout, 
And his fourpenny turns into sixpenny ale ! 


'Tis true the “‘ Bung”’-Fairy is careful to claim 
The Aigher amount for the liquid transformed, 

And ’ 
But at this his gay customers seldom have stormed. 


The mixture the Fairy-‘‘ Bung ” offers for sale ; 
While for porter they pay just the price of best stout, 
And imagine the fourpenny, sixpenny ale! 


bsent when the Government was defeated over the beer and spirit 


“ONCERNING the absentees one day 

Caine spoke in an (absen)-teas-ing way ; 

So for every would-be absentee 

** Cave Caine-em ”’ will henceforth the warning be. 
These missing M.P.’s must now suffer pain, 

For Nemesis tracked them and gave them the Caine. 





The Fairy-“ Bung.” 


stories of magic, and Fairyland lore, 





at midnight mere porter becomes the best stout, 


whose wizard wonders above we are told, 


tis true that the /aste sti/] remaineth the same: 


heed not the taste as they pass well about 





“—Virumque Caine-o!” 


Caine, M.P., of late spoke very strongly against the Liberals who 
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R. AR. A.-ngements. 


DE TROP, 


On, Mr. Dadd is a clever lad, — ne. 5 
His R.A. picture is not half-bad— Miss Mayblossom (to Gus Gasser, who has uninvited joined her and Charity 
Let him labour on without fainting ; Bonniloy),—“ WE'RR TAKING YOU OUT OF YOUR WAY, MR, GASSER? - 
Yet though we are glad he a chance has had, Gus Gasser.—‘‘OH, DEAR, NO!—NOT A BIf OUT OF MY WAY, Miss 
’Tis rather sad that he’s not, though its ** Dad(d)”’ MAYBLOSSOM, S'LONG's I'M IN YOUR " € 
The /ather of English painting ! Miss M. and Charley (sotto voce) —** WHICH YOU CERTAINLY ARE. 

















An EHarl-y Reply. 





THAT coronet, I much regret, 

I can’t accept, O (Jueen ! 
To suit my ous, the Upper House 

Is not the place, I ween ; 
So, Sovereign mine, I must decline 

Thy gracious gift, I fear— 

I of use may be in the H, of C., 
But I’m done if I’m made a peer ! 


‘* Another place " would quite erase 

} Your G. O. M. from sight— 

The People’s Will intends to still 

i For true Reform to fight. 
Yea—though, forsooth, I’m not a 


youth— 
dt My flag I'll never furl ; 
Bris; No—still I'll be plain Mr, G., 


And not a Belted Ear! ! 


In things of weight I’ve done the State 
Some service, you'll allow ; 

And I shall get Fame’s Coronet— 
If I’ve not earned it mow, 

Then, hence! away! thou gaud so gay, 
Beset with many a gem ! 

The House of Lords no name aftord 
Like that of G, O. M.! 





Not Austin-tatious, 

Mr. ALFRED AusTIN, poet and politician, says in the Conservative 
magazine of which he is editor that he ‘* would sooner have written one 
of Wordsworth’'s best sonnets, than be all the prime ministers that ever 
lived.” It would be rather difficult, perhaps, se Mr. Austin to be ad/ 
the prime ministers, if he wanted to. And if he wanted to, he would 
seem to be very greedy. Still, we quite believe his statement ; for, 
although he is a Tory, we know what his Word's-worth, 


Public Trial at Westminster. 

Lonc Firm Prosecution,—Delendants, Cecil Salisbury, Stafford 
Northcote, and others, who had failed in business as cabinet-makers 
about six years ago, having a great deficiency, were prosecuted by Mr. 
John Buil in person for obtaining situations by misrepresentations. Mr. 
R, Churchill, (.C., defended. Verdict, guilty; sentence, six months 
hard labour, and a ticket-of-leave for life. 





“What, another?” 

Ir is rumoured that Sir Thomas Brassey is to be raised to the peerage. 

Well, to judge from the cheek often displaye by those in the Upper 
House, Sir Thomas will not be the only ** Brass’’-y peer there, 
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SKETCHES OF THE CRISIS. 
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THE UNITED CONSERVATIVE PARTY.—THE ROW, AND THE RECONCILIATION, 














Randolph's Revolt; | You know that you're essential to each Tory deep design, 
‘ Because you are so tricky—always game to cause a *‘ shine.’ 


) 
Or, THe *“*CigeK” OF THE CHURCHILL, 


(See daily papers on the ‘‘demands” of Lord Randolph of Lord Salisbury 
re forming a Cabinet.) 


And so, in clamouring for place, to show your airs just now 
Was startling and unlooked-for—and it clouded Solly’s brow ; 
You have done your cause some service (or you think you have, at least), 


Ou, you rum, rampageous Randolph! fie, how cou/d you thus behave , : 
Co the titled Tory chieftain, great Lord Salisbury the brave? ins now you play me skeleton at this poor Tory — ! 
Oh, Woodstock Wasp, why did you thus inflict your caustic sting You lately spoke with horror of all language that is strong, 
On th’ already muddled Marquis ?—young R. C., ‘twas not the thing, And told us that such language -_ in Joe + wrong ; 
You always were as gentle as a sucking-dove before 
That such *‘ demands,” oh, heartless one, should emanate from you— Pececkaee” snl aes stand = Solly all the sian 
y P per} p y 


That you at such a crisis should have kicked up such a stew— 


[s worthy of a showman who cries out, ‘' Alive! alive!” You lately vowed that Tories were a most united band, 


And twas well you were defeated with your thwarted thirty-five. Then why do you thus mutiny, and show the world your hand? 
; By errr heekily dictat And what has Britain done to you (she asks with many tears), 
Oh, irreverent little Kandolph, thus to cheekily dictate That you should seek to punish her by giving her more peers? 





To the sage and solemn Salisbury, who yearns to save the State— 
That the sapient, staid Sir Stafford he should not presume to choose, 
Because the said Sir Stafford did not suit your lordship’s views ! Long-lived Luxuries, 

FroM Seventeen Fifty-four until the present year of grace 

Many changes that are wondrous in the world have taken place— 

The beau of George the Second’s time’s the *‘ masher ”’ of to-day, 

And potentates and Parliaments have come and passed away. 

The times have changed, and we have changed, and dynasties and men 
Nay, more; you e’en commanded him, with most unblushing face, | Father Time and Wizard Progress have played havoc with since then ; 
lo send those you had rejected to adorn *‘ another place.” sut Taddy’s famed tobacco, and their snuff so rich and pure, 

‘*Our party needs them not,” said you, with sundry snacks and sneers; | Have stood since Seventeen Fifty-four ’gainst Time’s assaults secure, 

‘* So, as they've no abilities, just turn them into peers !”’ 


| “ ay 





At Sie S. and many others, whom the Marquis would have picked 
For his Tory stop-gap Cabinet, you up and rudely kicked ; 

This, and that, and t’other member was too slow, or else too swift, 
So, forsooth, you ordered Salisbury to send them all adrift. 























Oh, Wily Wasp of Woodstock, such audacity was wrong ; | ONE PENNY. EVERY WEDNESDAY. 
You ought to show some mercy—it is looked for from the strong. ‘s - 
low knew how poor Lord Salisbury was worried in his mind, JAC KK A IN D J TD, huibalesl ; 
Because he saw ‘twas difficult a Cabinet to find. AN ILLUSTRATED WEEKLY MISCELLANY FOR EVERYBODY. 
you know that many Tories e’er regard you as their guide, 
Because you always saucily the G. O, M. defied; OFFICES, 153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C, 
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